
1. Chapter 1


The man stood in the crowd, a cloak around his shoulders and a hat low on his head, covering his face. The crowd was queueing to get into a stadium, the stadium for the final of the World League. A battle between the Pokémon Master, Cynthia Shirona and a battling prodigy. It had been a long time since the Pokémon Master was not the clear favourite in a fight, but this one was too close to call. Cynthia’s opponent was still young, a nineteen-year-old girl who had swept all before her in the tournament. Opponents had fallen by the wayside to her as she savaged them, fighting with a ferocity that few had associated with her before the tournament. Her original countering style was still evident but she had stepped it up a level. Opponents would only be countered if they could gain any kind of measure of control over the battle. Few could.

“It is just under an hour before the start of the battle.” The announcer’s voice rang out over the crowd, causing excitement to ripple through it. The queue was moving at a reasonable rate and the man stepped forwards with those around him, moving ever closer to the front. “The Pokémon Master, Cynthia Shirona looks to retain her title against the challenger, Mellanie Rigger!”

As the challengers name rang out, the man stiffened ever so slightly. It would be very difficult for anybody who didn’t know him to spot. Nobody around him noticed, but nobody was looking for it. Soon he was at the front of the queue and wordlessly showed his ticket to the machine. It beeped and the gate opened for him. The man stepped through and looked around before heading for the steps towards his seat, high up in the stands.

As he reached the seat he took his cloak off, folding it neatly in his lap. He was wearing a black jacket with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. A fitted black shirt was underneath with six Pokéballs evident at his waist. Black trousers and boots completed the image. Those around him took their seats nervously, power seemed to emanate from the man. His hat remained firmly planted on his head, the shadow never leaving his face.

As the time passed, the man never moved. His breathing slowed till it almost appeared he was asleep. Nobody seemed to want to talk to him as they took their seats, taking paths that meant they didn’t have to come too close to him. Even those who had the seats next to him waited until as late as possible before taking their places. However as the announcer gave a five-minute warning they sat down, their desire to watch the final greater than their natural desire to keep their distance from this dark figure.

“Ladies and Gentleman, it is time!” The announcer said. “Firstly, please welcome your reigning Pokémon Master. She is fearsome, she is powerful and she wants to defend her crown. Put your hands together for Cynthia Shirona!”

Thunderous applause echoed around the stadium as Cynthia stepped out. The years had been kind to the Pokémon Master, she was still beautiful. Yet it wasn’t her beauty that was impressed on anybody that met her, it was her power. Just talking to her would be enough to convince most people that she was a fearsome opponent. Not somebody to be trifled with. She waved to the crowd as she reached the middle of the stadium and waited.

“If anybody can beat Cynthia, it is this challenger.” The announcer roared into the cheering of the crowd. “She has had a stunning battle career, going from strength to strength. The Johto League became her personal trophy for five straight years before she decided to focus on this challenge. Ladies and Gentleman, her title is well earned. She is young, she is absolutely fearless and she wants to win. For years now, there has been a very public dislike between today’s opponents but they have never faced each other across a battlefield. Put your hands together for Mellanie Rigger, the Battling Queen of Johto!”

“Mellanie…” The man muttered, drawing a couple of glances from those around him. They had almost forgotten he was there in the excitement of the moment and several had assumed he was asleep given how still he was. Down on the field, Mellanie walked out, hesitantly. Despite being nineteen, Mellanie had still not grown much, standing at a short five feet 4 inches. She looked around, appearing intimidated by the surroundings and the thunderous noise that had greeted her appearance. As she reached the middle of the field, Cynthia towered over her. At a look, it was not hard to see who logic would make the winner. Cynthia stood tall and proud, dominating the middle of the field and exuding confidence. Mellanie, on the other hand, looked nervous, hesitant and withdrawn. She did not look like she wanted to be there.

The two trainers shook hands wordlessly and headed to their own ends of the field. A huge scoreboard showed both of their faces and six spots underneath them for the Pokémon that they would use. Mellanie’s side of the scoreboard was green while Cynthia’s was red. A referee stepped forwards, his voice picked up by the microphone he was wearing and broadcast all around the stadium.

“This is a six on six battle between Cynthia Shirona and Mellanie Rigger, for the final of the World League and the title of Pokémon Master. Are the trainers both ready?” The referee glanced at Cynthia then Mellanie, receiving a nod from each. “Then we shall see who is to choose the first Pokémon.”

All eyes swung to the scoreboard where the two trainer’s faces lit up. A wheel appeared, with red and green segments. One segment lit up. The lit area started to move around the wheel, illuminating each segment in turn. As the stadium watched the wheel slowed down, before settling on a red segment.

“The Red Trainer, Cynthia Shirona will choose her Pokémon first.” The referee announced.

“Very well,” Cynthia said, selecting a Pokéball. “I will start things off with Spiritomb.”

A small rock appeared on the ground of the stadium before lifting into the air. A grinning face appeared in front of it as Spiritomb looked around at the stadium. Across the field Mellanie seemed unsure as to which Pokémon to choose, selecting one Pokéball before replacing it on her belt. Eventually, she lifted her selected ball and silently released her selection.

“It is a ghostly battle to start things off folks!” the announcer called. “Cynthia’s Spiritomb will face off against Mellanie’s Misdreavus!”

“Interesting.” The man said quietly.

His neighbours looked around again before somebody in the row in front turned around.

“Did you say something bud?” he asked.

The man’s head turned towards him, his face still hidden by the hat.

“I just said it is interesting to see who Mellanie is using.” the shadowed man said. “Particularly to counter Spiritomb’s versatility as a battler. Misdreavus is just as versatile, if not more so.”

“That’s…” the man from the row in front started, before stopping to think. “Actually… not a bad point.” He held out a hand. “I’m Jim. Who are you?”

This seemed to amuse the shadowed man. “I’m just a battle enthusiast.” He said as he politely shook the hand. “Nobody you’d know. Or want to know.”


“Round one, Spiritomb vs Misdreavus.” The referee announced as he raised his flags. “Begin!”

“Spiritomb, use Dark Pulse.”

A ball of crackling black energy shot away from Spiritomb but Misdreavus just drifted upwards, allowing it to pass underneath her. Spiritomb growled in anger and fired another attack, but this one missed as well.

“Spiritomb, use Ominous Wind.” Cynthia barked.

A wind started to blow through the stadium and the arena floor started to be cover by a dark mist. As the attack built-in power, Mellanie gave her first order.

“Use Astonish.”

Misdreavus faded out of sight before appearing in front of Spiritomb. There was contact between the Pokémon and Spiritomb squealed in pain before losing focus. Misdreavus faded away again, reappearing in front of Mellanie as Spiritomb fought to remain in control of his attack. The mists started to swirl before closing in on Spiritomb. The last thing that could be seen was Spiritomb looking around fearfully as his own attack exploded around him.

Cynthia gritted her teeth as the field cleared. Spiritomb was clearly injured by his own attack, but able to continue.

“Spiritomb, use Hypnosis,” Cynthia ordered. Spiritomb shut his eyes as waves of energy moved away from him, homing in on Misdreavus. Mellanie seemed to consider it before countering.

“Thunder.” As the waves hit, Misdreavus unleashed a huge torrent of electricity that smashed into Spiritomb. Misdreavus continued floating in mid-air with her eyes shut as a very battered Spiritomb lifted back into the air. Cynthia looked at her Pokémon in concern. Spiritomb was not her strongest in terms of endurance but Mellanie’s Pokémon was hitting harder than she had bargained for.

“Dream Eater,” Cynthia called.

“Sleep talk.” Mellanie countered.

As another image of Spiritomb appeared and shot forwards towards Misdreavus, the Screech Pokémon lived up to its name letting out a horrific sounding noise that caused many in the crowd to jam their hands over their ears. Misdreavus tossed and turned from Spiritombs attack before letting out another screech and opening her eyes. Cynthia gritted her teeth. Misdreavus had woken up far faster than she had hoped.

“Misdreavus, use Double Team.”

Multiple copies of Misdreavus started to appear around the stadium, leaving Spiritomb completely surrounded. Cynthia looked around nervously, unsure about what Mellanie’s plan was. Mellanie was already causing Cynthia a lot of problems, making her realise how Mellanie had reached the World League final. Trying to get any kind of control over the battle was virtually impossible, Mellanie always seemed to be slightly ahead.

“Spiritomb, use Ominous Wind again,” Cynthia called.

On her command, the wind picked up once more, but Misdreavus struck as well. Every single copy of Misdreavus started to charge an electrical attack. They all raced in towards the middle of the battlefield, combining into a ferocious strike that surged down and lit the entire stadium up as it crashed into Spiritomb. The Forbidden Pokémon screamed out in pain as the attacks connected, but there was another noise. Misdreavus was evidently close to the impact zone as well as her shriek could be heard from around the incredible lightning strike. As it faded Cynthia looked out to see Spiritomb knocked out but Misdreavus looking battered, floating in the air above her defeated Pokémon.


Back up in the stands, the man leaned forwards thoughtfully. “That’s new.”

“Maybe she’s been saving that attack.” Somebody else offered, but the man shook his head.

“That’s not what I meant. It isn’t new as an attack, I’ve seen attacks utilising Double Team before. But to use her own Pokémon as a target didn’t use to be Mellanie’s style. I wonder what happened.”

“What happened?” Jim asked, twisting around once more.

The man seemed to consider before answering. “I remember watching Mellanie in some battles in the first few years of her career. Her Pokémon were extremely difficult to knock out simply because she protected them so much. This hints to a more ruthless, less caring trainer behind them. Very few trainers ever utilise such a style of battling, especially with Pokémon as vulnerable to attacks as Ghost-types. I’m not sure Cynthia is ready for this.”

The man’s words left those around him silent as they contemplated it. Throughout the first round, he had been making quiet comments that they had first started to ignore before they realised what they were. Not a commentary on the battle, but an extremely detailed blow by blow analysis of the battle, enough to make them all want to listen in. By now the two rows above and below him were straining to hear his every word.


“Spiritomb, return,” Cynthia said quietly as she held out a Pokéball. Given that the first round had gone to Mellanie she needed to knock Misdreavus out fast. Although clearly not that strong on taking hits, Misdreavus was proving difficult to hit and returning strikes with significant power. Only one Pokémon would suit to end this fight fast.

Mellanie watched with a satisfied expression on her face. Misdreavus had spent a long time working on the combined Thunder attack, but accuracy had still been a problem. It was one that they had gotten around by using Misdreavus herself as a target. All of the images could easily hit a target they were linked to, but it meant that Misdreavus’ own Thunder attack had to be used to protect herself from the worst of it. The attack had worked better than Mellanie had anticipated, but judging from Cynthia’s expression, Mellanie knew what Pokémon was coming next.

“Garchomp, come on out,” Cynthia said calmly. Her star Pokémon would be able to wrap this fight up, allowing her to switch to a different Pokémon for the next round. Judging from Misdreavus it would only take one or two good hits.

“Garchomp, use Dragon Rush.”

Garchomp shot forwards, the wind from the wings slicing through the stadium and pressing spectators into their seats. Misdreavus slipped to the side as Garchomp approached, but Cynthia’s Pokémon adjusted quickly to give himself a free shot.

“Flamethrower,” Cynthia ordered. Garchomp opened his mouth and unleashed flames that Misdreavus was never going to be able to dodge and should be enough to knock her out.

“Destiny Bond,” Mellanie said quietly.

“Garchomp, stop!” Cynthia shouted but it was too late.

As the flames smashed into Misdreavus, the last visible sight of the Pokémon was her eyes glowing an eerie purple. A moment later Garchomps eyes glowed as well. Cynthia watched on in fury as Garchomps attack finished. There was a thud as Misdreavus fell to the floor, knocked out. The stadium started cheering but a purple light engulfed Garchomp. Garchomp slumped to the ground, knocked out as well.

Mellanie withdrew her Misdreavus without saying a word. Cynthia growled in fury as she held out her own Pokéball, recalling Garchomp. The battle just got far harder, as her star Pokémon had gone down with barely an impact on Mellanie. Cynthia looked across the field with a new, albeit grudging respect for her opponent. She knew that Mellanie was good, but not this good.


“As I suspected.” the man said before looking around at the eager expressions of the entire block of seats that were now hanging on his every utterance. “Mellanie has changed drastically. I wonder why…” His voice trailed off.

“I might know.”

The man turned to see a young girl, no more than nine years old. She looked very nervous and her parents looked horrified at her speaking to a mysterious stranger.

“Oh?” the man asked.

“She used to be my favourite.” the girl said. “I wanted to be like her, but she changed a few years ago.”

“You can remember that far back?” the man asked, his voice with a softer, kinder element to it.

“Yeah,” the girl said, gaining in confidence. “It was when the old Pokémon Master left. Since then she’s been different.”

The man nodded slowly. “You might be right.”

He glanced up at the girls parents. “You have a smart daughter. I’m sure you’re proud of her.”

Before either of them could answer his attention was back on the battlefield.

“If Cynthia wants a chance here she needs to be able to match fire with fire. Which means we should see her other powerhouse.”


“Lucario, battle time.” Cynthia barked. As the Aura Pokémon appeared, facing Mellanie’s Scizor which she had just released, he flexed his muscles. Ever since he had known that Cynthia would be facing Mellanie he had hoped for a chance to test himself against Scizor. The two Pokémon had very similar styles.

“If Cynthia doesn’t get an early advantage in this round she’ll have to change.” The man murmured. By now almost the entire block of seats was listening to him as he talked, those nearer him passing on what he said to those at the back. The man hadn’t seemed to notice the attention his comments were drawing.

“Scizor, Bullet Punch.” Mellanie ordered.

“Lucario, Extreme Speed.” Cynthia countered.

As Scizor shot forwards, a claw extended Lucario vanished, appearing behind Mellanie’s Pokémon and dealing a blow to Scizor’s back. Scizor spun and swung a claw but Lucario was able to parry and return a kick towards Scizor’s legs. Scizor leapt lightly over Lucario’s strike and smashed a Metal Claw down onto Lucario’s head. Cynthia’s Pokémon staggered back, dazed but still sufficiently aware to get his arms up to parry the next strike. Scizor followed it up with a series of sharp jabs that had Lucario backing away before the Aura Pokémon thrust out a palm. A blast of aura sent Scizor staggering backwards. Lucario advanced, the claws on the end of his paws glowing as he struck with a series of Metal Claw attacks. Now it was Scizor retreating, parrying attacks.

“Iron Defence,” Mellanie called.

Scizor let the next attack through, but it crashed off his armour that suddenly shone brighter. Lucario growled and struck again but Mellanie spoke again.

“Agility.”

Scizor slipped underneath the strike, and rolled, coming up a few metres away from Lucario who had spun maintaining his balance perfectly.

“Aura Sphere,” Cynthia called.

Lucario thrust his palm forwards once again and this time the sphere of aura was visible as it flashed across the distance between the two Pokémon. Scizor was just quick enough to brace himself, his armour glistening once again before the attack connected sending him skidding backwards but staying on his feet.

“Swords Dance,” Mellanie said quietly as Lucario leapt forwards once again, claws glowing. As Lucario attacked Scizor went into a complicated dance that caused him to dodge attack after attack. He seemed to finish his dance to see another claw swinging at him and immediately launched into another one.

“Close Combat.” Cynthia barked as Scizor came to the end of another dance.

Lucario surged forwards, paws flashing out in a ferocious series of strikes. Scizor was caught be several of them, getting hit before being thrown up into the air and slammed into the ground. He rolled away quickly before returning to the space in front of his trainer.


“Cynthia needs to change Pokémon now,” the man said. “Gastrodon or Roserade are her best chance.”

There was some murmuring around him before one of the parents of the girl from earlier spoke.

“Why?” he asked.

The man gestured down at Scizor who rolled away from another attack from Lucario. “Scizor has used Sword Dance twice, Agility and Iron Defence three times. His stats are so high a Pokémon who uses close-range attacks will be lucky to hit him, let alone hurt him.”

The man paused before glancing at the young girl who had spoken earlier. “You watch Mellanie right?”

The girl nodded nervously. “I try to watch all of her battles.”

The man nodded. “How often does she use her Scizor?”

“I don’t know…” the girl said.

“Why are you asking?” the girl’s mother asked.

“Because she is gambling here.” The man said. “Mellanie is hoping that Scizor can survive long enough to use the stat boosts. I want to know if she has used it before.”

“You mean you don’t watch her often?” Jim asked.

“This is the first time in four years.” The man answered.

Jim shook his head in disbelief. “And yet you know her style so well… who are you?”

The man chuckled lightly, the sound only reaching the few spectators around him.

“As I said, I’m a battle enthusiast. Now, I’d advise watching the battle. Lucario is nearly beaten unless he is withdrawn.”


“Scizor, Agility into Swords Dance,” Mellanie called.

“Lucario, Close Combat.” Cynthia barked in frustration.

Lucario leapt forwards but each attack was skilfully dodged by Scizor who was moving smoothly and far faster than Lucario now. As he came out of his dance he stepped to one side to easily evade Lucario’s final attack before glancing back at his trainer. Mellanie nodded.

“Scizor, Fury Cutter into Metal Claw.”

Scizor shot forwards with incredible speed, far too fast for Lucario to dodge. A series of sharp cuts from his claws had Lucario staggering backwards growling in pain before Scizor’s Metal Claw sent Lucario flying backwards. He fell to the ground, groaning but slowly climbed back to his feet. Lucario was clearly on his last legs but unwilling to give up the fight until he had no choice.

“Enough Lucario,” Cynthia said, holding out her hand. “Return.”


As Lucario vanished into his Pokéball the man glanced around.

“Cynthia has thrown this away. Her loss of Garchomp knocked her off her stride and she’s gotten it back too late.” He rose from his seat. “Excuse me.”

“Wait, where are you going?” somebody asked.

“I know who’s going to win.” The man said as he made his way down the line of seats. “And I’ve learned everything I came here to learn.”

“But…” somebody else said but the man had reached the end of the row.

“Enjoy the rest of the fight.” He said to the block of seats at large with a slight bow. “It has been a pleasure.”

And with that he vanished down the stairs, disappearing from view.

The man strode out the stadium exit, drawing a surprised glance from the security guard on duty. The man nodded politely as he exited, before moving away. He walked towards the main administration building at Indigo Plateau, before ducking around a corner, out of sight of the curious guard. A Pokéball appeared in his hand, seemingly from nowhere. A moment later a Pokémon materialized in front of him. The man knelt down in front of the Espeon that had appeared.

“Mellanie is going to win.” He said quietly.

“Interesting,” Espeon said, speaking into his mind. “She has improved.”

The man nodded. “She has. But she has also changed.”

“Oh?”

“Her Misdreavus took out Garchomp using Destiny Bond. She also used Misdreavus as a target to focus a Double Team powered Thunder.”

Espeon seemed to consider it for a moment. “Both good strategies.”

“But callous ways to use a Pokémon.”

“Indeed. Maybe she has forgotten what you taught her.”

The man nodded again. “I know. I wish we could challenge her post-victory but we can’t.”

“Because you are still a wanted man?” Espeon’s tone was light but her eyes narrowed slightly.

“Yes. I want to know what Mellanie is like though, so towards the end of the month we might have to challenge her anyway.”

“A false identity?”

“Probably. But it won’t last long when we start beating her easily.”

“You think we will?”

The man chuckled. “Nine years ago we obliterated Cynthia. Mellanie will beat her, but it won’t be a straightforward fight. And we’ve spent the last three years getting stronger.” He sighed. “We’ve had nothing to do but train to get stronger.”

“Well, that and find the answers we went for,” Espeon said, causing her trainer to laugh again. “Will you take your place back as Pokémon Master?”

“I am unsure. I need to get a better read on Mellanie first.”

The man rose, the Pokéball reappearing inside his hand. Espeon vanished inside before he rose, turning away from the building they had been behind. As he strode away, the man glanced back at the stadium to the giant screen affixed to the outside. Mellanie’s Totodile, her final Pokémon was standing tall over Cynthia’s defeated Milotic. She had won.

Ash Ketchum studied the screen for a moment before turning away. A few moments later he was gone, vanishing in a tiny flash of light.
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2. Chapter 2


Ash reappeared just outside his house on Mystery Island, on the lawn that he knew so well after so many years of having it just behind his house. He glanced at Alakazam who was waiting for him, a slight smile on his face as he levitated above the ground.

“You really have improved your strength,” Ash remarked. “These long-range teleports are easy for you these days.”

“Kazam,” the Psy Pokémon said.

“Practice makes perfect.”

Ash looked down to see Espeon strolling past him from where she had reappeared, having let herself out of the Pokéball.

“Thank you for the translation,” Ash said drily and Espeon rolled her eyes at her trainer.

“Alakazam. Ala.” 

“He is asking whether we are moving the island back anytime soon.” Espeon translated.

Ash looked into Alakazam’s eyes.

“It is unlikely. Since you can teleport me basically anywhere now, I don’t see the need.”

Alakazam nodded and turned. As he started to float away Ash’s voice rang out again.

“Assemble the Pokémon. We need to talk.”

In a few moments, Ash’s entire team was in front of him. He looked around with a wide smile on his face as he looked at the fourteen Pokémon that he knew were among the toughest in the world.

“Mellanie has become Pokémon Master.” Ash started. “We will be moving back into human civilization to follow her next actions.”

“She will get your name cleared,” Pikachu said, Espeon translating instinctively.

“She may.” Ash conceded. “But something is up with her. She has changed in our absence. She is harder for us to predict.”

Ash looked around at his Pokémon, pride bursting through him as they stood tall in front of him.

“Train tonight. Train hard. Tomorrow we return. I’ll explain each of your missions in the morning.”

Ash turned and headed inside as his Pokémon immediately broke off and moved further out into the grass. They spread out, adopting fighting positions before they started training in a free for all. It was one of their toughest training drills as each of them had been drilled to be utterly ruthless. In their fight, if anybody was caught it was like moths to a flame as every other Pokémon focused on them.

Within moments Onix took a slight hit from a Sceptile Bullet Seed that Alakazam had redirected. A growl came from the Rock Snake Pokémons mouth which rapidly grew louder as six of his peers immediately fired their attacks at him, taking advantage of his slight distraction. Ash turned in the doorway and watched Onix swing his tail up, using it’s greater strength to redirect attacks, giving himself a moment to recover before their attention switched onto a new target. As a way of training his Pokémon in all aspects of their fighting, this never failed him. Each of them was effectively facing up against a dozen opponents who were as strong as them. It stretched their awareness, their endurance and their cunning to its maximum. That and to be the last Pokémon standing held significant kudos.

He turned away again, disappearing into the house. He reached the kitchen and started preparing food, as he waited for the Pokémon that followed him inside to speak.

“What is wrong with Mellanie?” Espeon started.

“I am unsure,” Ash said simply.

Espeon glanced at Pikachu who had followed her inside when nothing else was forthcoming. The little electric-type sighed as he hopped up onto the counter next to Ash.

“She will be missing you,” Pikachu said, Espeon translating once again.

“I agree,” Ash said. “But that doesn’t explain everything that has changed.”

“She needed you there,” Espeon argued.

“She was one of the strongest trainers in the world at just fifteen,” Ash said. “She handled the crisis before we left superbly. She most definitely did not need me.”

“She did,” Espeon argued. “She may have been strong but she was still young.”

“And she was mature beyond her years,” Ash said calmly. “She would have turned out differently had we been there but she did not need us.”

“She did.”

Ash turned to see Meganium padding into the kitchen.

“Isn’t anybody training?” Ash groused good-naturedly.

“I’m out,” Meganium said as she reached out with her vines and plucked Pikachu from the counter side as Ash continued to cook. “Sceptile was relentless and Alakazam supported him. It made survival difficult.”

Pikachu laughed as he was put down on the ground. “He has a habit of playing nasty.”

“He wants to win,” Ash said. “Even after two years, he is still trying to prove himself. He believes that he should be the replacement for Charizard.”

A silence fell across the group as they thought about their missing friend. When Ash had first left for exile, his once iconic Pokémon had been used to put down a lot of the in-fighting between Pokémon. Charizard’s mere appearance was often enough to prevent many of those fighting from going any further. His power was legendary among almost all Pokémon. Charizard had loved the role of peacekeeper, flying from hotspot to hotspot. Yet he had found himself drawn away from Ash’s team, his heart being dragged into two directions as old loyalties tugged at him. His departure from their team had been the final casualty of the war.

“Will you send for him?” Espeon asked quietly.

Ash shook his head. “No. We do not need Charizard at the moment. One day we will and he will come, but until then he should continue to protect those that follow him. That I can understand.”

Espeon purred quietly from across the room as Ash looked out of the window to see more of his Pokémon dropping out of the fight outside. He glanced down at her and smiled.

“Tomorrow I will need to go back and see what Mellanie does with her newfound authority.” He said. “We need to…”

His voice trailed off as he heard footsteps coming from deeper inside the house. Ash turned and smiled at his mother as she made her way into the kitchen. The years had been hard on Delia Ketchum. The hardships that she had endured at the hands of Cleffa and Sonia, along with the emotional drain that had come from the years of missing her son had taken a lot of the vitality out of her. She looked far older than she was and spent increasing amounts of time in Pallet Town with Samuel Oak. At least she had been with her oldest friend until he had fallen ill. Ever since then Alakazam had been worked very hard, constantly teleporting her to be with her son and with the dying researcher.

“You’re going back?” she asked, her voice hoarse.

Ash nodded. “I am. If Mellanie does what I suspect she will do, I may be able to return. She will most likely try to clear my name. If she starts it, I will return to Pallet Town.”

“I’ll come with you,” Delia said. “I want to see him again.”

Ash sighed. “Mum…”

“I need to.” Delia insisted, her usually frail voice surprisingly strong.

Ash sighed and nodded.

“Very well. We’ll leave tomorrow morning.”


Mellanie stood quietly, waiting. In the stadium in front of her, she saw Cynthia waving to the crowd as they cheered loudly. Although Mellanie had to admit with a savage grin, it wasn’t as loud as the first time that Cynthia had lost her title. The events in the intervening years had done enough to Cynthia’s standing. She was still popular, but no longer enjoyed universal love. Although Ash’s sacrifice three years earlier had prevented civil war between the regions, there was an air of dislike between Sinnoh and the other regions. Hoenn had remained for the most part neutral but Kanto and Johto made their feelings clear as often as they thought they could get away with it.

Mellanie watched Cynthia complete her speech and turn slightly. As the applause for Cynthia died down once more, a hush made its way across the stadium. All eyes were fixed on the door that stood open in front of Mellanie. Watching. Waiting.

She strode forwards, emerging into the battlefield, ignoring the gloomy skies as she approached the centre. Cynthia was waiting for her, the ex-Pokémon Master with a carefully schooled neutral expression.

“Mellanie Rigger, having defeated me, accept my title as Pokémon Master and promise to lead the Pokémon League to the best of your ability, until you are incapable of the role.” Cynthia chanted the ritual words, her eyes never leaving her successors face. “Judge fairly, lead wisely and uphold the values on which the league was founded.”

“I accept both the title and the challenge,” Mellanie answered, head held high. Cynthia then turned and led Mellanie to a small plinth. She picked up the golden badge of the Pokémon Master with all of its symbols and handed it to Mellanie who took it with reverence. Although the badge that Ash had once worn had never been recovered after his exile, she could feel him closer as she pinned the replica to her chest.

Cynthia stepped away, leaving Mellanie to turn and begin her speech, speaking clearly into the microphone that had been set up for her.

“Elites, Gym Leaders Researchers, Trainers, Coordinators. Anybody with an interest in Pokémon.” Mellanie smiled slightly to herself as she repeated the words that Ash had once started his own speech with. “I am honoured to stand before you as Pokémon Master. I will give my all to the people of the four regions as I aim to bring an end to any residual strife from the years gone past.”

Mellanie took a deep breath. She knew that what was coming would be unpopular but she had spent the last three years training and fighting for this moment. She couldn’t back away now.

“Three years ago, Cynthia took power after Ash Ketchum was forced into exile. She has long maintained his guilt, I his innocence. However, without a trial, no satisfactory conclusion was ever reached. I now call on the Hoenn region police to pass all information on the case to their counterparts in Kanto, Johto and Sinnoh. They will review the evidence and determine whether they feel there would be sufficient justification for the warrant that still remains for Ash Ketchum. If there is not, the warrant shall be lifted and he shall be free to return home.”

Mellanie felt the triumph rise in her stomach as a ripple of applause broke out. She blinked, looking up at the top of the stadium room. She could have sworn that she saw a flash of light, bright against the grey skies but when she looked closer, nothing was there. Putting it down to her imagination, she launched into the rest of her speech.


Ash reappeared outside Pallet Town, the shadow from his hat covering the thoughtful expression on his face. Mellanie had done exactly what he had expected of her. He knew that the police would not take long. Within a week he expected to have his name cleared. Which meant he was so close to being free to do things. Like, walk into his hometown to see his old friends. It was the first time that Ash had been back here for nearly two years after Misty and Gary’s wedding. He had promised his mother that if he ever returned he would see them. She had kept them reasonably well posted of his life as she visited and they all wanted to see him again if possible.

Delia Ketchum appeared next to her son, leaning on Meganium for support. Delia let go of the Pokémon and turned towards her son.

“You are actually here,” Delia said, unable to hide the tone of surprise.

Ash blinked. “I gave you my word that if I could I would reach out to them. Mellanie has promised to reopen the investigation into me which means soon I will be cleared. There will be no interference this time.”

Delia smiled at him as she started to amble her way into Pallet Town. Thankfully few people were around to see their progress and it was only a short while later that they reached the steps to the Pokémon Laboratory. Delia waved away Ash’s offer of assistance and climbed the steps with steely determination. When she eventually reached the top she found her son waiting for her with a curious expression on his face.

“What?” she asked.

Ash chuckled. “I think I know where my stubbornness came from.”

Before Delia could reply, he knocked on the door with loud, echoing thuds.

A few moments later the door was flung open and Gary Oak stood there.

“Delia!” he said in delight, stepping forward to embrace her. “I didn’t think you’d be coming for the World League this year.”

“I wasn’t going to,” Delia said, gently hugging the researcher back. Before she could say anything else, Gary looked over her shoulder to see her companion.

“Ash?” Gary asked in shock as he released Delia.

Ash nodded, removing his hat to reveal his flawless face with his mismatched eyes. “Good afternoon Gary.”

“What are you doing here?” Gary asked, struggling to regain his composure.

“Mellanie has reopened the investigation into me. My name will be cleared shortly, meaning there is no longer a significant danger attached to associating with me.” Ash smiled. “I thought I’d come home.”

“Yes,” Gary said excitedly. “Yes, of course! Mellanie has just finished her speech so we’ll soon be eating.”

Gary babbled as he led their two guests into the laboratory, turning into a living room with the sofas filled with people Ash recognized. A living room in which the buzz of several conversations promptly fell silent as the occupants realised who had just walked in.

“Ash?” came a shriek as May threw herself across the room, colliding heavily with Ash as she tackle-hugged him. Ash took the impact, barely even rocking as he let his arms fall around the girl. After several moments she pulled away and stared up at him.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

“Yes.” Ash looked up to see Max watching from across the room, his voice dry with suppressed laughter. “I would like to know that too, but excuse me if I don’t throw myself at you.”

May turned and glared at her younger brother who simply smirked back at her. Ash smiled around the room as he took in the faces of the people looking up at him. May had pulled away from him and backed across the room, looking slightly embarrassed at her reaction to seeing him again. Unlike everybody else in the room, May had seen Ash since the wedding. A single look at her face told Ash that she hadn’t forgotten either. Not that he thought she would have been able to do so.

Max was sat in an armchair with a laptop on one arm and a notepad on the other. The Brainiac had taken a step back from battling although he still entered minor tournaments when the fancy took him. In the last two years, he had set up a company that was taking data analysis on battles to a whole new level. Ash’s mother hadn’t understood it when she tried to explain it to Ash and he was confident that he wouldn’t understand either. He didn’t have too though. Max’s success spoke for itself, to the point where his programs and analytics were among the most highly valued around. It kept the youngest Maple worked hard but anybody who knew him knew that he wouldn’t change it for anything.

Brock had continued to run his breeding centre and work as a Pokémon Doctor in Pewter City. Ash had worried that his friend had fallen into a rut but Brock seemed content with his lot in life. He had even somehow managed to find some girls to date, although nothing had gone beyond a few months. Too often Brock’s work got in the way of his relationship, something that Ash himself could understand.

Dawn had, like May, continued her place as one of the best coordinators in history. After a season of dominance which Dawn knew was down to working with Ash for a week, May had closed the gap once again, showing a drive and determination that had been absent in her early career. Over the last season, May had a marginally better head to head record and Max’s analysis had Dawn surpassed only by May.

Gary moved past Ash towards his seat. He had continued his work as the regional Professor of Kanto. His research had had a break-through the previous year, with his great focus being on Water-Pokémon. He was expanding knowledge of almost every aspect of them at a rate that had many reminiscing of his grandfather. Misty was incorporating his findings into her training, stylising each of her Pokémon’s training programme to make it as close to their life in the wild as possible. Her improvements had led to Sam’s Elite Four being virtually unbeatable. Misty and Sam’s focus had caused the strength of the Kanto Elite Four to increase in the three years since they had formed under their new leader. Few challengers reached Misty as the final member of the Four and even fewer made it past her. Only one trainer had managed it in the last year, only to be steamrolled by Sam who exploited every single weakness that Misty had identified.

Thinking of Misty caused Ash to find his gaze drawn to the red-head who was sat down next to her husband. Husband. Ash still found it hard to think of them as married. He remembered their wedding day. He had snuck into the back as Misty was walking down the aisle. He had barely needed to sneak, with everybody’s eyes drawn to the bride nobody had noticed him stood in the shadows. He had watched the entire service before dropping into the end of the reception. He had managed brief conversations with all of his friends except the happy couple. The attention on them had made sneaking up to them impossible, especially with Cynthia in the crowd. Eventually, he had passed them and murmured his congratulations, loud enough that Misty and Gary could hear, but nobody else. They had looked for him, but by that point, he was gone. It was only later that evening that Misty found a letter addressed to her, hidden in her belongings. She had read it several times that night, clinging to it. Ash’s mother had told him how much it had meant to her when she next saw the Oak’s.

“Would you like to sit?” Gary offered into the silence that had formed. He gestured to a few chairs across the room that weren’t occupied and Ash offered one to his mother before claiming one himself.

“Thank you,” Ash said. There was a slight moment of awkwardness before Ash spoke up again.

“I assume you were watching Mellanie’s speech?”

“Yes,” Max said, his attention once again taken by the screen that his eyes weren’t leaving. “It finished just before you arrived. She said…”

“I know what she said,” Ash said, interrupting. “I was there.”

“You were?” Dawn asked, her eyes wide. “How..?”

Ash threw a grin across the room at her. “I have my ways.”

“You’re still mysterious then,” Misty said.

“Well, I could tell you that I had my Alakazam teleport me to the roof of the stadium so that I could watch and listen,” Ash said conversationally. “But that would take some of the fun out of it, no?”

“You…” Dawn spluttered and Ash chuckled.

“Yes. You’d be amazed how few people ever look up.”

There was a moment’s silence and then Brock let out a sharp burst of laughter that released some of the tension in the room. Several others chuckled and the room broke into the conversations that had been interrupted. For a few minutes, Ash listened quietly, before leaning towards Gary.

“No Sam?”

Gary shook his head. “He’s at Indigo Plateau supporting Mellanie. Not that she’ll…”

Gary stopped himself before he could say anything else, but he could tell he had gained Ash’s interest.

“Not that she’ll what?” Ash asked.

“I…” Gary stuttered, playing for time before Misty joined the conversation in her typical way.

“Not that she’ll appreciate it.” Misty said bluntly. “Sam would do anything for that girl and she just ignores him.”

“Not entirely true,” Dawn said, breaking away from a discussion with Max about the best combination of Ice and Fire attacks for a contest. “She still talks to him.”

“Barely,” Misty argued. “And definitely not like they used to.”

“Well, it can’t be easy for him now,” Gary said quietly. When attention focused on him he shrugged. “She is technically his boss. Mine too I suppose.”

“If Sam is still the young man I left behind, he won’t care about that,” Ash said. “Although, I must ask. Did they fall out after a break-up?”

If it were possible, the silence in the room was even thicker this time. Ash looked around into it and backed up slightly.

“I only ask because I always assumed they’d end up together. But if they are arguing now…”

“A couple of years ago, yes,” Dawn said into the silence that followed Ash breaking off. “They never really told us much about it. But they were drifting apart before then.”

Ash nodded and leaned back in his chair, thinking. If Sam and Mellanie had been arguing then it had started after he left. Though it was possible it started because he left. He hadn’t spoken to Mellanie since then, with the young trainer not having been at Misty’s wedding. She had been invited but clearly decided not to attend. Sam had been through, laughing and joking at the reception in his endearing way. Ash smiled. Sam had become everything he could possibly ask for, a well-balanced trainer who had led Kanto well. Ash had kept a close eye on his former tutee but any questions about his competence had rapidly vanished only a few months into his reign at the head of Kanto. Despite his young age, Sam had taken up where Lance had left off. Mellanie though was a different question.

When Ash had initially left he had launched his energies into ending the conflicts that Cleffa and Sonia had started. By the time that he had been able to turn his attention back to his old tutees, Mellanie had been difficult to find. She had thrown herself at her training, determined to defeat Cynthia. It had taken three years but she had done it. Something had changed in the young woman now though. Ash knew something was wrong when he had watched her battle and Gary had confirmed it, albeit unwittingly. As Ash watched his old friends chat happily a plan began to assemble itself in his mind. Something was clear to him though. He needed to speak to Sam.

Words directed at him snapped Ash’s attention back to the room, all of whom were looking at him. He focused his attention on Max who was waiting for an answer to his question.

“Am I here to stay?” Ash asked, pretending to think it through.

“You never answered our question earlier.” Max offered by way of explanation. “And now there is a review into your case, which if you’re innocent will clear you.”

“Both good points,” Ash said. “As for the original question of what I’m doing here, I am keeping a promise. I said I would come back when I could and so here I am.”

“So…” Dawn interjected, leaving the question hanging.

The corners of Ash’s mouth turned up in a slight smile. “When I first came back eight years ago I made sure that I stayed isolated.”

“Yeah, why…” Gary started but he was quickly hushed by Misty and a look from Ash.

“After so long I felt you’d all moved on and I didn’t want to drag anything up. Many of you seemed to have accepted that I was dead. Now that clearly isn’t true. So, yes.” Ash glanced at his mother who looked the happiest she had in months. “This time I am here to stay.”


It was late that evening that May found Ash in the kitchen of the laboratory, chatting to Brock as they cleaned dishes. What had been planned to be a simple dinner had turned into a contest between Ash and Brock as to who could create the better culinary experience. After the rest of the group had demolished the food, Ash and Brock had sent them away as they cleaned.

“I ended up telling off Forrest for that one.” Brock was saying as he scrubbed a plate clean. “Anchoring a Rapidash’s foot is dangerous.”

“Let me guess, strained tendons around the ankle?” Ash asked as he added a dried plate to the stack waiting to be put away.

“Yes,” Brock said. “I always find it amazing how Pokémon can endure powerful attacks yet moving the wrong way can injure them.”

“Rapidash are an unusual case though,” Ash said, picking up the towering stack of plates with ease and putting them into a cupboard. “The speed they run puts great strain on their legs and if they are stretching injuries can happen easily.”

“And telling them to rest is tricky.” Brock sighed.

Ash laughed. “Needed though. A Rapidash that can’t run is an unhappy Rapidash. And if they rush the recovery it can get worse.”

“She recovered eventually though.” Brock washed the final bowl and turned away from the sink to see May watching them. “Anyway, are you good to finish up drying?”

Ash chuckled. “Brock, I’m happy to help. I’ve been doing this myself for years. Go, I’m sure there is a fascinating discussion going on out there.”

“You want to come?”

“Eventually. It isn’t easy for anybody when I’m surrounded by all of you. One on one is much easier.”

Brock nodded and vanished through the door past May. Ash grabbed the last couple of bowls and dried them, hands moving quickly.

“Thank you, Ash.”

Ash put the now dry bowls on the pile and turned to look at May whose eyes were wet with brimming tears. He knew what she was talking about. Her ex-husband, Drew.

Two years ago his mother had come back from Pallet Town looking nervous. Ash had instantly known something was wrong but waited. A few days later Delia had explained the issue. Drew had been following May again, determined to win her back now that Ash was gone once more. Despite the divorce that had left Drew with very little from their relationship, he was determined not to let her go. Any residual feelings May had for him had rapidly faded but she hadn’t wanted to get rid of him through the legal route. Facing him across a courtroom once had been bad enough, she didn’t think she could stand it again. For all his faults she had once loved him. When Delia had seen May, the coordinator had been upset and lost. Her brother had tried to drive Drew away but he couldn’t be with her the entire time. Drew only harassed her when she was alone.

Ash still remembered the anger he had felt as his mother explained the story. His scouts had instantly been assigned to watch May with instructions to bring him to them when Drew appeared, regardless of the risk to himself of being seen in the regions. He hadn’t had to wait long. Within a few days, he had been summoned by Alakazam. Drew had managed to corner her as she trained on the Oak ranch in Pallet Town. Ash had watched them argue, his anger growing. The ranch should have been somewhere safe for May. When Drew had gotten too close to May, Ash had moved. One moment Drew had been stepping forwards, the next he had been thrown to the ground, Ash standing over him.

“You do not go near her.” Ash had snarled. “If she arrives somewhere you are, you get up and leave.”

“But…” Drew had stammered. “I… She… We’re…”

“You are not married anymore.”

“I love her.” Drew had protested weakly.

“And she doesn’t love you. If I catch you near her again, you’ll miss getting off this lightly.”

Ash turned away, leaving Drew to scramble to his feet. Drew scoffed at Ash’s back as he walked away.

“You don’t scare me, coward. You are nothing without your Pokémon.”

Ash stopped and turned slowly. Drew gulped as he felt Ash’s fury as a palpable force. 

A moment later Drew found himself hoisted into the air and slammed against a tree. Ash’s hat tilted up slightly from the force, giving Drew a clear look at his face for the first time.

“I asked nicely,” Ash growled, his eyes burning with fury. “This time I’m telling you.”

Drew looked down into Ash’s face and screamed. A damp patch had rapidly spread over his trousers as fear released his bladder.

“May didn’t know that I would come.” Ash hissed. “And I can come from anywhere. If you come near her I will know.”

Ash let go, leaving Drew to drop to the floor. As he cowered below the towering figure of the ex-Pokémon Master, Ash slammed a fist into the tree. It keeled over from the force of the strike, causing Drew to scream again.

“Next time that will be you.”

Ash turned and met May’s gaze. She looked shocked but not unhappy to see her former husband cowering on the floor, the smell of urine starting to emanate from him. 

“He will not trouble you again May.”

“Ash…” May had started but he held his hand up. 

“I suggest you find somewhere else to train today May. Drew looks like he might take some time to move on from here.”

Before May could say anything else, Ash vanished in a flash of light.

“He never came back after that you know,” May said, her voice is a whisper.

Ash chuckled as he put the bowls into the cupboard. “That doesn’t surprise me. I think I scared him off.”

“You did,” May admitted, her voice still quiet. “You did what nobody else could.”

Ash turned to look at her for the first time. “I’ve been doing that for a while.” He said. “It was time I did it for a friend.”

May let the work float between them, considering it. “Is that what we are Ash? Friends?”

“It is what I wanted three years ago,” Ash admitted. “Being alone has its benefits but I miss things like today. So yes, I want to be friends again.”

May slipped forwards, arms wrapping around Ash who embraced her back.

“We want the same,” May said into Ash’s chest before she pulled back and looked up into his face. “You are the reason why we are all friends now. It would be right for you to be back among us.”

Ash smiled down at her. “To friendship then.”

He turned and headed for the door, following the sound of happy conversation. Before he headed through he glanced back at May.

“And you’re welcome.”

A/N

So, some serious changes in Ash. Gone are the days of total isolation for him – in his middle age (if anybody is keeping up, it has been nine years since the Lost Master started, making Ash 31) he wants friends. I confess while I was writing this I found it quite amusing how none of the group seems to be in relationships with the exception of Gary and Misty. I then thought about it more closely – Brock is a failed romantic who is too dedicated to his work for anybody he has yet found to put up with him long term. May was married and that fell apart with Drew going completely off the rails. Dawn, like Brock has completely dedicated herself to her career. She is also younger and so less focused. Max is again similar and still an irritating Braniac. Let’s face it, putting up with him would be difficult. For them to have reached the top of each of their chosen professions so young is a testament to their dedication but that level of focus leaves little room for relationships. As for the reason for their focus… I’m sure you can work it out.

As for ages, it has been a VERY long time since I explained how they’ve all ended up at whatever age they are. Effectively from the start of the show in Kanto, I took each region to be a year (Including the Orange Islands). At the start of Kanto, Brock was fifteen while Gary, Misty and Ash were all ten. May and Dawn were ten when they started in Hoenn and Sinnoh respectively, but Ash would have been older (He had been through regions and thus years by that point.) I needed something to mark the passage of time since the makers of the show seem determined for Ash to be a ten-year-old until the day of the apocalypse. A full list of ages of Ash and his friends is below. I know my ageing isn’t perfect but this is definitely a case of me utilising artistic license to make it approach a real world where people actually get older.

Professor Oak - 71

Delia – 50

Brock - 36

Ash, Misty, Gary – 31

May – 27

Dawn – 26

Max – 24

Sam, Mellanie – 19

Anyway, we are making progress through the early stages of this one. Coming up are a couple of chapters that are long overdue in terms of what they explain. Not the next one but the one after that. Instead of doing a “Missing Years” for between this one and World Divided, we are going down a different approach…

Until next time. Should be Friday.
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3. Chapter 3


Sam rose from his seat in the Indigo Stadium, shaking his head slightly. Mellanie had just destroyed three opponents in quick succession. Challengers had been coming relentlessly as they tried to beat the Pokémon Master but over the last week, Mellanie had dispatched each of them with ease. She regularly rotated her Pokémon, swapping one of them out after two or three victories, meaning that very few challengers were able to knock out a single one, even of her weaker reserve Pokémon. She faced the odd difficult challenger but it was obvious to everybody that they were in a minority. Yet something was bothering Sam and he couldn’t put his finger on it. He had seen Mellanie beat countless opponents over the years but this felt different.

Having seen enough Sam turned and headed back to his office. The last few years had been tough on him, finding his feet as Kanto leader. Lance had helped him where he could, but also had to look after Johto. The result was that Sam was left having to work it out as he went. After one or two major gaffes early in his reign, he had learned quickly. The media had been surprisingly forgiving, something that was assisted by his almost flawless track record over the two and a half years after the second scandal.

He closed the door to his office and sat down behind his desk. In the time he had been watching the battles somebody had added several large folders. With a groan, he opened the first one. His mood fell even further as he saw what it was.

“Financial requests.” Sam groaned out loud as he put the folder back down. “Great.”

“Well, I always found that you had to stay on top of these things.” A voice cheerful answered him, causing Sam to jolt upright. “Although I do admit that I usually just approved things when they reached to me. Cynthia did help in that regard.”

Sam looked up to see Ash stood in front of him, twirling a hat in his hands as he looked down at the folder on the desk.

“How long have you been there?” Sam demanded, the shock making his voice harsher.

Ash laughed. “Not too long. I came in after you if it helps.”

“And you just stood there?”

“Well, you were engrossed in financial statements,” Ash said, still grinning broadly. “Although I wouldn’t approve that one from Sabrina. Saffron probably doesn’t need another bridge. I never understood her love of building those.”

Sam snapped the folder shut with a growl, rising from his chair to glare at his former mentor.

“You’ve been gone for three years…” Sam started, but Ash cut him off.

“Yes, but you did see me at the wedding,” Ash said. “How did you expect me to come back and say hello?”

“Come back…” Sam repeated his anger vanishing. “You’re here to stay?”

Ash nodded. “The police report is due back tomorrow. I should thank Mellanie for that, I’m not sure that I’ve ever seen a government department move so quickly. When my name is cleared there is nothing to keep me away.”

Sam held his hand out as a grin spread across his features. “Then allow me to welcome you back to Kanto.”

Ash chuckled as he shook hands. “Thank you. It would appear that you have truly grown into this position of yours.”

Sam shrugged. “You taught me a lot. Lance added to that before I took his title. The rest I worked out.”

“I’ve only heard good things,” Ash assured him as he took a seat on a chair in front of Sam’s desk. “Although there is one thing I want to discuss with you.”

“Oh?” Sam asked, eyes not leaving Ash’s face as the older man leaned forwards.

“I think we need to talk about Mellanie. What is going on there?”

“Ah,” Sam said, face falling. “This could take a while.”


Gary walked into the hospital ward, expecting to see only his grandfather. For the first time in a long time, however, the old man was awake, sitting up and talking. Gary smiled as he saw who Oak was chatting to. Delia Ketchum was listening attentively as she held a cup of water close for when her friend next needed a drink.

“Gary!” Oak said, his voice sounding stronger than it had in a long time. “It is good to see you. Take a seat.”

Gary grabbed a chair from across the ward and placed it on the other side of the bed to where Delia was sat.

“You look… well.” Gary offered.

Oak laughed, a sound that rapidly turned into a coughing fit. As he recovered he peered at his grandson with intelligent eyes. For all the effects that time and age had had on his body, Oak’s intellect was as sharp as ever.

“Don’t sugar coat it.” Oak wheezed. “I’m dying.”

Delia sniffed and Gary glared at his grandfather. “There is a difference between being realistic and being morbid you know.”

“Don’t be so cheeky,” Oak said before spluttering into another cough.

Gary sat down in the chair he had placed and Oak looked at him before glancing back at Delia. Something clicked in his mind and he leaned forwards.

“He’s back?”

The looks on the faces of both Delia and Gary made Oak start laughing for a moment but he spluttered into another series of hacking coughs.

“How did you know?” asked a stupefied Gary.

“I know you,” Oak said as the coughs subsided. “You and Delia both look different. Ash must be planning to stay.”

“He will be,” Delia spoke for the first time since Gary came in. “He hasn’t said for certain but I don’t think he’ll leave again.”

“Mellanie has ordered the police to reinvestigate him,” Gary said. “They’ll return a report shortly.”

“And he’ll be cleared,” Oak said, his voice slightly questioning.

“Yes,” Delia said. “He is innocent.”

Oak smiled. “I never doubted it for a second.”

“I can get him to come and visit you if you like?” Gary offered. “He came to see us and promised to remain in better contact.”

“He knows where I am,” Oak said through another series of coughs. “He’ll come when he is ready.”


“So where to begin.” Sam mused. After Ash had come to his office, the former Pokémon Master had slipped into Indigo Stadium to watch Mellanie destroy another two of opponents. Sam had told him that he didn’t have the time for a full story during the day but Ash could stay at his home that evening and hear the story then. Ash had agreed and left to go watch Mellanie battle. When he had come back something had seemed slightly off but Sam was struggling to place it. Instead of pushing it, Sam waited, knowing he could ask in private when he got Ash back to his house.

Watching his former mentor follow him into his house had been the moment that Sam realised that Ash was back to stay. It had finally sunken in. And then to see Ash sat in one of the chairs in the living room made it even more certain. Sam’s first and best mentor was here to stay.

“I’d suggest starting with when Mellanie forgot what I taught her,” Ash said, leaning forwards slightly as he faced across the room towards the Kanto Champion.

Despite three years of practice politicking, Sam still couldn’t hide his surprise.

“What you taught her?”

“Yes,” Ash said, slightly sadly. “Much of what we had covered in lessons back before I left, Mellanie seems to have forgotten.”

Sam waited for Ash to elaborate but instead found himself subjected to a scrutinising look before Ash leaned back into his chair.

“I don’t think you have made the same mistakes.” Ash eventually said.

“Sorry, what mistakes?” Sam asked, trying to hide his frustration at only being able to repeat what Ash said to him.

“Mellanie has fallen into an all too common trap,” Ash said. “Specifically, she has forgotten context in her fights. Trainers have come to test themselves against her and she is destroying them, without giving them anything to learn from it. I first saw her ruthlessness against Cynthia which is understandable. Cynthia was the Pokémon Master and they don’t fall easily. But I watched her use Ampharos to defeat a Wartortle. There was minimal point; the Wartortle was relatively weak. Any of her Pokémon could have beaten it easily. But Mellanie absolutely destroyed it. She isn’t taking into account the strength of her opponents, she is only seeing them as something to be obliterated. It is only a matter of time before she seriously injures an opponent.”

Sam opened his mouth to protest, then stopped as he really thought about it. He shut it again, thinking hard.

“I… Err… Well…”

Ash sat and waited as Sam stuttered his way back into coherent speech, his face impassive.

“But that is what you did!” Sam eventually burst out. “When you went through this month, you destroyed every opponent. All through your career, you thrashed everybody you faced. Only one trainer ever knocked out one of your team, and he used legendary Pokémon to do it!”

Ash smiled tightly. “And yet I never humiliated anybody. And only one Pokémon was ever hospitalised after facing me, which was his trainers’ fault.”

Sam’s froze. He knew what Ash was getting at. Mellanie wasn’t giving her opponents any recourse, she was simply thrashing them as if they weren’t worthy of her attention. As if putting on a spectacle was beneath her.

“So, when did this start to change?” Ash asked into the silence.

“I… I’m not really sure,” Sam admitted. “I’m not as close to her as I once was.”

“I thought as much. Why not?”

“I dunno,” Sam said. “We were just growing apart I guess. Once I became Kanto Champion she stayed with me for a bit, but then she left to train. She returned to win Johto and then vanished again. Aside from the Silver Conference, I barely saw her for those eighteen months. I guess we both just changed too much.”

Ash shifted slightly and Sam flinched. It was subtle but Sam had gotten very good at reading people in the last three years. And he still knew Ash very well, his old mentor clearly not having changed much in the last three years.

“You didn’t see her for that long?” Ash asked the calmness in his voice in contrast to his more menacing body language.

“I…” Sam faltered once again. “I never meant for us to fall apart.”

“And yet?”

Sam quailed under one of the most intense gazes he had ever felt scrutinised by. He found himself withdrawing into his chair but there was nowhere to hide.

“What happened?” Ash asked softly. “Why did she leave to train? She could have done that with you.”

“I… We messed up,” Sam said, his voice barely above a whisper but he knew that Ash would hear him.

“What did you do?”

“I asked her out,” Sam admitted, giving in to the intensity of the look coming his way. “And it went terribly. We went on a couple of dates but they weren’t great. And then the media got hold of it.”

“Go on,” Ash said, his voice still infuriatingly calm as he drew the story out.

“We argued badly after that,” Sam said, his voice gaining in confidence. “Mellanie didn’t want to have the media focus on our relationship, but with me as Kanto Champion that was impossible. We kept arguing and she stormed out.”

Sam winced as he mentally relived the worst argument he had ever had with his oldest friend.

“Why do you want the whole world to know that we JUST started dating?” Mellanie shouted.

“I don’t!” Sam protested. “I just wish you weren’t so against people knowing about it.”

“Is it wrong to want my private life to be private?” Mellanie snapped.

“No,” Sam said, anger clouding his judgement as the words came straight out of his mouth before he could stop them. “But maybe you think I’m not good enough for you?”

Mellanie’s voice was dangerously low when she next spoke.

“So you think I’m that stuck-up?”

“Well maybe if you weren’t so embarrassed to be seen with me, this wouldn’t be such an issue!” Sam growled.

“Ouch,” Ash said after Sam had recounted the story. “She would not have taken that well.”

“Those were the last words I said to her for nearly six months,” Sam admitted. “She stormed out and wouldn’t answer any calls or messages. I didn’t see her again until the Johto League the following year.”

Ash nodded slowly, thinking quickly.

“And now? Do you still talk?”

“Not much I guess,” Sam admitted. “We are civil, but that’s it. I haven’t actually spoken to her directly in months.”

“So I guess you don’t know that much about why she has changed then.”

It wasn’t a question but Sam nodded his agreement anyway.

“Does she have any friends?” Ash asked.

Sam shook his head sadly. “I was the last one. She’s never had many friends, it has always just been me. And then you.”

“And we both abandoned her.” Ash murmured.

“You didn’t.” Sam objected. “You were driven away.”

“And yet when she needed me, I wasn’t there,” Ash said, half to himself. He rose from his chair and headed for the door.

“Where are you going?” Sam asked in surprise.

“I came here to see you and find out what I could about Mellanie,” Ash said from the door. “Both tasks have been completed.”

“But I want to know what you’ve been up to!” Sam protested. “Did you ever find out about Sonia? You weren’t at the wedding long enough to ask properly. What did you learn about her?”

Ash sighed. “It is a long story, and I don’t want to tell it twice. I’m going to bring everybody together in Pallet Town and tell it there.”

“Even Mellanie?” Sam asked, a tinge of hope in his voice.

“No,” Ash said. “Mellanie doesn’t know I’m back. And you can’t tell her.”

“Why not?”

Ash sighed again. “I could easily come back and tell Mellanie what she is doing wrong. I could correct her but it would not be beneficial to her. She needs to see where she has gone wrong. She needs to face up to it herself.”

“Will you battle her?” Sam asked.

Ash turned back from the door as he took his first step outside. “Astute as ever Sam. Yes, I will probably have to do so. She needs to be reminded of what made me so strong. It wasn’t just the power of my Pokémon. There was so much more to it than that. I will have to deliver a message in one of the few ways that she will still understand.”

Sam opened his mouth to speak again but he was addressing open air. Ash had gone.


Mellanie glared at the phone on her desk as it rang. She stuffed some papers inside a folder on her desk and reached for it.

“Yes?” She half-snapped down the line, cringing when she heard the receptionist start to speak.

“Chief of Police from Kanto, Johto, Sinnoh and Hoenn here for you Ma’am.”

“Thank you,” Mellanie said, forcing her voice to be much calmer. “Send them up to my office.”

A short time later there was a knock on the door as Mellanie finished tidying her desk to make it more presentable.

“Enter.” She called as she tried to look composed in her chair. The door opened and the four Officer Jenny’s came in.

“Thank you for coming in,” Mellanie said, rising from her chair to shake their hands. She gestured to their seats which they took. “I have a question though.”

“You want to know how to refer to us?” Jenny from Kanto asked with a slight smile on her face.

“Yes. This must have come up before, where you are all together?”

“Normally we take the name of our regions.” Johto Jenny said. “If we’re all together, I’m just called Johto.”

Mellanie nodded slowly as she took her seat. “Very well. Now, I believe you have a report for me?”

Hoenn Jenny rose slowly, holding out a folder. “That is correct.”

Mellanie took the folder and opened it, skimming the first page. She flicked through a few more before turning her attention back to the assembled police chiefs.

“A brief report in your own words please.”

The four Jenny’s shared a quick look before Sinnoh Jenny started to speak.

“Upon your instruction, we set up an inter-regional task force to review the evidence documented towards the former Pokémon Master, Ash Ketchum. All evidence was already on record, enabling us a quick response. This was further aided by the fact that it rapidly became clear that there was no concrete evidence whatsoever to support the allegations made towards Ash Ketchum three years ago. As a result, we are withdrawing the warrant for his arrest and will be making a formal apology for any damage caused to his reputation. The warrant will be formally withdrawn at 1800 hours today.”

Jenny stopped talking but Mellanie continued to look at her for several moments. Jenny started to twitch under the gaze but resolutely refused to talk any more. Eventually, Mellanie turned her attention onto the group as a whole.

“Thank you for your speed in this,” Mellanie said. “However, the lack of evidence requires us to revisit a further issue.”

Hoenn Jenny felt the gaze of the youthful Pokémon Master focus on her, but her aunt from Kanto tried to come to her defence.

“Is that strictly necessary Ma’am?”

Mellanie turned to the Johto Jenny, the oldest of the four in front of her. “What do you think?”

“It was a long time ago.” Johto Jenny answered. “And without a complaint from Mr Ketchum, it would be an unnecessary lawsuit.”

“But you agree that your colleague broke the law?” Mellanie pressed.

Johto Jenny sighed. “Technically yes. To bring a frivolous prosecution against a public figure carries a significant penalty. Depending on the judgement, she could be liable to barring from public service, issued a large fine or even in extreme cases sentenced to prison time.”

“And having had a chance to review the evidence, do you feel that there was any basis for the prosecution to be brought against Ash Ketchum?”

“No,” Jenny said heavily. “It was the epitome of a frivolous prosecution.”

“I’ll resign.” Hoenn Jenny blurted out.

All four people turned to look at her. “Sorry?” Mellanie asked.

“I’ll resign.” Hoenn Jenny repeated. “I have known for some time that the prosecution brought against Mr Ketchum had turned out to be frivolous. Failure to admit this is a dereliction of duty. I will resign from my position with immediate effect.”

Mellanie tapped her fingers on her desk as she thought quickly. “Thank you for admitting that, but your resignation is insufficient.” She turned back to Johto Jenny. “Please pass this case onto the Internal Affairs Department.”

“You have no authority to demand that.” Kanto Jenny objected. “She has apologised, and given up her career, let her go. Let it go.”

Mellanie’s eyes flashed dangerously and her voice was laced with anger. “Her actions caused a good man to be forced from a position of public service. Ash Ketchum put the world above his own welfare and through her illegal actions” Mellanie stressed the phrase. “Jenny has forced him into exile for three years.”

Mellanie turned to Johto Jenny who was watching her with a sorrowful expression on her face.

“Do you agree that this is a case for Internal Affairs?” Mellanie demanded.

“Whilst I disagree that it needs to be followed through, I do agree that it is a case,” Jenny admitted softly. “You may not have jurisdiction over the force, but in this case, we have a legal obligation to pass the case over, if the aggrieved party requests it.”

“Well since Ash cannot request it himself, consider such a request made,” Mellanie said forcefully.

“Very well. I will have the case passed over.” Johto Jenny said before easing herself out of her chair. “Is there anything else Ma’am?”

“No,” Mellanie said. “Thank you for coming.”


Misty turned as she heard her name being called. She gestured for her Pokémon to stop attacking as she turned to see Sam Fernandez striding around the pool towards the end she was stood at.

“Gyarados looks good,” Sam said with a grin. “Typhlosion had best watch out.”

Misty laughed. “Come on, you and I both know that Typhlosion is still the strongest. Although having a fearsome Pokémon defending the end of your Elite Four can’t be a bad thing surely?”

“Indeed,” Sam said drily, a more serious expression on his face. “You’ve only let three trainers past since I took my title. I barely have to fight these days.”

Misty shrugged. “You recruited me. You should have known that I would take it seriously.”

Sam held her gaze for a moment before he started laughing again. “Trust me, I did. I just remember when I first took the title, a paper in Johto ran an article about how the changes to the Elite Four would mean this was the easiest region to tackle. Not sure they’d still agree.”

Misty laughed again. “We are probably the toughest. Anyway, what can I do for you?”

“I’ve been told that there is a meeting we should go to.”

Misty turned her full attention on her boss. “A meeting? An official one? Why do you need me?”

“Not an official one,” Sam said. “We’ve been requested to meet in Pallet Town this evening.”

“Pallet… Ash?” Misty asked, her voice dropping in volume as she realised. “Why this evening?”

“The warrant for his arrest will be withdrawn tonight,” Sam said quietly. “Jenny, the chief of police called me after she had an unpleasant meeting with Mellanie.”

Misty gazed at Sam, eyes wide. “Unpleasant meeting?”

“Let’s just say our new Pokémon Master is being particularly vindictive about the treatment of her mentor.”

Misty nodded slowly in understanding. “So tonight?”

“Tonight,” Sam confirmed. “We’ll drive down.”

“You mean I’ll drive down,” Misty said teasingly. “You still can’t drive.”

“Do you want to come or not?” Sam asked the grin back on his face.

“Of course I’ll drive,” Misty said, her voice taking on a sycophantic tone. “It would be my pleasure to drive one as renowned as yourself, O’ Great Kanto Champion.”

Sam roared with laughter as he turned and headed away, throwing a goodbye over his shoulder. Misty turned back to her Pokémon who had watched the exchange impassively.

“Time to train. We have somebody new to impress.”


There was quiet in the living room of the Pallet Town laboratory. Brock had left food out for all of them sat waiting, but nobody had eaten much. There was too much anticipation, too much eagerness to hear the story that they had been promised. When Sam and Misty had arrived, the last two, Sam had confirmed that Ash would explain what he had been up to in the last three years. Now all they were missing was Ash himself. Ash who was now able to move through the regions at will. Ash who had just had the police apologise to him on live television. Ash who was once again a free man.

“Where is he?” Misty asked impatiently for the fourth time, glaring at Sam who shrugged, holding his arms out.

“I’m afraid I don’t have a permanent link to his head,” Sam said. “I don’t know.”

Gary leapt up as the sound of the doorbell rang through the laboratory. He hurried to the front and flung the door open to see Delia stood there, Ash next to her. Ash without his hat on, not hiding his identity. As Gary stared at them, Ash chuckled slightly.

“You didn’t think I was going to come.”

It wasn’t a question but Gary tried to protest. Ash just brushed past him, leaving the researcher trailing him through the house. As he reached the room where the rest of his old friends were waiting for him, Ash took a deep breath before stopping and turning back to his mother who had followed him.

“Do you still think we should do it back home?”

Delia nodded. “If you want them back in your life for good, you have to let them in properly.”

Ash nodded. “Alakazam should be able to bring everybody over the distance.”

Gary who had stopped alongside them tried to interject.

“Bring us where?”

Ash didn’t answer, merely gesturing for Gary to go through the door ahead of him. Gary thought about protesting, but a look from Ash quieted him. As Gary entered the room and took a seat, Ash followed.

“Hi, guys.” He started.

The room was silent as they all stared at him, causing him to chuckle sheepishly.

“You know, I thought this would get less awkward with time.”

“You came.”

Ash’s eyes snapped to Misty. “You doubted that I would?”

“No!” May protested, but Misty’s challenging gaze told the truth. She had managed to convince herself that Ash would have remained elusive and found an excuse not to show up.

“I don’t lie Misty.” Ash said softly. “And so since I promised Sam that I would fill in the full story to everybody, here I am.”

“But you’re late,” Misty said, her voice slightly softer but the fierceness still in her eyes.

“I was seeing somebody else,” Ash said, his voice tinged with sorrow. “As soon as the warrant was lifted I went to see Professor Oak.”

Silence spread through the room once again as Ash’s words were processed. Eventually, Gary was the next to speak.

“You went to see Gramps?”

“Yes,” Ash said softly. “I needed to see him again. And I am so sorry Gary.”

There was another slightly awkward silence as Misty reached for her husband’s hand, squeezing it softly. Oak’s illness had caused Gary a great deal of stress. Ash cleared his throat after a moment and suddenly all attention was back on him.

“And yes, I am here to fill in the past three years. Since I was last here as a free man, a lot has happened.” Ash hesitated for a moment, before sighing slightly. “In fact, since a lot of you knew me all those years ago, a lot has happened.”

“Sonia?” Sam asked quietly.

Ash nodded. “Yes. And more.”

Ash glanced around the room to see all of his former friends watching him eagerly, awaiting his story with bated breath.

“But I won’t tell it here,” Ash said with a slight smirk. “While we haven’t moved it back yet, I would like to bring you all to my home.”

“Your home?” Gary said in surprise. “But Mystery Island hasn’t been seen for years!”

“We moved it after we went into exile,” Ash said. “But I assure you, it is still standing. And I’m impressed that you remember that is where I live. May I take you there?”

A quick glance around the room told Ash that he had nobody in disagreement and he calmly held out a Pokéball. Espeon appeared in front of him.

“Tell Alakazam to bring us all,” Ash said. Espeon nodded and a moment later, everybody in the room vanished in a small flicker of light.


Mellanie stood at the window of her office, looking out across Indigo Plateau. In her hand, she held a crunched up piece of paper, but the top part was clear, showing a news headline.

‘Former Pokémon Master Vindicated.’

“I did it.” Mellanie whispered to the window. “I beat her. I cleared your name. Now please come home, Ash. I need you.”

There was a knock on the door and Mellanie turned to see Cynthia Shirona entering. Cynthia glanced around the room before looking at her successor.

“You asked me to come in?” Cynthia asked politely.

“Yes,” Mellanie said as she stood behind her chair. “I wanted to ask what you what your stance will be to the world over the next coming days, months and years.”

Cynthia continued to stand behind a chair on her own side of the room.

“You know, those are the exact same words that I once asked you in this very room.”

“And I gave you the courtesy of an honest answer,” Mellanie said, looking the older woman in the eye across the desk. “Will you do the same?”

Cynthia rested her hands on the chair in front of her, irked that Mellanie hadn’t invited her to sit. “You told me that you would oppose me as vigorously as possible.”

“I told you that I would promote the truth.” Mellanie countered, before glancing at her computer to see a news item flash up. “Had you been honest back then, we wouldn’t be here.”

“No.” Cynthia agreed. “Ash would still be Pokémon Master.”

Mellanie’s expression softened slightly. “Please, take a seat, Cynthia.”

Cynthia moved around the chair she had been resting her hands on and sat, never taking her eyes off Mellanie as she took her own seat.

“You admit that you could never have defeated Ash?”

Cynthia fought not to laugh. “Nobody could beat him. He was the greatest Pokémon trainer of all time.”

“Is.” Mellanie corrected. “He has been in exile before. He will come back.”

Cynthia inclined her head, waiting. It had not been a total surprise when Mellanie had summoned her, but she was cautious about what the meeting could be moving towards.

“Ash warned you that there would be a reckoning,” Mellanie said softly. “And this is it. You have to face the facts of what you have done.”

Cynthia didn’t react, her eyes never leaving Mellanie’s. “A reckoning?”

“After you took your title, Ash visited you,” Mellanie said, leaning forwards. “He told you that he couldn’t trust you. That you crossed too many lines.”

“You know of that meeting?” Cynthia asked, eyebrow raised.

“I do.” Mellanie said. “He told me about it.”

“You’ve seen him?”

“He told me years ago.” Mellanie said smoothly. “And now that I am able to bring him home, your reckoning is here.”

“Which is why you wanted to know my stance.” Cynthia finished. “Your political nous has improved significantly.”

“Thank you.” Mellanie said tartly. “Now?”

“I intend to return to Sinnoh shortly.” Cynthia said quietly. ” Whatever path your reign takes, I suspect I won’t wish to be near the centre of it.”

“Very well.” Mellanie said. “I have taken legal advice as to what to do with regards to you. There are grounds for impeachment.”

Cynthia took a deep breath to keep her composure. “Impeachment?”

“Yes.” Mellanie said, her voice triumphant. “As Pokémon Master, it would have been difficult to bring a charge against you, even if it was brought against the Sinnoh Champion, but now that you’ve lost your rank… Well, I’m sure you can work the rest out.”

Cynthia gritted her teeth as she glared at her successor. “You couldn’t leave me with my region?”

“No.” Mellanie snapped, her eyes flashing dangerously. “You betrayed somebody who trusted you. You brought false charges against a Pokémon Master, and admitted it on national television not long after you usurped his position. Return to Sinnoh Cynthia, and warn Lucian. When you are impeached he will take your position.”

Cynthia rose from her chair before slamming her fist down on the desk between them. Mellanie jerked backwards in surprise as Cynthia let her anger dominate her.

“No.” Cynthia barked. “I was once fired by one Pokémon Master, it won’t happen again. I will fight this.”

“I’m sure you will,” Mellanie said as she recovered from her surprise at the outburst. “But you and I both know that you haven’t got much of a case.”

Cynthia turned and stormed for the door. As she reached it, she turned and glared at Mellanie.

“You claim that I usurped him. You are no better. You will never be even close to the quality of man that Ash Ketchum was.”

And with that, Cynthia slammed the door behind her before Mellanie could give voice to her own anger.


Gary looked around as they reappeared outside a large house. They were stood on a grassy lawn, surrounded by what looked like a large forest. Waiting for them, in front of the back of the house was a line of Pokémon, Ash at their centre with Delia next to him. As the group focused on Ash he smiled and gestured to his Pokémon.

“Welcome to our home, Mystery Island. I’m sure you recognize some of these, but a quick introduction.” Ash said. “My main battlers, Aggron, Snorlax, Sceptile, Onix, Altaria, Machamp and Sharpedo.” As he said each Pokémon’s name, they stepped forwards slightly. “My scouts, Alakazam, Ninetales and Beautifly. You’ve then got Rapidash who battles less but is the quickest Pokémon I’ve ever seen. Next up is Meganium, the main carer for my Pokémon. she can help Pokémon recover from injury. Then there is Espeon, the team’s leader and most powerful member. She is also the main guardian of the island. And finally, I’m sure you all remember Pikachu.”

The small electric Pokémon waved enthusiastically before bounding forwards to leap into Misty’s arms. The red-head caught him instinctively before tentatively scratching him behind the ears to draw a happy “chaa” from him.

“Where is Charizard?” Sam asked as he scanned the Pokémon.

“That is a long story.” Ash said slightly sadly.

He raised his voice as he spoke to the group as a whole once again.

“Please, come inside. If you want to leave your Pokémon out here, mine will be doing some light training. Yours are welcome to observe or take part.”

Within a few minutes, everybody had found chairs inside the living room that overlooked the lawn. Outside, Espeon was marshalling the Pokémon into a basic training routine that was taking up a far larger space than normal, owing to the greatly increased numbers. Ash strode back in from the kitchen, food following him and placing itself on the table before he repositioned a chair to face the whole group.

“So,” Ash said. “The last three years of my life. Let us start with Charizard.”
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4. Chapter 4


“So before I go into the full story, I want to explain how I found everything out,” Ash said to the silent, expectant room. “Years ago, before I became Pokémon Master, there was a moment when I realised that I was going to have to spend a significant amount of my time away from civilization. In fact, I hadn’t originally intended to return but that all changed with Tobias capturing legendary Pokémon.”

“Wait, what?” Gary asked in surprise. “You came back because of Tobias?”

Ash raised an eyebrow causing Gary to stutter an apology. Once silence was restored, Ash spoke again.

“Off topic, but yes. It became apparent to me that there were significant issues with the legendary Pokémon and I had to return to solve them. Otherwise, the damage that could have been caused was significant. As it was, we were only just able to avoid disaster, but that is another story.”

Max who had been about to speak looked slightly crestfallen and Ash chuckled.

“Let me get this story out Max. I’m sure I will find time to tell you other ones at another time.”

Max nodded enthusiastically and Ash stifled full-blown laughter at the younger trainer. It was understandable, Max was keen to learn about what his idol had been up to.

“Anyway, once we realised how long we would be spending in the Wilds” Ash paused for a moment as he saw the slightly confused expressions on some faces in front of him. “The Wilds are what I have come to call any territory outside of the four regions. The Pokémon there are stronger than inside the regions and typically more numerous. It is a hostile place. Once we realised we were there to stay, we began to carve out a home for us. This was before we had discovered Mystery Island and so we were forced to live inside Pokémon’s territories. Travelling through is one thing, but settling with a group of powerful Pokémon is something completely different.”

“Pokémon territories?” Dawn asked.

“Yes. Pokémon typically follow a hierarchy of power. A group of Pokémon will live among their own kind in a pack. A pack will typically have a leader, but there are Pokémon that supersede this. If a Pokémon can come to dominance over a region of the world, the groups who live inside that region will either become loyal or be forced out. In the Wilds, there is no third option. When we settled in a territory, one of these powerful Pokémon approached us. I’ve since taken to calling them Region Pokémon because they control regions of the world.”

“We came to an agreement where we would settle for a time if we agreed to help our Region Pokémon out in a territorial feud. Whilst my Pokémon weren’t as strong or numerous as they are now, we were able to make a difference but shortly afterwards we moved on to a friendlier part of the world. There was one Region Pokémon who wouldn’t demand loyalty from me. An old friend. He is also known as the Guardian of Viridian Forest.”

“Pidgeot?!” Brock burst out in surprise. “He’s one of these Pokémon?”

“He is.” Ash confirmed. “Not the strongest, but he had a small territory where we were able to settle and train for well over a year. By the time we left, as a group, we were stronger than any of these Region Pokémon. You have actually met another one, and fought against him, three years ago when Pallet Town was attacked by Onix.”

There was nodding all around the room as they remembered how strong Onix had been. It had shaken off dozens of attacks, barely even noticing before he had been trapped and eventually driven back. Despite the overwhelming numerical advantage, they had not been able to defeat him.

“Sorry, what is the point of this story?” May asked, speaking up for the first time. “I’m not sure where you are going with this.”

Ash smiled slightly. “It all comes together. Suffice it to say, to maintain dominance over territory, these Pokémon know everything that goes on inside. And over the following years, we defeated each of them in combat. They swore loyalty to me, giving me control over almost the entirety of the Wilds. Instead of taking their territory from them, the Pokémon agreed to watch their part of the world for me. It gave me an unparalleled network of influence through wild Pokémon. But there was one Pokémon that had gone a step further.”

“Cleffa,” Sam said without thinking. Eyes snapped to him and he flushed slightly.

“Yes,” Ash said. “Cleffa. Outside of my team, she was the most powerful non-legendary Pokémon in the world.”

There was a snort of laughter from Max. “Sorry, a Cleffa?”

“Yes,” Ash said quietly, silencing Max with the seriousness of his voice. “She was one of my most dangerous opponents. We chased her for years, but I could never get close to her. Before I came along she held the loyalty of a huge number of Region Pokémon but I started to take her place. As I cut her support away, she became ever more isolated and lashed out.”

“And you beat her?” May asked.

Ash considered the question for a moment. “Honestly, I’m not sure if I’d classify it as winning. When we faced each other directly she couldn’t compete with my Pokémon’s power, but she threw the world into chaos, forced me into exile and killing a large number of both humans and Pokémon. So, if I won, it was not a good victory.”

Silence reigned in the room once again. Ash waited a few moments before turning to Sam.

“And she forced Charizard away from me. Whilst I was being investigated by the police, she was pulling more and more Region Pokémon back to her influence, taking them away from me. Do you remember the battles between Pokémon three years ago, around the time you became Kanto Leader?”

“Yes,” Sam said thoughtfully. “They were the first major crisis I faced. I had been in the job just a few days when I had to declare martial law.”

“Those fights were over the loyalties,” Ash said. “Some Pokémon remained loyal to me, others to Cleffa. For the first time, outright war broke out between the two sides and the human regions were caught in the middle. But it could have been far worse. In the day before you beat Lance, my Pokémon hit the vast majority of Region Pokémon that were loyal to Cleffa. We were intending to wipe her support out and for the most part, we succeeded. Even those who wanted to fight for Cleffa were recovering from the attack. As a first strike, it was very effective but when I was arrested several Pokémon switched back to Cleffa. With her support, they tried to attack those loyal to me and the war began properly.”

“Those fights didn’t last long though,” Gary said, brow furrowed as he thought hard trying to remember. “They were only a week at most.”

“The ones inside the regions, yes,” Ash said quietly. “Region Pokémon have less influence there, humans make it harder for them to have total control. The battles outside the regions were much worse. Cleffa’s final act was to remove anybody who could help clear my name from the charges that were against me. She then martyred herself. She had promoted a cause of independence for Pokémon from humans. Turns out she had planted the idea that I was going to kill her for it, and then she killed herself. The result was open war in the Wilds where more Pokémon believed her message. I spent the six months after my exile fighting against these rebellions to put them down and restore peace. Charizard was a big part of that. However, as casualties started to mount up on both sides, some Pokémon were unable to recover. As the fighting died down, Charizard found himself in Charicific Valley. Their leader was killed and Charizard had to step in. He now leads the area as the Region Pokémon.”

Ash took a deep breath before he could continue. Despite the time that had passed, the loss of his iconic powerhouse still hit him hard. They had been through so much and Charizard had stood by Ash through everything that went wrong in his life. They had had their moments, but they always came through it. Charizard had not wanted to abandon Ash, but his trainer had convinced him. Charizard’s own kind needed him more than his trainer. Ash had never released his Pokémon though, and Charizard would return if Ash needed him to.

“I still stay in communication with Charizard when I can,” Ash said to cover the silence that had started. “But he was the final casualty of the war. And that was the first six months of my second time away.”

There was a moments silence as Ash reached forwards and helped himself to some of the food that had been ignored up to this point. The rest of the room was staring at him, willing him to go on with his story. Eventually, Ash leaned back in his chair.

“It was only then that I was able to make significant progress on finding things out about Sonia Rukan. You might recall, she was the one who…”

“Told the world your real name,” May said excitedly. “She helped bring you back to us. What happened to her?”

“She died,” Ash said heavily. “Murdered by Cleffa so that she couldn’t be used to clear my name. As the police confirmed this evening, the allegations were outright fabrications. Inside the four regions, Sonia was the one who pushed them, but Cleffa was behind it. Cleffa was able to manipulate Sonia into doing what she wanted. And Sonia originally had her own motives, but they were subsumed by Cleffa. She had spent years spying on me, trying to find a way to get close. Years ago, she had been a Pokémon Ranger but the final years of her life were spent trying to bring me down.”

“And why was she?” Misty asked, speaking for the first time in Ash’s story. “Did you piss her off as well?”

Ash looked directly at Misty who met his gaze defiantly. “I was blamed for the death of somebody she was very close to,” Ash admitted. “It took me time to confirm beyond all doubt, but Sonia was very close to the man known as Agent, the brains behind the Team Rocket attack on the Silver Conference. When he was executed for his crimes, Sonia was driven wild with grief. Cleffa took advantage of that and used it manipulate Sonia into coming after me.”

Ash took a deep breath. It wasn’t a lie, but he knew he was treading close to a line. But the full story of Sonia Rukan was not something he wanted to share.

“But there were years between Team Rocket’s attack and the strike at you.” Gary objected. “What did they do in that time?”

“Remember, at this point, every Region Pokémon was loyal to me,” Ash said. “Cleffa spent years slowly winning them back, having them fake loyalty while she turned them. And Sonia spent time finding out as much about me as she could.”

Ash turned and focused his attention on Brock who shrank under the intense gaze. “As you may know Brock. You met her.”

Brock flushed as the entire room turned to focus on him. “I… I did?” he stammered.

“Yes,” Ash said. “Although it took me some time to find that out.”

“How did you find out?” Sam asked curiously. “Last time we spoke about Sonia you said that very few Pokémon would be willing to talk about it.”

“I found several of the Psychic Pokémon that had hidden and transported Sonia,” Ash said flatly. “As a group, they were strong but not strong enough.”

A memory flashed through Ash’s mind of one of the most draining battles of the last three years. He had taken his team up against thirty powerful Psychic Pokémon who had thrown every trick they could at him. Mental assaults, false attacks, illusions and teleporting his and their Pokémon around had been just the tip of the iceberg. It had taken the full concentration of Espeon and Alakazam to trap just a few of them so that they could be beaten in small groups. But when they had been victorious, they had given him a lot of the answers he was looking for. They knew Sonia’s movements better than any other living Pokémon.

“She knew your weakness,” Ash said to Brock. “For pretty woman.”

Gary burst out laughing as Brock flushed bright red, but was cut off from speaking by a single glance from Ash.

“She knew that somebody who was as focused as you would want to get as much information about my Pokémon as possible.” Ash continued. “You were known to be a fantastic doctor who was always trying to increase your knowledge. She used that against you. It was at Cleffa’s urging, the hope being that you would discover things about me that nobody else had. To perhaps identify another possible angle of attack.”

“But I didn’t,” Brock said uncertainly. “I never got close. Right?”

“Right,” Ash confirmed. “But that woman that spoke to you about my Pokémon training was Sonia.”

“The relevance?” Brock asked, still rather pink.

“I wanted to stress how long Cleffa had been coming after me,” Ash said calmly. “And the lengths they were willing to go. You weren’t the only person that she approached like this Brock, but you were the only person who was once close to me.”

“So it was coincidence?” Brock asked.

“Effectively, yes. She was looking for people who would be easily influenced into pursuing it. You famously have a weakness for girls and are recognized as a fantastic Pokémon Doctor who is always looking to improve. You were a prime target.”

Brock flushed again, but Ash’s focus had moved away from him.

“In addition to using other humans, Sonia had spent time watching me train, trying to find weaknesses. Her large group of Psychic Pokémon were able to prevent us from ever finding her. And with Cleffa, Sonia spent years putting a strategy together. They spent so long on it, it was enough to force me out.

“But not beat you,” Sam said confidently.

Ash sighed. “As I said, if I won this fight, I don’t ever want to win like that again.”

“What did they do?” Gary asked more quietly. “I get the impression we don’t know the full story.”

“You don’t,” Ash said heavily. “But to summarise their plan, Cleffa wanted to remove my support amongst Pokémon. She could then use her influence to spark hostilities between Pokémon and humans, hostilities that Sonia could blame on me. Finally, the claims that Sonia then made would be enough to have me removed as Pokémon Master. If I was arrested and kept in jail, Cleffa would be able to regain full control of the Wilds. She got everything she wanted. My power over Pokémon would be at an end and hers restored. Ultimately, I suspect she would have tried to have me killed in the Wilds.”

“And Sonia?” Sam asked.

“She died,” Ash said quietly. “She may have been a major part of it, but Sonia is as much a victim of this war as anybody else.”

“But I don’t…” Max started before breaking off. “Never mind.”

“No, go ahead Max,” Ash said. “What?”

“If Sonia wasn’t getting anything out of the arrangement, why did she go through with it all?”

“It isn’t easy to stop something like that once it is going,” Ash said slightly sadly. “We were able to find some of the Pokémon that were close to her as opposed to being Cleffa’s minions. Sonia was completely isolated. Her ties to Team Rocket meant that she couldn’t come after me using humans. Even as a Pokémon Ranger she was famous for her isolation, offering to take on the longer assignments. That is all on record. But she left in acrimonious circumstances and got caught up in Team Rocket. After the organisation collapsed, she was able to escape capture, but it left her with nobody to turn to and nowhere to go. It was when she was at her absolute lowest, Cleffa found her and took advantage of that. Unless you’ve been there, you can’t understand what you might do.”

“But how can you not blame her?” Max asked. “She was the one who caused you to be arrested. Without that…”

“Yes, Max,” Ash said, interrupting. “Without me being arrested at a crucial juncture, my Pokémon and I would have been able to stop Cleffa. Cleffa would have lost her control over the police, the control that enabled the fabricated evidence to stick. We could have dealt with her.”

“Precisely,” Max said slightly confusedly. “It is Sonia’s fault.”

“No,” Ash said calmly. “It was not.”

“I don’t get it!” Max burst out, frustration boiling over. Ash smiled sadly at the younger man.

“Cleffa took advantage of Sonia,” Ash said. “For years Sonia wanted revenge but that fell through the closer she got to me. She blamed me for Agent’s death, but the closer she got to me, the harder it was for that blame to stick. Had she been alone, it would have fallen through, but Sonia was not alone. She was paired to one of the cruellest, most callous Pokémon that I have ever had the misfortune to meet.”

Ash’s voice grew darker and Max shrunk into his chair faced by it.

“It is very rare that you face somebody so utterly committed. Cleffa killed herself for her cause. There were no lines that she wouldn’t cross. If anybody got in the way of her attack on me, she would brush them aside, no questions asked. When I escaped prison, Cleffa tried to use Sonia to have me remain isolated, but that didn’t work. When Sonia tried to end the fight, Cleffa struck. Cleffa murdered Sonia because she could. And Cleffa’s followers massacred any Pokémon loyal to Sonia. You think some of the people or Pokémon you have met in your career are bad, Cleffa was far worse. She was as close to evil as I have ever come across, willing to sacrifice hundreds of lives on the altar of her ambition to become dominant.”

There was a long silence after Ash spoke as the room processed everything he said. Ash’s mind was drawn to the long discussion he had had with one of Sonia’s closest confidants. A Ditto that had only avoided Cleffa’s purge by being able to change its form. It had been difficult to track Ditto, with Ash frequently being sent down a false trail as Ditto found other Pokémon to Transform into. It had been Ditto that had pointed Ash towards the Psychic Pokémon that had transported Sonia. They had all been loyal to Cleffa and assigned to watch over Sonia.

It had been sobering for Ash to realise how organised Cleffa was. Years of dominance had led to significant loyalties to Cleffa that Ash had had to find a way to break. Doing so had not been easy for him. Despite the struggle to beat his opponent, he had still been surprised to what extent she dominated the Wilds. Her cunning had created a plan that went far beyond anything that Ash had ever expected.

After a long minute, Gary spoke, breaking into Ash’s thoughts.

“What control over the police?”

Ash’s head around. “Sorry?”

“You said that Cleffa would have lost her control over the police. What control?”

“Ah,” Ash said with a slight smile. “Of course, they would never admit to this. Do you not find a bit strange that the evidence that would lead to the arrest of the Pokémon Master would fall apart inside a week when looked at closely?”

“I… well yes,” Gary admitted.

“Cleffa used Psychic Pokémon to influence the police,” Ash said. “Their minds were more susceptible to believing fallacies. Cleffa used it on Sonia as well to influence her actions.”

“Is everything okay?” 

Ash looked at the door that led to the outside to see Espeon sitting in the gathering gloom, staring straight at him. He smiled slightly.

“I’m fine.” He sent back across their mental link. Even through the growing darkness, Ash could see the disbelieving expression on Espeon’s face. He wasn’t surprised. She would be listening in to the conversation in the room and him bringing up Cleffa’s grip on Sonia would always anger him. Ash’s anger when he found out what Cleffa had done had terrified the Pokémon he had been interrogating. If Espeon and Alakazam hadn’t stepped in, there was a chance that Ash would have levelled the surrounding area.

“Ash?”

Ash looked up to see everybody staring at him. He focused on Dawn who had spoken.

“Yes?”

“Is everything okay?”

Ash thought quickly. He had never intended to tell anybody the full story of what had happened to Sonia. A Pokémon with that kind of power was not something that he wanted to be advertised.

“Yes, I’m fine.” He said quickly. “As I was saying, Cleffa used that Psychic influence on the police to ensure that I was arrested when needed.”

A quick glance at his mother told him that she understood why he wasn’t telling the full story. Ash knew that he would have to portray Sonia in a better light than others might expect so she wasn’t blamed by those that didn’t know the full tale, but full disclosure would reveal a horrific truth. “So what else happened?” May asked.

“I’m afraid that is pretty much it,” Ash said. “Three years of work to try to unpick the plan that was set in motion against us.”

“You haven’t told us something.”

All eyes snapped to Misty who was staring Ash down, her expression angry.

“You promised us the truth,” Misty said, her voice shaking. “You said that you didn’t lie. So what have you left out?”

“I’m sure he’s told us what we need to know,” Gary said uncertainly as he felt the tension in the room grow. “Right, Ash?”

Ash cocked his head slightly, meeting Misty’s aggressive gaze.

“Gary is correct,” Ash said slowly. “I have told you everything you needed to know and more.”

“But not everything.” Misty persisted.

Ash sighed. “Yes Misty, you are right. There are some things that I have not told you.”

“Why not?”

“Because there are some secrets that should not get out,” Ash said flatly. “And yes, I want to trust you all. You are the first humans other than myself and my mother to be on this island in three years. But…”

“But nothing,” Misty interjected forcefully. “You abandoned us for years. Then came back before vanishing again. Tell us everything Ash.”

Ash hesitated a moment. “Is that how you all feel?”

A murmur of assent rippled around the room. Ash considered it before rising to his feet.

“Very well. Follow me.”


Espeon padded alongside Ash as he led the whole group towards the far end of the island.

“Are you sure about this?” Espeon asked.

“No,” Ash answered honestly. “But I don’t want to fall into the trap that Sonia did. I don’t want to be alone forever. I want them to trust me again.”

“They’ll trust you.” Espeon objected. “You don’t have to do this. I know how hard it will be for you.”

“I just have to trust that they’ll keep it secret,” Ash said with finality. “Or we’ll end up in isolation again. Would that be better?”

“Of course not.” Espeon said. “I’ve been telling you to get closer to them for years. But this is a big step.”

Ash was about to answer but was stopped by the light hitting his face. He had stepped out of the tree line, the edge of the island in sight, a dark outline in most places as the evening gloom drew in. Jutting up from the edge was a small construction made out of carved stone. It reached up to Ash’s shoulder and there was an inscription on the front. As each of those following him saw the construction, they fell silent, the light above it illuminating it clearly on the island edge.

Ash led the way up towards it, gazing at the inscription. It had been difficult to choose the words to write and harder to find the strength to do it, but he had been proud to do both. He stopped a few metres away and waited for the group to catch up. As they read the inscription, Ash bowed his head in reverence at the memorial.

“‘In memory of Sonia Rukan.’” Max read as the writing became clear. “‘Pokémon Ranger. In a dark world, she was a bright light that never gave up on those that she cared about. May she rest in peace.’” Max turned to Ash, confusion on his face. “What is this doing here?”

Ash slowly turned to look directly at Misty, sorrow across his features.

“This is what I left out.”

“I… I don’t understand.” Misty said uncertainly. “I thought she was your enemy?”

“She was not.” Ash said. “Sonia was as much a victim as I was, perhaps more.”

“But…” Misty said, but for once the tempestuous red-head couldn’t find the words to string together.

“Originally Cleffa’s power wasn’t just from her own strength, it was from her influence.” Ash said, now addressing the group. “It was also the way that she could bring very powerful Pokémon in as allies. When I took control of the Wilds from her, she kept her few remaining allies close. One of them was a Hypno.”

Ash shuddered slightly as he recalled the fight against the Hypno, the absolute brutality. His own mind had been under siege throughout the fight, trying to break him. Ash’s Pokémon had sensed their trainers discomfort and gone all out, the result being destruction on an incredible scale. Hypno had forced them into a running battle, and the devastation was a path of more than four miles long. But the worst of it had been after the defeated Hypno had told them the full story. It was the angriest that Ash had ever been. Espeon and Alakazam had barely been able to contain him.

“Sonia was very close to Agent because they had been childhood friends.” Ash continued. “As he went down a dark path, she tried to reason with him, to bring him back. When I attacked the Rocket Headquarters eight years ago, Sonia was nearby.” Ash said. “She had been trying to reason with Agent but he pushed her away. Before they could reconcile with each other, Agent was arrested and executed. Sonia was now stuck deep in the Wilds in hostile territory.”

“But why did she…” Max started, but Ash held his hand up.

“Please, don’t interrupt me here.” Ash said softly. “At this point, Sonia had given up so much to try and save her oldest friend, only to find him snatched away. She would never be able to save him. She felt like she had failed; something I can understand. It was at this point that Cleffa found her.”

It had been two years after Ash had left that he learned the full story. After being able to track Sonia’s movements he had made significantly more progress following her actions, but something hadn’t made sense to him. Sonia had seemed a reasonable person and as Ash learned more details about her plan with Cleffa, the less it made sense. However close she was to Agent, to maintain such hatred against him for so long was paradoxical to her character. He had ended up following every one of Sonia’s moves and seeing where she consistently visited. One, apparently deserted desert region had been top of the list.

“We found Hypno.” Ash said simply. “And defeated him. Hypno had been the Pokémon that Cleffa brought in to bring Sonia to her side. She needed a human for her plan and she had been waiting for a suitable one. Sonia was it, but she wasn’t the kind of person to join in with a plan like Cleffa’s. So Cleffa had Hypno change her.”

“Sorry, what?” Gary asked in disbelief. “What do you mean, change her?”

“Exactly that.” Ash said. “By the time Hypno was done, Sonia’s mind had been ripped to pieces and rebuilt the way Cleffa wanted it. Sonia was effectively turned into a mindless minion of Cleffa. She was turned into the very kind of person she had spent the majority of her life trying to turn somebody away from.”

“Can Pokémon even do that?” Brock asked, his voice filled with something between horror and awe.

“Very few can.” Ash said. “Many powerful Psychic- Pokémon have strong powers, but Hypno is the only one I had heard of that has mastered it to such an extent.”

“Do you know what would happen if this became common knowledge?” Gary asked fearfully.

“Yes.” Ash said. “Which is why I do not plan on letting that happen.”

Ash turned to look at Misty who had gone very white.

“I did not include this originally for that very reason. This cannot be allowed to become public information. I am trusting you all to ensure that does not happen.”

“What happened to Hypno?” May asked, her voice coming out as a mouse-like squeak.

Ash turned his eyes onto May who quailed under the intensity of his gaze.

“He was dealt with by other Pokémon.” Ash said quietly. “He will not be able to hurt anybody, human or Pokémon again. He is well-guarded.”

Ash turned back to the memorial.

“I built this because of Sonia.” Ash said mournfully. “I didn’t know whether I would ever be able to come home and even if I did, I cannot let the story become widespread. I had to do something.”

Delia swept forwards from the back of the group and up to her son. She gently laid a hand on Ash’s shoulder and he glanced at her. After a long moment, the hand was removed and Ash turned back to his friends.

“Are you happy that I’ve now told you everything?”

There was a nervous murmur of assent around the group and Ash glanced at his mother.

“Please take them back to the house. I will join you shortly.”

“But…” Dawn started, but she was silenced by a look from Delia. She led the whole group back into the treeline, leaving Ash stood in front of the memorial.

As the sound of the footsteps faded, Espeon appeared at his side silently.

“They are gone.”

Ash nodded before carefully kneeling in front of the memorial.

“I’m sorry I couldn’t save you.” Ash said quietly. “And I am sorry that you got caught up in my fight. I am to blame for what happened to you.”

Ash bowed his head as he felt Espeon brush up against his side.

“It wasn’t your fault.”

“Yes, it was.” Ash said firmly. “If we had never started that fight with Cleffa, Sonia wouldn’t have been killed.”

“To believe that Cleffa would go as far as she did is unreasonable.” Espeon argued. “I have told you this.”

Ash rose to his feet, holding a hand up smoothly. “I know Espeon.” Ash said heavily as he turned to walk home, his Pokémon padding along at his side. “But it doesn’t change that what we did caused chaos and hurt.”

“You never meant it to. You are the most selfless human I have ever known.”

Ash stopped walking and turned to look at Espeon. “You have to take responsibility for your actions. And the fact remains that we were responsible for Sonia’s death. Just as we were responsible for all the deaths that the fighting caused. Every casualty can be traced back to us.”

Ash turned and started walking, Espeon trailing behind him, lost for things to say to assuage Ash’s guilt. As the house came back into view, Ash sighed again.

“And when we are done here, we will have to deal with more fallout.”

“Mellanie?”

“Yes.” Ash said heavily. “She needed us in the years we’ve been gone. Starting tomorrow, we find her and start to fix it.”
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5. Chapter 5


“You’ll be back with us soon?”

“Yes, Max,” Ash said with a smile on his face. “I’ll be around the regions more. I’ll see you when I can. But for the time being, I have work to do.”

Max nodded and turned to join May, Dawn, Brock and Gary stood outside the house, their faces barely illuminated by the light above the back door. The final member of the group was stood behind Ash, waiting.

“Thank you for hearing me out,” Ash said, ignoring Misty for a moment. “It is now quite late so Alakazam will teleport you all back to Pallet Town. If you want to go anywhere else after that, tell him and he will get you there.”

“Wait a moment,” Gary said, as Alakazam stepped forwards. “Anywhere?”

Ash smiled. “When partnered with Espeon, Alakazam has incredible control and range in his teleports. Yes, he can get you anywhere.”

Ash turned to Misty who was tapping her foot impatiently. “I’ll be with you in a moment.” He swung back around to his Pokémon as Espeon and Alakazam waited.

“Take them. Come back for Misty.”

There was a small flash and the whole group vanished. Ash slowly faced Misty.

“I’m sure you’re wondering why I asked you to stay behind?”

Misty nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She had been significantly more subdued since she had forced Ash into revealing the monument he had built to Sonia Rukan.

“I needed to talk to you about something.” Ash continued, but Misty couldn’t take it anymore.

“I’m sorry!” she burst out.

Ash looked at her with an expression of slight confusion. “You’re sorry?”

“I shouldn’t have forced you into showing us that memorial,” Misty said, her words tripping over themselves as she rushed them out. “I shouldn’t have accused you of lying. It’s just…”

“Mist,” Ash said softly, causing her to break off her tirade and stare at him. “I don’t blame you. You wanted to know you could trust me. And after the times I’ve let you down over the years, I don’t blame you.”

“But…” Misty started, but Ash cut her off again.

“No. It is done. I understand why you did it.”

Misty stepped forwards and threw her arms around Ash, hugging him tightly. Ash returned the gesture slightly surprised.

“Wow, Gary really has stamped the fire out of you Mist.” Ash joked as he pulled away. He chuckled as he instinctively blocked the punch that Misty immediately threw at him, meeting her glare with an easy grin.

“Watch it, Ketchum,” Misty said. “You’ve still got a long way to go until you can start making cracks like that.”

“Then I’ll make that a priority,” Ash said, before gesturing back to the house. He led Misty inside and towards the living room once again. As she took a seat, Ash sat opposite her.

“I’ll get to this quickly,” Ash said. “Mellanie.”

“What about her?” Misty asked slightly confused.

“She’s now Pokémon Master,” Ash said. “Which is a phenomenal achievement at her age. However, something is wrong with her. She is not the same person that I taught three years ago.”

“We all change,” Misty said. “And you should probably be asking Sam this.”

“I already have,” Ash said calmly. “But I need as much information as I can get. And it isn’t that she has grown up. She has become far colder, destroying opponents without giving them any respect.”

“Not unlike you when you took the title.” Misty pointed out.

Ash smiled slightly.

“I understand where you are coming from, but I only beat people. I never humiliated them.”

“You don’t get what it is like to fight against you, do you?” Misty asked. “How it feels to be completely destroyed by a man who barely even talks during fights? It is pretty humiliating.”

Ash cocked his head to the side, gazing at the red-head.

“You haven’t seen her battle since she took the title have you?”

“What? No, I’ve been busy.” Misty said. “I’m on the…”

“Kanto Elite Four. Yes, I know. And congratulations on that.” Ash said before turning to a television across the room. “But if you had been watching, you would understand what I am talking about. Let me show you.”

The screen flickered into life, showing Mellanie stood in a trainer’s box, Totodile battling away on the field in front of her against an Azumarill.

“Totodile, Hydro Pump.” Mellanie barked, the sound crackling out of the speakers on the television.

Totodiles attack smashed Azumarill off her feet, sending her skidding along the ground. As Azumarill struggled up to her feet, Ash held up a controller and paused the TV.

“Do you remember when you faced me?” Ash asked Misty.

“Eight years ago,” Misty said flatly. “You humiliated me.”

Ash cocked his head slightly. “I gave you plenty of opportunities to withdraw Golduck. The result of the match was never in doubt. Losing to me badly was not how you humiliated yourself.”

“I didn’t…” Misty started to protest, but Ash raised an eyebrow at her, cutting her off before she could get into her stride.

“Okay, fine.” Misty snapped. “But what did you expect? You thrashed my team like Tobias thrashed yours years before.”

“Low blow,” Ash said curtly. “You chose to go up against the most powerful trainer in the world, I had entered a regional league. But…” Ash held up a hand before Misty could start arguing. “The important part is how I beat you. Nobody expected you to take out one of my Pokémon, but I did everything I could to ensure your Pokémon didn’t endure lasting suffering or significant pain. Mellanie is different. Watch.”

Ash raised the controller once more and the screen turned to life. Azumarill was clearly on her last legs, only hanging on through pure endurance. A small blow would be enough to end it.

“Hydro Pump again,” Mellanie ordered.

As the attack raced in, Azumarill threw herself to one side desperately, fear giving her a speed that she didn’t usually have. The attack rushed past and Ash heard an intake of breath from Misty as she realised what point he was making.

“Again Totodile.” Mellanie barked.

Again and again, attacks raced in towards Azumarill who could only just stay ahead of them through sheer desperation. Eventually, even the adrenaline couldn’t move her fast enough, and Totodile’s powerful attack crashed into her. Azumarill was smashed into a wall, before sliding down to the ground, clearly knocked out. The television froze and Misty turned back to Ash who was putting the controller down on a table.

“Do you see the problem?” Ash asked.

Misty nodded. “She should have stopped a long time ago.”

“Precisely,” Ash said. “She is thrashing opponents just to humiliate them. It took Azumarill three days to recover from that. She has forgotten her responsibilities as an elite level trainer.”

“But she is Pokémon Master,” Misty said, slightly confused. “Surely she is meant to be this strong?”

“Strong, yes,” Ash said. “But there is more to being Pokémon Master than strength. And more to battling than destroying your opponent. Strong trainers look to win without injuring the other side wherever possible. Few Pokémon spent time in intensive care after facing me, but several have after fighting Mellanie.”

“So what are you going to do?” Misty asked.

Ash chuckled slightly. “I was hoping you’d be able to give me more insight into her, but clearly that isn’t the case. I’m going to do the last thing she’d expect.”

“Which is?”

“Challenge her. It will be my return to civilisation.”


It was early afternoon by the time Ash completed his daily workout, made tougher by the poor sleep he had had after telling his friends his story. As Ash pulled his clothes back on after a post-exercise shower, he heard a knock at the door.

“Yes Mum?” he said, without looking up.

“You did well last night,” Delia said as she held onto the door frame for support. “That can’t have been easy.”

“I didn’t want to tell them about Sonia,” Ash said quietly.

“I know. But it was the right thing to do.” Delia sighed. “And to think that she might have been suitable as a girlfriend for you.”

“Mum!” Ash exclaimed. “How long until you let that go?”

“Never,” Delia said with a smile. “I live in hope Ash.”

Ash shook his head in disbelief. “That ship has sailed.”

“Don’t be so hasty.” Delia admonished. “Five years ago, the idea of having all of your old friends here would have been impossible for you. Things change as time passes.”

Before Ash could answer, he saw Alakazam reappear behind his mother.

“You keep on hoping then,” Ash said with a smile as he moved forwards. “Unfortunately, I have things to do now.”

Delia smiled as her son strode past her and reached his scouting team as Espeon padded up to join them.

“Report,” Ash said.

“Observation of Mellanie has been completed,” Alakazam said, Espeon translating as usual. “Her training regime is comprehensive if severe.”

“So is ours,” Ash said. “What of it?”

“Throughout the duration of the observation, we were unable to contact any of the subjects Pokémon.” 

Ash sighed. “I admire your professionalism Alakazam, but this is Mellanie. She is one of us. And again, I ask the relevance?”

“The quandary that has arisen is twofold,” Alakazam said. “Of primary concern is the demand that is placed on the subjects Pokémon. It speaks to a less compassionate regimen than anticipated.”

Ash tapped his foot impatiently as Alakazam spoke. The leader of his scouts was a powerful Pokémon, but he could sometimes take a while to get to the point.

“However, we should also consider a secondary issue. Whilst the subject is excessive in the training applied to her Pokémon, they never leave her alone. They are loyal beyond reason.”

Ash nodded and looked at Espeon.

“We should have been there for her.”

“This wasn’t our fault.” Espeon immediately argued.

“She is where I once was,” Ash said. “And I did it to her. She is completely isolated. All she has is her Pokémon. And in her love for them, she has forgotten what marked her out.” Ash turned to Alakazam. “Take me to Indigo Plateau.”


Mellanie looked up as she heard a knock on the door to her office.

“Enter?” she said, her voice slightly questioning. The door swung open and a figure that Mellanie recognized well stood there.

“Sam?” She asked in surprise. “What are you doing here?”

“May I come in?” Sam said.

“Yes,” Mellanie said, rising from her chair and gesturing towards one opposite. “Come in, sit down.”

Sam took his seat slightly nervously as Mellanie gazed at him from across the desk. She made a steeple with her hands before leaning towards her old friend.

“What can I do for you, Sam?” She asked politely.

“I wanted to congratulate you,” Sam said. “On becoming Pokémon Master. You never answered any of my calls or texts.”

“No,” Mellanie said. “I did not.”

An awkward silence spread between them for a long moment before Sam tried again.

“Why not?”

Mellanie fixed him with a pitying gaze.

“Do you really need me to answer that one?”

The silence spread again. It had been a long time since they had been alone together and Mellanie’s cold attitude told him that she hadn’t forgotten how they parted.

“Look Mel…” Sam started.

“It is Mellanie actually,” Mellanie said sharply, cutting him off. “I dropped the abbreviation a year ago. Not that you would know.”

“That’s unfair.” Sam protested.

“Is it?” Mellanie asked.

“I never wanted for us to stop being friends,” Sam said, his voice dropping to a lower volume. “If I could go back and…”

“And what?” Mellanie interjected. “You’d change it? You wouldn’t have humiliated me like that? Throwing me to one side like I was just another bimbo?!”

Sam winced as Mellanie’s voice grew in pitch and fury. She had risen from her chair and her presence dominated the room despite her diminutive height.

“It wasn’t just me…” Sam started but Mellanie’s laugh cut him off once again.

“Oh, this is going to be good.” She snorted. “Tell me, Sam, how is it not just you? You were the one who asked me out. I told you from the start I didn’t want a media presence. You persuaded me that nothing bad would happen. And yet the leak came from your office. The dates were awful and then once the media got wind of them, you didn’t even try to protect us from it. You didn’t even give us a chance. You were more concerned with your ego and looking good to the world to even care about what I felt. What I wanted or what I needed. And then when it got difficult you turned it on me and then tossed me to one side like I didn’t matter.”

Mellanie took a deep breath as Sam took the abuse, the only sign of the damage it was doing being the hurt look on his face.

“So, tell me, Sam, how was it not just you? I didn’t want anything in the public eye and you dragged me into it and then through the dirt. So please, explain.”

Sam rose from his chair and turned for the door.

“Where are you going?” Mellanie hissed.

Sam turned back just enough to see the furious expression on her face.

“I came here to try to bring back the girl I once knew and cared about,” Sam said sadly. “And now I’m not sure she still exists.”

“Well, this is what happens when your closest friends abandon you.” Mellanie retorted. “Take a good look Sam, whatever kind of person I am is the one that you helped create.”

“Not all people become like this,” Sam said softly. “Ash trained you to be much better.”

For a moment Sam thought that Mellanie’s expression was softening but then it hardened once again. “Get. Out.”

Sam turned and fled before the fury of the new Pokémon Master could manifest itself once again. He didn’t want to push his luck. He had tried, but there was only one man who could ever bring Mellanie back to him.


“Good morning.” Ash said politely as he approached the receptionist’s desk. “I was wondering when the next opportunity to battle the Pokémon Master is available?”

The receptionist smiled up at him. Ash was wearing the black that he had once been famous for, but there was no hat hiding the friendly expression on his face.

“There is a slot this afternoon.” The receptionist said. “And we have only a few battles tomorrow.”

“What about the day after, on Thursday?” Ash asked. “I’d like the chance to face her at her freshest.”

“So, first thing in the morning?” the receptionist asked.

Ash nodded, with a warm smile on his face. “If it isn’t too difficult for you to manage to arrange.”

“Not at all,” the woman said, pressing a few keys and clicking repeatedly. After a moment she looked back up.

“There are no fights yet scheduled for Thursday. Why do you want a morning fight?”

Ash chuckled. “There will be no excuses.”

“Excuses?” the receptionist asked in surprise. “You do know she is the strongest trainer around right?”

Ash chuckled again. “Then I guess I will be beaten.”

The receptionist shook her head in disbelief. “Well, I admire your confidence. May I take a name for your challenge?”

“Of course,” Ash said. “My name is Satosh Kashum.”

A few more keys were pressed, and the receptionist glanced back up at him.

“Well your name isn’t on the system, but I have booked you in Mr Kashum. If you would like to register for any tournaments you will need to become a licensed trainer and be added to the system.”

“Maybe after the fight against the Pokémon Master,” Ash said with an easy grin. “Let’s see how I stack up first.”

The receptionist found herself laughing. “Well good luck Mr Kashum. We shall see you in two days.”


Professor Oak stirred, struggling to raise his head from his bed. As his vision came into focus once again he saw a man stood at the end of his bed, thumbing a Pokéball in his hand.

“Ash?” Oak croaked.

The man smiled down at him. “You say that with such surprise.”

“Well…” Oak started before a coughing fit took him over. He felt strong hands raise him up, holding his body upright as the coughs shuddered their way through him. As the fit ended, he looked up into the concerned face of Pallet’s lost son.

“What are you doing here?” Oak croaked, his voice hoarse from the coughing.

Silently Ash lifted a cup of water to Oak’s lips, helping the researcher drink. As he put the cup back on the bedside table, Ash picked up the Pokéball that he had placed down once again.

“I am here to help you.”

Oak looked confused. “Help me?”

“Yes,” Ash said simply.

There was a long silence before Oak raised himself up onto his elbows to get a better look at Ash’s face.

“How?” the elderly researcher asked.

“I once saved the life of one of your Pokémon,” Ash said quietly. “I can do something similar to you, to give you more time.”

Oak waved a hand dismissively. “I’m old. You can’t cure that.”

“Actually, I can,” Ash said with a slight smile. “We are able to push the clock back on your body somewhat. It isn’t easy, and it doesn’t last forever but I hoped I could give you more time.”

There was another long silence as Oak processed what Ash was saying.

“But there you can’t, can you?” Oak asked.

Ash shook his head. “No. Your body is too far gone, Professor. I won’t be able to save it.”

Gently Oak lowered himself back onto the pillows with a groan.

“I appreciate the thought,” Oak said. “But my time is here.”

Ash froze for a moment. “You’re not telling me something, Professor.”

“Ash, I’m dying,” Oak said with a low chuckle that turned into yet another cough. “Can you at least call me Samuel?”

Ash gently picked up a cloth and dabbed at Oak’s brow. “Very well Samuel. Now how long do you have?”

Oak whitened slightly. “Very little time.” He admitted. “I saw some of the scans.”

Ash glanced around the surprisingly empty hospital room.

“You sent the machines away.”

“Too damn right,” Oak said, energy creeping into his voice. “They could keep me going a few more days but that’s not what I want. I’ve accepted it is time.”

Ash considered Oak’s words for a moment.

“You want to die tonight,” Ash said quietly. “You could have had your family here.”

Oak shrugged a hand dismissively once again. “You’ll learn one day. Sometimes you just want people to move on.”

“I do know,” Ash whispered before his voice gained in strength. “And yes, I once thought that. But you should give them a chance to say goodbye.”

“And have them all sit around waiting for me to die?” Oak scoffed. “Not really how I want to go. Far too morbid. They said goodbye last time they were here, that’s what matters.”

Ash felt a laugh building inside him and he let it escape, filling the room with the sound.

“If that is how you feel.”

“It is,” Oak said.

Ash nodded. “Well, I have nothing left to do this evening. I’ve got a match in the morning though.”

“A match?” Oak asked.

“I’m challenging Mellanie,” Ash said with a slight smile.

Oak raised his eyebrows. “Teaching her a lesson?”

Ash chuckled. “I really could never slip anything past you. Yes, that is the plan.”

“Good,” Oak grunted. “She needs reminding of her roots. A good thrashing should cut her ego down.”

“And I will do so,” Ash said. “But that is tomorrow’s job. For this evening and night, do you mind if I keep you company?”

Oak smiled for a moment before the worst coughing fit yet overtook him. As Ash held him upright to let the coughs run through him again he fought to draw breath. As he finally managed to get air back into his lungs he gestured for Ash to step back.

“It would be my pleasure.” Oak wheezed.

“No,” Ash said as he drew up a chair. “It would be my honour.”


It was nearly five hours later that Ash drew away from the elderly man and moved to the back of the room. Oak’s last few hours had been hard for him to sit through, but he never considered leaving. He had done what he could to reduce the pain but had stopped short of healing anything. It would have been disrespectful to disregard the old man’s wishes.

Ash stayed and watched over the not-breathing body of Oak for a long time until he saw light start to creep through the curtains into the room. Listening carefully, Ash heard footsteps approaching.

“Espeon?” Ash asked quietly.

“Here.” Came the instant response.

“Time to go. Take me to Indigo Plateau. And get Pikachu ready.”

As the door to the hospital room started to open, Ash gave a final glance in the direction of the man who had been more of a father to him than anybody else he could remember as he was teleported out.


“Ladies and Gentleman, it is another day and another round of battles for the Pokémon Master! Mellanie Rigger has been undefeated since she defeated Cynthia Shirona to claim the title and after resting many of her big hitters yesterday, today promises to be when they get a chance to show their strength. It is rumoured that it will be her main team that battle in today’s first match as she strives to defeat the challenger. And now, ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to the field, today’s first challenger, Satosh Kashum!”

“It is weird to be sat here watching Ash again,” Misty said to Gary. They were high in the surprisingly full stands, watching with the whole group of friends. Ash had invited them all to the match and the chance to watch the Pokémon Master go up against the strongest trainer they knew was not something anybody felt they could reject.

“I know what you mean,” Gary said. “It’s been a long time since we were sat here for a fight like this.”

“Even weirder for you.” Misty teased. “You used to be the guy on the other side of the field.”

Before Gary could say anything, Dawn leaned across.

“Hey guys,” she said quietly. “What’s up with Sam?”

All eyes were drawn to the young Kanto Champion. He was sat a short way away from the group, gripping the edge of his seat so hard that the knuckles were showing on his hands.

“I don’t know,” Gary said. “It can’t be easy for him to see his mentor go up against his best friend.”

“Ex.” Misty corrected. “They aren’t friends anymore.”

“They still are aren’t they?” Dawn asked. “Not close, but at least sort of friends?”

Misty turned so her back was to Sam so that he couldn’t hear her. “He went to see her a couple of days ago. She threw him out of her office.”

“Oh,” Dawn said, taken aback. “Then I guess they aren’t friends.”

Before anybody else could say anything their attention was drawn to the field where Ash was waving at the crowd as he strode towards the centre of the field. His trousers and jacket were of his usual style but they were green and white. His hat was nowhere to be seen. His face looked very different, making him almost unrecognisable.

“Who is that?” Gary asked, distracted.

“Ash?” Dawn asked confusedly.

Misty leaned back in her chair with a strange look on her face.

“He’s hiding who he is.”

“How?” Gary demanded, before flinching at a glare from his wife. “Okay, fine, you don’t know. Why though?”

“Maybe because…” Dawn started but the stadium announcer cut across her.

“And please show your appreciation for the mysterious, the powerful, the beautiful Queen of Johto. It is the Pokémon Master, Mellanie Rigger!”

A huge roar came from the crowd, blocking any attempts at conversation as Mellanie strode out into the centre of the field. Unlike her opponent she didn’t wave, instead, she focused her attention on the man waiting for her at the centre. As she reached him the volume of the crowd dropped slightly.

“You requested to fight me fresh,” Mellanie said, not making any attempt at an introduction. “I don’t know who you are to ask for something like that, but you’ve got it. My team will destroy you.”

Ash cocked his head. “I don’t remember this kind of arrogance in you.”

“You don’t know me.” Mellanie snapped.

Ash raised an eyebrow. “Actually, that isn’t quite true.”

He turned towards the referee who had begun to step forward from his position at the edge of the field.

“I apologise for my deception,” Ash said, his voice growing in volume until it echoed around the stadium, silencing the crowd. “But I did not want to tip anybody off as to my return until it was necessary. If you will indulge me for a moment?”

The stunned referee could only nod as Mellanie whitened. She knew of only one man could magnify his voice without a microphone.

“It has been some time since I was last in this stadium,” Ash said as the illusion that had been covering his face fell away. The crowd which had begun to murmur once again fell completely silent. “But unlike last time I returned from exile, I do not intend to hide my identity. My name is Ash Satoshi Ketchum.”

Ash reached under his jacket and pulled out a hat that he firmly placed over his head. As it descended, his clothes changed colour to black. As he turned slowly back to face Mellanie, his once iconic image was played on every screen in the stadium. Mellanie felt her heart drop straight to the pit of her stomach. In front of her was a figure that had destroyed every opponent he had ever faced. The figure that for so long didn’t have a name attached to it. He was just known as Champion because that is what he was.

When Ash spoke again, his voice had returned to the normal volume so that only Mellanie could hear him.

“I’m here to remind you where you came from,” Ash said quietly. “You have built a career on foolish principles. You no longer respect those who train hard to face you. You have lost your way. And that ends here.”

He turned and strode towards his trainer’s box, leaving Mellanie to quietly trail towards her own.






6. Chapter 6


“It is the Pokémon Master, Mellanie Rigger against the challenger, Ash Ketchum.” The referee announced. “Challenger release your first Pokémon.”

Ash plucked a Pokéball from his belt and studied it for a moment.

“You have long deserved a fight with your new strength,” Ash said with a smile. “Pikachu, you were my first Pokémon and you have trained to become one of my strongest. Show them what you can do.”

Ash threw the Pokéball and Pikachu appeared in a flash of light. He stretched as he took stock of the plain field that they were fighting on.

“Pika!” Pikachu said indignantly, staring at Ash who laughed.

“I know buddy. You hate your Pokéball. Still, it is worth it just this once right?”

Pikachu considered it for a moment before giving Ash a thumbs up. He turned his attention to the other side of the field where Mellanie was fingering the belt at her waist before eventually selecting a Pokéball.

“Misdreavus, you’re up,” Mellanie called.

As the Pokémon appeared, she looked across the field at Ash before recognising him. Misdreavus looked back at Mellanie whose jaw was set as she glared across the arena.

“Misdreavus vs Pikachu.” The referee said as he raised his flags. “Begin!”

“Misdreavus, Destiny Bond!” Mellanie instantly ordered.

Ash gave her a pitying look as Pikachu fired a bolt of lightning across the field so fast that Misdreavus had barely started the attack before Pikachu ended it.

“You’ll have to do much better than that Mellanie,” Ash warned. “Pikachu, Thunderbolt.”

Instantly a huge bolt of electricity raced away from Pikachu at Misdreavus who tried to dodge but was far too slow. The bolt connected and Misdreavus screamed in pain, falling back towards the ground. She caught herself just before she crashed and staggered back into the air but the damage dealt was clear.

“Misdreavus, use Shadow Ball.” Mellanie barked.

The attack raced away from the Ghost-type with impressive speed but Pikachu gave it a disdainful look before darting to one side, the rapidity of his dodge causing many in the crowd to gasp.

“Try Astonish!” Mellanie called.

Misdreavus faded out of sight before reappearing in front of Pikachu. Before she could move any further, however, Pikachu spun, his Iron Tail attack sending Misdreavus flying backwards. A Thunderbolt followed it up, sending Mellanie’s first Pokémon crashing into the ground, well beaten.

“The first round goes to Ash Ketchum.” The referee announced. “Pokémon Master, release your next Pokémon.”

Mellanie recalled Misdreavus with a shaking hand. She stared down at the Pokéball as she replaced it on her belt.

“You want the Pokémon Master?” Mellanie said, her voice gaining anger as she glared across the field at her former mentor. “Fine. I’ll show you how much stronger I’ve become. I’m your worthy successor.”

She grabbed another Pokéball and hurled it into the air. Ampharos appeared in front of her and adopted a fighting stance as she looked across the field at Ash.

“Ampharos, yes, that is Ash,” Mellanie said loudly. “But this is not a training battle. We are here to win.”

Ash shook his head sadly from the other end of the field.

“What happened Mellanie?” Ash asked. “You always wanted to win but never like this.”

Mellanie glared across the field at her former mentor. “You need to ask?”

“Because I left you?” As asked. “I left a teenager who was one of the strongest trainers in the world, set for a stellar career. You cannot blame me for the way that you went astray.”

Mellanie pointedly turned away from Ash. “You cannot talk about going astray.”

Ash felt his muscles tighten in anger, but his voice was level when he replied.

“Only one person has ever dared say something like that to me before Mellanie,” Ash said, his quiet voice carrying across the waiting stadium, before turning to Pikachu. “Pikachu, this one is yours. Show your speed.”

Pikachu nodded and dropped into his battle stance, allowing Ampharos to tower over him as the referee stepped forwards.

“Round two, Ampharos vs Pikachu. Begin!”

“Ampharos, Thunder Wave.” Mellanie barked. Ampharos sent waves of crackling electricity across the field but Pikachu simply flitted between them, dodging with ease. As Ampharos stood back up, Pikachu sent a small jolt of electricity that sent Mellanie’s Pokémon staggering backwards slightly. Ampharos’ eyes widened at the power of the attack as she recovered.

“Ampharos, Light Screen,” Mellanie ordered.

Ampharos pushed her hands forward, and a square of light appeared in front of her. Pikachu sat back on his haunches and looked at it disdainfully. His cheeks crackled with electricity but a quick glance back at Ash who was shaking his head made them stop.

“Ampharos, Power Gem,” Mellanie commanded.

As the gem raced away from Ampharos, Pikachu simply twisted, letting the attack rush past him. He bounded forwards a couple of metres before back-flipping over Ampharos’ follow up Thunderbolt.

“Ampharos, keep Pikachu at a distance,” Mellanie ordered. “But stay behind your screen.”

Ampharos fired a series of rapid-fire Thunderbolts that raked into the ground, causing cracks to appear where the attacks struck. Pikachu danced backwards from the first strike before slipping around the second. As the attacks continued, Pikachu slid around the field, always staying ahead of the attacks with ease. After nearly two minutes, Ampharos started to slow his attacks and Pikachu glanced at Ash who now nodded.

Pikachu suddenly moved faster, vanishing from where Ampharos had targeted. There was a noise of confusion from Mellanie’s Pokémon as she searched for her opponent, but Pikachu was already attacking from his new position directly in front of Ampharos. The Thunder attack smashed straight through the Light Screen, hammering into Ampharos and sending the Light Pokémon flying. Ampharos screeched in pain as she crashed into the ground, sliding to a halt just in front of her trainer. Before Ampharos could recover, Pikachu had dashed forwards, faster than the eye could see and slammed into Ampharos with a devastating Iron Tail.

Mellanie looked down at Ampharos, firmly embedded in the ground by the power of Pikachu’s attack before silently recalling her Pokémon.

“And the Pokémon Master has now lost two of her frontline team to the challenger!” The announcer shouted gleefully. “Ash Ketchum is showing that despite his years away, there has been no diminishing in his power or style and his successor is looking utterly outclassed.” 

“You have gotten stronger,” Ash said, his eyes fixated on Mellanie. “But nowhere near strong enough to touch me.”

Mellanie didn’t answer, instead, hurling another Pokéball out onto the field. Magby appeared with a cheerful chirp and flourish. He landed on the field and bowed to cheers from the crowd. He looked up at Pikachu who waved at him. Magby grinned back and bowed to his former teacher.

“Magby, Fire Spin,” Mellanie ordered.

Magby immediately fired spirals of fire across the field, but just like the Thunder Wave, Pikachu dodged with ease. Mellanie gritted her teeth with frustration as she was still yet to hit Pikachu. Pikachu rolled under the final string of flame and came up smiling at Magby who’s own grin hadn’t wavered.

“Magby, Smog.” Mellanie barked.

Magby threw his head back before unleashing a massive cloud of poisonous gas across the field. Pikachu swung backwards on his tail and spun around, firing a Discharge attack. The gas was pushed backwards by the power of the electricity and Magby screeched in pain as Pikachu’s attack crashed into him. He rolled backwards and came back to his feet, his grin wiped from his face. Pikachu looked at him with a smirk.

“Magby, Flamethrower.”

Magby fired a large torrent of flames across the field but Pikachu slipped to one side. As he fired a Thundershock back, Magby dived to one side, just evading the attack. Ash coughed pointedly, getting a dismissive wave from his Pokémon.

“Magby, keep moving and fire Ember attacks,” Mellanie ordered.

Magby started to move sideways, firing bursts of flames that Pikachu simply stepped past dismissively. The two Pokémon circled as Magby continually attacked before Ash decided to go onto the offensive.

“Pikachu, Thunderbolt.”

The attack raced away from Pikachu almost before Magby had time to register that Ash had spoken. He threw himself flat to the ground and the attack raced over him before rolling to one side to evade the follow-up. Pikachu began to advance, attacks crackling from his cheeks as Magby was forced back towards the wall by the relentless assault.

“Magby, keep backing up,” Mellanie shouted. “Draw him in.”

Pikachu looked back at Ash who simply gestured for him to continue. The small electric-type smiled; he knew what his friend was planning. As Magby was pushed up against the wall, Pikachu stepped forwards and paused slightly to charge a stronger attack.

“Magby, FIRE BLAST.” Mellanie bellowed. Pikachu immediately stopped his attack and waited as Magby conjured up a huge torrent of fire that was straight at him. Mellanie felt a small surge of triumph as she watched the attack smash home into Pikachu.

“Guess you are overconfident.” She taunted across the field. “You just fell for one of the oldest tricks in the book. Don’t back yourself into a corner whilst attacking.”

Ash turned his piercing gaze onto Mellanie. “And you just fell for an even older one. Don’t assume your attack hit.”

Mellanie’s gaze snapped back to the battlefield where the smoke from Magby’s attack was clearing. At the centre of a scorch mark was Pikachu, standing looking unharmed, not even a mark on him.

“What the…” Mellanie started but Pikachu spun, his Iron Tail attack sending Magby soaring into the air. The following Thunderbolt sent Mellanie’s third Pokémon crashing to the ground, well beaten.

“Magby is unable to battle.” The referee announced, stepping forward with a flag raised. “The Pokémon Master has lost three Pokémon, meaning that there will be a short intermission.”

Ash held out an arm and Pikachu leapt from his position, landing on it perfectly balanced. Ash then turned and strode away from the field, without looking at Mellanie.


The camera panned around to the figure of Zane Zito, lounging in his chair. Across the studio from him was Whitney, the former Gym Leader of Goldenrod City.

“Well, this was certainly a surprise,” Zane said to Whitney who nodded in agreement. “After three years away, Ash Ketchum the former Pokémon Master returns and shows he is still the strongest around. What have you made of his return?”

“He’s been incredible.” Whitney gushed. “Nobody expected him to return and challenge his former tutee, but he is tearing through her Championship winning team with ease. Mellanie cannot come to grips with the speed of his Pikachu.”

“This is the first time that his Pikachu has made a competitive appearance,” Zane said. “And Pikachu was also not present at the famous Clash of Legends. For a Pokémon that Ash introduced as his first Pokémon, where has he been?”

“That I’m afraid I don’t know,” Whitney said. “But Mellanie needs to find a way to pin it down or she is going to lose without making an impact on it.”

“Can she hurt Pikachu?” Zane asked. “It looked like she caught him out with Magby but it was utterly ineffective.”

“That was classic Mellanie Rigger at her best,” Whitney said with a smile. “Drawing you in with evasive tactics before counter-attacking ferociously. She is one of the best exponents of countering in the world, but I can’t help but feel that Ash let her. Magby, while very hard to pin down is not Mellanie’s hardest hitting Pokémon and Pikachu’s strength meant that he could just shrug the attack off.”

“Did it even make contact?” Zane asked. “It looked like a powerful attack, but Pikachu didn’t even notice.”

“I’m not sure,” Whitney admitted. “Before it struck Pikachu looked to be charging an electric attack, but he then struck with an Iron Tail. It is possible that whatever he was charging was used to block the Fire Blast, nullifying it.”

“Can Mellanie win?” Zane asked.

“No,” Whitney said simply. “She needs to hit the heights where she can, to show her class but with the power of Pikachu, she doesn’t stand a chance. Nobody has ever beaten Ash Ketchum since he became Pokémon Master, and Mellanie won’t be the first.”

“Thank you,” Zane said, before swivelling the chair to look into the camera. “We’re now returning to Indigo Stadium to see the second half of Mellanie Rigger, current Pokémon Master against Ash Ketchum, recently returned exile.”


Pikachu sat on the bench next to Ash, neither saying anything. Ash took a deep breath and then let it out, causing his friend to look at him. Espeon prowled out of the corner of the room.

“Not as easy as you expected, is it?” She asked.

Ash sighed. “No.”

Espeon shook her head. “I understand why you need to do this. But try to remember that the student you once taught is in there. I cared for her for a long time, this won’t be easy for her.”

Ash leaned back against the wall. “I cared for her too Espeon.”

“As did I,” Pikachu added. “Beating Magby wasn’t enjoyable.”

Ash reached out and scratched his friend behind the ears.

“I’m sorry buddy,” Ash said. “But without Charizard, you were the obvious choice for this fight.”

“You could have used me,” Espeon said pointedly. “Or any of the rest of us.”

“I know,” Ash said quietly. “But Pikachu was my first ever Pokémon, and Charizard was the most famous from when I was Pokémon Master. It would have to be one of them for this fight.”

“I understand,” Espeon said.

“I doubt that,” Ash said, rising to his feet as a buzzer sounded. “But you have shown your strength when you have needed to. It is somebody else’s turn.”

He strode away from the Sun Pokémon who vanished into the shadows as Ash strode back into the light of the stadium. From the other end of the field, Mellanie emerged, glowering as she stared fixatedly at Ash as he took his position in his trainer’s box.

“Are both trainers ready?” the referee asked as he took his position. A curt nod from Mellanie was mirrored by Ash.

“Challenger, release your Pokémon.”

Ash glanced at Pikachu who had taken up his position on his trainer’s shoulder once again.

“You’re up buddy.”

Pikachu gave him a thumbs up with a grin before leaping forwards and landing on the field, cheeks sparking.

“Pokémon Master, release your next Pokémon.”

Mellanie grabbed a Pokéball from her belt and held it out. Spoink appeared in front of her, bouncing.

“Interesting.” Ash murmured. “Spoink’s bouncing could be an interesting dodge technique.”

Pikachu glanced back at his trainer with a derisive expression, causing Ash to chuckle slightly.

“Yes, I know you’re quick enough to adjust Pikachu,” Ash said, slightly louder. “But it will still be a different challenge to what you’re used to.”

Pikachu gave Ash another thumbs up as the referee stepped forward and raised his flags.

“Pikachu vs Spoink. Begin!”

Pikachu fired an immediate bolt of electricity at Spoink who bounced out of the way. Ash put a hand to his mouth to hide his grin as Pikachu fired a follow-up that Spoink evaded easily as well.

“Spoink, Psychic to catch the next attack,” Mellanie ordered.

As Pikachu fired a third bolt of electricity, Spoink’s eyes glowed blue and the bolt froze in mid-air. Mellanie’s lip curled.

“Now send it into the ground around Pikachu.”

The bolt of electricity revered direction, ripping into the ground around Ash’s Pokémon who looked around a little uncertainly. As the electricity dissipated, Spoink’s Psychic attack continued to tear up the ground, leaving Pikachu stuck at the centre of a pile of rubble.

“Interesting.” Ash murmured. “She’s borrowed that one from us.”

Pikachu threw Ash a look as if to tell him that it didn’t matter where Mellanie had gotten the idea from, they needed to beat it.

“Pikachu, jump,” Ash said slightly louder.

His Pokémon leapt into the air but Mellanie was waiting for him.

“Spoink, catch Pikachu” she ordered.

Pikachu let out a shout of surprise as he felt his downward momentum dissipate, caught in mid-air by the strength of Spoink’s attack. Ash raised an eyebrow slightly before raising his voice to speak clearly.

“Pikachu, Volt Tackle.”

Pikachu glowed bright yellow as electricity surrounded him before he started to run in mid-air. Spoink let out a cry of frustration and panic as Pikachu broke through her attack and raced down towards the Bounce Pokémon.

“Spoink, move!” Mellanie shouted, but it was too late. The speed of Pikachu, combined with gravity pulling him towards the ground meant that there was nowhere for Spoink to go. Pikachu smashed into his opponent with a sickening crash, before darting away to take up his position in front of Ash once again.

The referee stepped forwards, one flag raised.

“Spoink is unable to battle. Pokémon Master, release your next Pokémon.”

Mellanie snatched at Spoink’s Pokéball, frustration causing her to fumble as it as she recalled Spoink. She glared across the field as she threw another Pokéball out.

“Something wrong Mellanie?” Ash asked, his voice only just carrying across the field.

“No.” Mellanie snapped as Scizor appeared in front of her. “Just battle.”

Ash inclined his head as Scizor adopted a battle stance in front of his trainer.

“Scizor vs Pikachu.” The referee announced. “Begin!”

“Scizor, Agility,” Mellanie ordered instantly.

Pikachu glanced back at his trainer as Scizor’s move caused Mellanie’s Pokémon to move noticeably quicker. Ash shook his head slightly, causing Pikachu to sigh. It had become more like Ash to showboat when he was trying to make a point, and letting Scizor raise his stats before Pikachu knocked him out was very typical of his trainer.

“Pikachu, Thunderbolt,” Ash ordered quietly.

Pikachu sighed again as he fired the attack, knowing what his trainer wanted. As expected, Scizor responded to Mellanie’s call and used Agility again to dodge the attack, flickering around the field to evade the bolts of lightning that Pikachu was sending at him. After firing attacks for nearly a minute and watching Scizor use Agility a further two times, Pikachu glanced back at his trainer asking for permission to fight properly.

“Scizor, Slash.” Mellanie barked.

There were gasps around the stadium as Scizor shot across the field at an incredible speed, but his attack missed Pikachu who had moved even quicker. Scizor looked around for his opponent to see the small electric-type smirking at him from the other side of the field. Growling in frustration Scizor launched himself at Pikachu who dodged once again. Scizor’s confused expression drew patches of laughter from the crowd who no longer seemed in awe of the Pincer Pokémon’s incredible speed.

“Scizor, Quick Attack.” Mellanie ordered.

Despite moving even quicker this time, Scizor still found his attack hitting open air as he swung and missed Pikachu. Ash’s starter stood with a huge grin on his face, clearly enjoying himself despite his complaints to his trainer.

“Scizor just hit him.” Mellanie snapped.

Scizor launched himself forwards, claws swinging but Pikachu danced backwards, evading each attack calmly. The growing fury in Scizor’s movements was exacerbated by the laughter of the crowd, particularly as a particularly aggressive swing caused Scizor to smash a claw into the ground as Pikachu slipped to one side.

“Pikachu put him out of his misery,” Ash said. “Iron Tail.”

As Scizor swung his claw again, Pikachu spun, easily avoiding the attack before smashing his glowing tail into Scizor. Mellanie’s Pokémon doubled up in pain as Pikachu skipped away again.

“Scizor, after him,” Mellanie growled. “Pursuit.”

With a grunt of pain, Scizor launched himself forwards to chase after Pikachu who raced away, accelerating around the stadium. Within moments the two Pokémon were mere flashes of colour against the ground as Scizor’s attack pushed him faster and faster against an opponent who simply refused to be caught.

“You can’t dodge this one.” Mellanie taunted as Ash gazed intently down at the field. “No matter how fast Pikachu moves, Scizor will catch him.

“We’re not dodging,” Ash said quietly. “Pikachu, Iron Tail.”

There was an echoing crash and Scizor appeared, flying backwards. As he hit the dirt, the referee stepped forwards once again, the result clear for the entire stadium to see.

“Scizor is unable to battle. Pokémon Master, release your final Pokémon.”

Mellanie shakily held out Scizor’s Pokéball before meeting her former mentor’s eye, her confidence and sneers from a moment earlier completely gone.

“How?” she asked simply.

Without speaking, Ash gestured to the big screen that towered over the field. Mellanie looked up to see the last moments of the battle between Pikachu and Scizor slowed down.

Despite it being obvious from the crowd in the picture how much the image had been slowed down, Pikachu and Scizor were still hurtling along on the replay. Suddenly Pikachu stopped running and his tail started to glow white. He swung around, slamming it into Scizor who seemed almost surprised at the speed which his opponent had managed to go from fleeing to attacking and the Pincer Pokémon had no chance to dodge. The Iron Tail attack caught him squarely in the midriff and he was launched backwards.

Mellanie looked back down at Ash and Pikachu who had returned to stand in front of his trainer.

“Why?” she asked.

Ash cocked his head slightly before gesturing to the Pokéball in her hand.

“Release your final Pokémon Mellanie.” He said. “It is time for this battle to end.”

Mellanie shook her head in disbelief. She opened her mouth, before clenching her jaw shut. Instead, she threw the Pokéball, causing Totodile to appear in front of her.


“So it is the clash of the starters,” Gary said thoughtfully. “Totodile is in for a schooling.”

Misty nudged her husband playfully. “He is a fearsome Pokémon. He might be able to hurt Pikachu.”

Gary looked at her for a long moment before she burst out laughing.

“Okay, perhaps not.”

“Pikachu is something else,” Max said, joining in the conversation breathlessly. “To be able to beat a Pursuit like that.”

“I know,” Gary said, turning to the Brainiac. “Usually once the chasing Pokémon has gotten to that speed it is a certain hit but Pikachu was able to turn it into a knock-out blow. Scizor’s own speed gave Iron Tail even more power.”

“I’d forgotten what it was like to watch Ash,” Max said. “He is still awesome.”

“And you still are a fanboy,” May said with a grin, causing her younger brother to blush and growl something unintelligible. May and Dawn laughed as Max withdrew into himself.

“What will this do to Mellanie?”

At the sound of the new voice, they all turned to see Sam looking across at them.

“Sorry?” Brock asked.

“I’ve learnt about politicking,” Sam said. “But not as much about trainer mentality. This defeat, what will it do to Mellanie?”

“I’m afraid I don’t know,” Brock said. “This kind of defeat has never been handed out to a reigning Pokémon Master before.”

“She could step down.” May offered. “I’m sure nobody would question it if she stepped down in favour of Ash.”

“Yeah… maybe.” Sam said but he didn’t sound very confident. “But still, to be publically thrashed by your mentor…”

“This won’t be easy for her,” Misty said, her voice surprisingly compassionate. “But she will learn from this experience and might get back to how she used to be.”

“I hope so,” Sam said fervently. “It hurts to see her like this.”

“If Ash is anything like he once was, it will hurt him as well,” Dawn said, rising from her seat to sit next to the leader of Kanto. “He won’t have enjoyed doing this.”

“Then why is he doing it?” Sam asked, allowing Dawn to put her arm around him.

“I’m sure he has a plan.” The bluenette said. “Remember, no need to worry.”


“Totodile vs Pikachu. Begin!”

“Totodile, Hydro Pump,” Mellanie ordered instantly.

Ash threw her a pitying look as Pikachu slipped to one side before firing a bolt of electricity straight into the attack. Totodile roared with pain as the water conducted the attack straight back to him. Mellanie gritted her teeth, frustrated at her mistake.

“Pikachu, get Totodile moving,” Ash ordered.

A quick Thunderbolt sent Mellanie’s starter scrabbling for an escape as his trainer watched on helpless. Pikachu began to construct a series of attacks that forced Totodile towards a corner as he advanced on the Big Jaw Pokémon. As the attacks continued Mellanie couldn’t take her eyes away from the demise of her final Pokémon.

“Pikachu, net him.” Ash barked.

Pikachu flashed his trainer a grin before closing his eyes and releasing by far the biggest attack of the entire match, high into the sky. Lightning flashed around the field, and several of the spectators screamed at the display of raw power. Totodile froze in fear for a split second before he darted forwards, trying to evade the bolts of electricity that were smashing down onto the stadium. After a few moments, the number of bolts from the sky rapidly increased and Totodile slowly moved backwards as Pikachu continued to pour more and more energy into the air.

The sky started to darken as the electricity crackled through the air. Lights around the stadium flickered on and off as they were powered by Pikachu’s attack as more and more energy was poured into it. Ash watched on impassively as lightning jumped around the stadium, the lightning rods on the roof being heavily taxed by his Pokémon’s strike. Dozens of small bolts crashed down, creating an almost constant barrage of electricity. On the field Totodile was trapped, the onslaught creating a cage. Any movement would cause him to be hit by Pikachu’s attack as it homed in around him.

Mellanie stood, her mouth wide open as her Pokémon was trapped in a tiny area, no more than a metre square on the field. She looked up at Ash who had turned his gaze onto her, the piercing look burning into her eyes.

“Please.” Mellanie mouthed, knowing what was to come. Very slowly, almost pityingly, Ash shook his head.

“Pika… CHUUUU!”

Pikachu threw all his energy into a final bolt into the sky and finally drew his attack to an end. The smaller strikes continued to flash into the ground around Totodile who looked around uncertainly, waiting for an escape to present itself. There was a split second as the final wave of strikes came down and there seemed to be peace on the field, Totodile miraculously untouched at the centre of the display of power. The lights around the stadium turned off again, the electricity that had powered them dying out. Totodile started to take a step forwards before a huge bolt of pure lightning raced down, faster than the eye could follow. As it passed, every single electrical device in the stadium drew power from the air. Every single floodlight snapped on, illuminating the darkened morning to make it look like highest noon. The bolt of lightning smashed straight into Totodile from above with a deafening explosion. Dust rolled away from the impact, quickly smothering the field and the lower parts of the stands.


Up in the higher tiers, just above where the dust and smoke reached, silence reigned. Max tried to open his mouth several times, but nothing came out. After a long minute where the dust didn’t seem to be clearing, Dawn finally managed to stammer words out.

“I…”

From next to her, Sam turned to look at the rest of the group.

“Do you still think there is no need to worry?”

“I… But…” Dawn stammered, but Sam cut across her.

“Ash had better have had a plan.” He said shortly. “Because this could be a career destroyer. Mellanie may never come back.”

“I’m sure…” May started, but Sam didn’t give her a chance to talk either.

“That Ash didn’t intend that?” Sam snapped. “Well, he has a funny way of showing it. That is the single worst defeat he has ever dished out.”

“But Cynthia…” This time it was Max that Sam interrupted.

“Cynthia was taken apart by Charizard. Mellanie was just destroyed. Her starter, her most powerful, her most famous Pokémon was at the centre of that.”

Sam gestured to the field which was still hidden by a thick bank of rolling smoke and dust.

“How do you come back from that?” Sam demanded.

“Mellanie can’t.”

Sam’s gaze was snapped to Brock, his eyes burning with anger.

“Precisely,” Sam growled. “Ash has just destroyed her career.”

“No,” Brock said softly. “He just saved it.”

“Explain,” Sam growled.

“This Mellanie can’t recover from this,” Brock said, his voice infuriatingly calm. “But the old Mellanie can.”

Sam opened his mouth furiously, but nothing came out.

“Think about it,” Brock said. “Mellanie used to be this battling prodigy who had all the features of this amazing young trainer. Look at her now.”

“She is Pokémon Master,” Sam said uncertainly. “I think she fulfilled that potential.”

“But she used to be the darling of the media. Somewhere she has lost that. And that is what she will need to recover. To pull off the aloof, dominant persona is extremely difficult. Everybody loses, and you are expected to react to it well. Better than I suspect she will.”

“But…” Sam said, before being stopped by a tight grip on his arm from May. “What?”

She pointed down at the battlefield where the dust was finally clearing. At the centre of the battlefield, Ash was kneeling, Totodile next to him. Pikachu was stood beside the two of them, not looking especially fatigued despite the attacks he had unleashed.

Totodile stirred, and looked around, before slumping back on the ground acknowledging his defeat. To the side of the field, the referee raised his flags, coughing to clear his throat before he spoke.

“Totodile is unable to battle. The Pokémon Master is out of Pokémon, meaning that Ash Ketchum is the victor!”

There was a subdued cheering that rapidly grew in intensity as the stunned crowd came back to life. Pikachu beamed around the stadium before hopping up onto his trainer’s shoulder and poking Ash on the side of the head.

Ash chuckled, scratching Pikachu behind the ears before he rose and strode towards Mellanie. As he reached her, he held out his hand.

“That was a good battle Mellanie,” Ash said.

She looked at his hand dismissively, before looking up into the eyes of her former mentor. As Ash met her gaze, he saw the tears well up.

“You just had to do it, didn’t you?” Mellanie snapped. “Everything I did was for you, and this is how you repay me?”

“I never asked for any of this,” Ash said softly.

“I brought you home.” Mellanie hissed. “Without me, you’d still be stuck in exile.”

Ash smiled sadly. “And you assumed that was a bad thing.”

“You mean you didn’t want to come home?” Mellanie asked, taken aback.

“It isn’t that easy,” Ash said. “I wanted to come home, but there are lines that I wouldn’t cross to do it. If there hadn’t been, I would never have been exiled in the first place.”

“Which is why I had to do it for you!” Mellanie burst out. Ash shook his head.

“No Mellanie. The fact that you threw yourself into this tells me what kind of person you once were.” Ash said. “But the way you finished it, and your actions since tell me what has been lost along the way. Now shake my hand and lose with dignity.”

“Screw you.” Mellanie snapped, turning on her heel and storming away. Ash watched her go, he felt a sorrow well up inside him. He turned and strode away from the field, disappearing into the trainer’s room as the cheers of the crowd slowly faded away.






7. Chapter 7


The camera panned back to show Zane in his studio, Whitney sat opposite him. They were both watching a screen showing Pikachu’s final attack on Totodile. As the scene ended, Zane swung around to look at Whitney with a grin on his face.

“A bit bigger than we expected today?”

“No kidding,” Whitney said with a laugh. “This was Champion, now known as Ash Ketchum showcasing his power in a way he rarely did when he was Pokémon Master himself. Mellanie was just outclassed by the Pokémon she was facing and by the skill of the trainer she was battling.”

“Usually when a Pokémon Master loses, they relinquish their title,” Zane said thoughtfully. “Do you think Mellanie will do that?”

“I doubt it,” Whitney admitted. “A few years ago, she might have, but the Queen of Johto has developed a harsher side. She won’t want to walk away from a title she has just earned.”

“We shall see how well she can maintain her position in the coming weeks,” Zane said. “But on to the battle. The second half was some of the most destructive battling we have seen since Ketchum left.”

“You’re not wrong there.” Whitney agreed. “One of the hallmarks of his battling style as Pokémon Master was that Ketchum would let his opponent think they were gaining a foothold only to show that they had played into his trap all along. Both Scizor and Spoink were taken out in that style.”

“With the traps, how does he set them?” Zane asked. “As a former battler yourself, were you ever able to create these types of tactics?”

“Personally no,” Whitney admitted. “But I was never at his level. Ketchum knows how his opponents think and he makes the most of that knowledge. Mellanie was unprepared for that level of strategy. The defeat of Spoink, in particular, was a move we’ve seen him use before.”

Zane nodded enthusiastically. “Indeed. Ketchum would often use gravity to give his attacks greater power. But the beating of Scizor was possibly even more impressive?”

“I think he had that planned from the moment Scizor appeared,” Whitney said. “To let Scizor build his speed, before goading Mellanie into using Pursuit was a risky strategy, but highly effective.”

“Could any other trainers feasibly copy that?”

“I doubt it. To stop, turn on a dime and attack like Pikachu did is something I’ve never seen at any level of battling.” Whitney gushed, her praise flowing now. “There are only a handful of Pokémon that could do it, and even fewer who had Pikachu’s control. If you watch the replay closely, his second Iron Tail hit the exact same spot as the first.”

“This is the first time we’ve seen Pikachu fight,” Zane said. “But we do know that it was Ketchum’s first Pokémon. Would you say it is his strongest?”

“Without seeing his whole team, I couldn’t say,” Whitney said. “But Pikachu certainly seemed to be a step up from the Pokémon that Ketchum had before his exile. If they have all gotten stronger then I fear for the next person he faces. His Charizard was bad enough three years ago.”

Zane laughed. “Well, I certainly wouldn’t want to face it. Now, we’ll bring you more analysis shortly but it would appear that Ash Ketchum has run into some reporters. Let’s see if he is as secretive as he used to be.”


Ash strode out of the trainers’ exit from the stadium and stopped. In front of him was a full arrange of reporters, all desperate for him to give them a word. Ash considered pushing through them like he had years earlier, the last time he defeated a Pokémon Master, but eventually decided against it.

“Mr Ketchum?” one of the reporters asked politely. Ash looked at him, his head tilted questioningly. “May we ask you some questions?”

Ash nodded, the shadow his hat put over his face covering the smile that was spreading across. Even after years away, his reputation still preceded him.

“This was your first battle since your name was cleared, at the direction of the Pokémon Master, and it was against her. Why was she your first opponent?”

Ash considered it for a moment. “I hadn’t necessarily planned to come back and fight Mellanie, but it was the way it turned out I suppose.”

“It was a crushing victory.” Ash turned his gaze onto the next reporter asking a question. “Do you feel that you should become Pokémon Master, having unequivocally proven that you are still the strongest around?”

“Not necessarily,” Ash said. “The Pokémon Master needs the faith of the world and without knowing that I have that, I would never consider a return.”

“But if you did?”

“I’ll not be drawn into hypotheticals.” Ash countered. “One more question and we’ll end.”

“What do you plan to do next?”

“I’m not entirely sure,” Ash said. “I have some things that need to be done, but otherwise I’m mostly a free man.”

Ash strode away, leaving the reporters scribbling furiously and speaking into microphones for back to television studios.


Mellanie slammed the door into her office, her strength making the frame shudder. She threw herself into the chair behind her desk and the tears flowed. She had managed to hold them in through handing her Pokémon over to Nurse Joy but once she reached her office she let her full rage show. She looked up as she heard a small knock at the door.

“Not now.” Mellanie snapped, but the door swung open anyway. Mellanie glared through the entryway as Sam Fernandez appeared in front of her.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Mellanie snapped, rising from her chair and rubbing to hide the tears. “I thought you’d be off with Ash.”

“I’m sorry,” Sam said softly. “That was excessive from him.”

“I brought him home!” Mellanie screamed as Sam shut the door. “I did everything for him! And that is how he repays it?!”

“But what has it cost you?” Sam asked. “Ash would never have wanted you to separate yourself like he did. If you hadn’t, he wouldn’t have gone after you like that.”

Sam froze as an expression of unrestrained rage flashed across Mellanie’s face. He took a step back towards the door as Mellanie scrabbled for something on her desk, her shaking hands struggling to grasp anything.

“You knew…” Mellanie said, her voice barely above a whisper as the realization struck home. “When you came to see me, you knew. You knew that he was back.”

“I…” Sam stammered, utterly lost for words.

“You knew that the man I cared for most was back.” Mellanie hissed, the venom in her voice causing Sam to take another backwards step towards the door. “You knew that he was going to challenge me. And you didn’t say anything.”

“I… No, I didn’t.” Sam forced out.

“You didn’t what?” Mellanie snapped, the words coming from between gritted teeth. “You didn’t know he was back? You didn’t know he was coming after me?”

“I didn’t say anything,” Sam said.

“Why. Not.”

“I didn’t know how,” Sam admitted.

“Well here’s an idea,” Mellanie said, sarcasm dripping from every word as her rage was replaced by a cold fury. “How about “Mellanie, Ash is back. He’s planning on challenging you. Be careful.”

“You wouldn’t listen.”

“So, it is my fault?”

“I… No!” Sam burst out. “I came here because I thought he went too far!”

“You could have stopped him!” Mellanie shouted, tears streaming down her face now, with her making no effort to hide them. “You could have warned me! You claim you wanted to be friends again and then you did this?!”

“Would you have listened?” Sam asked, fighting to keep his own composure. “You threw me out!”

Mellanie’s voice went dangerously calm. “So this is my fault.”

“That’s not…”

“It’s okay Sam,” Mellanie said. “I completely understand. It is always my fault. Nothing can ever be because of you.”

“I didn’t say that…”

“No, but you meant it.” Mellanie said, turning her back on Sam. “And with even Ash abandoning me, I am truly alone. I suggest you leave.”

“And if I don’t want to?” Sam asked desperately. “If I want to be here for you?”

Mellanie laughed, a bitter sound before she turned and faced Sam. He took another step back, his back pressed against the door as he saw the expression on her face. A dismissive sneer, worse than any anger made Sam’s heart plummet. Mellanie rounded her desk and stopped just in front of Sam, reaching out to place a hand on his shoulder.

“I’ve just suffered the worst defeat in my career. Possibly the worst defeat any Pokémon Master has ever suffered. But my ex, the one who’s barely spoken to me in years wants to be here for me. My mentor, the man who treated me like I was his daughter, who loved me when my own parents didn’t, just destroyed my team, but you want to be here for me. You’ve let me down time after time over the years, but now it’s all fine because you want to be here for me.”

Mellanie snatched her hand away before looking straight into Sam’s eyes with a look that chilled his blood.

“I would rather rip out my own lungs with a rusty spoon. Get out.”


Gary was tapping at his phone screen furiously, but it stubbornly refused to show any signal.

“What’s wrong?” Misty asked as they walked down the stairs out of the stadium and emerged into the sunlight outside.

“I want to check on Gramps,” Gary said grumpily. “But my phone doesn’t have any signal.”

“Sorry about that.”

Gary’s head snapped so fast he felt his neck groan in protest. Standing to one side of the exit was Ash, his hat gone from his head and a cloak over his battling outfit.

“You… What?” Gary asked.

“And what on earth are you wearing?” Dawn piped up as she stepped out after May. “Seriously, I wouldn’t be seen dead in that.”

Ash chuckled. “You see, when you spend years as the Pokémon Master, you develop an image. People expect to see that image. Ironically, I am less recognizable when I’m not wearing a hat and I cover up my clothes. Now I just look like a weird person.”

“You’re not wrong there.” Dawn snickered. “You look awful.”

Ash shrugged. “It won’t last forever. But for now, it means that I can move around mostly unrecognized which is the first for a long time.” Ash turned back to Gary. “And Pikachu’s final attack disrupted phone signal around the stadium. The only reason why a lot of the TV crews are still working is because they are wired into the stadium. Landlines still work but signal is patchy at the moment.”

“That attack was incredible!” Max burst out. “How did Pikachu get that strong?”

The Pokémon in question popped his head out from under the cloak and climbed onto Ash’s shoulder, a smug grin on his face.

“He’s put in the work when we were away,” Ash said simply. “Before we left he could fight Charizard to a stand-still, although they promised not to do that again after they nearly levelled the island.”

“Wait, what?” Max asked as Pikachu had the grace to look slightly sheepish.

“They battled full-out once,” Ash said. “Charizard won, but barely. Neither of them could train for well over a week after it. Espeon and Alakazam were pushed to contain the explosions. Great battle though.”

“I wish I’d seen it,” Max said wistfully. “Watching two of your Pokémon go flat out would be incredible.”

“Pikachu wasn’t far off his most powerful attacks today,” Ash admitted. “That net on Totodile isn’t the most efficient use of power but it looks incredible, and it is a good challenge of his control.

There was a murmur of agreement around the group as Ash turned to Gary.

“And I needed him to use it. We need to talk.”

“Can it wait?” Gary asked. “I want to check on Gramps.”

“It is about him,” Ash said. “Can we talk privately for a moment?”

Gary nodded, and Ash reached to his belt, grabbing a Pokéball. Espeon appeared and immediately put up an invisible wall around the two of them.

“Nobody can hear us,” Ash said quietly. “Or even see us.”

“What is this about?” Gary asked.

“I went to see him last night,” Ash said, his voice soft. “And something had changed. He had decided he didn’t want any further medical treatment.”

“But… Those machines were the only things keeping him alive.” Gary protested. “Why would he just refuse them?”

“Which is what I said. But he had decided that he didn’t want to fight to stay alive in pain for however long he had left. He wanted to leave his life the way he had lived it. On his terms.”

Gary felt his eyes begin to water. “Is he…”

“I stayed with him all night,” Ash said, pity and sorrow in his voice. “He didn’t want anybody else there. He had said his goodbyes. He wanted everybody to be able to move on with their lives.”

Gary opened his mouth, but nothing came out. Ash stepped forwards and wrapped his arms around the researcher as Gary broke down, sobs wracking his body.

“I’m so sorry,” Ash said as Gary clutched at him.

After a long minute, Gary pulled away from Ash, furiously wiping at his eyes.

“You should have sent for me,” Gary said, his tears turning to anger. “No matter what he said, I should have been there.”

“I agree,” Ash said, silencing Gary before he could get into his stride of anger. “But I felt that ignoring the last requests of a man I respected as much as your grandfather was wrong. He made his choice and I respected it.”

Gary started to talk, but Ash spoke over him.

“Espeon can bring the wall around us down if you like. Or Alakazam can take you straight to the hospital. Your grandfather will still be there.”

“I… I should explain to Misty,” Gary said brokenly.

“That is your choice,” Ash said. “I can explain and send her along shortly if you would prefer.”

“Yes,” Gary said, his voice choking as the tears flowed once again. “Yes, please.”

Ash nodded and turned to Espeon. “Call Alakazam. Take Gary and then bring the wall down.”

Espeon flicked her tail and a moment later Gary vanished. The air around Ash flickered and the group turned back to see him.

“Finally.” Misty said impatiently, before stopping in her tracks. “Where’s Gary?”

“He’s gone to the hospital,” Ash said heavily. “I’m afraid I’ve got something I need to explain to you.”


Ash sat quietly outside his house, meditating. He had come home after he had explained what had happened to Professor Oak to Misty who had insisted on being sent to Viridian City to see Gary. Ash had decided to give them the space they wanted to say their final goodbyes to Professor Oak. Death was never a good time for anybody and Ash wanted to avoid any confrontations.

He felt rather than heard movement in front of him and he opened his eyes to see Espeon and Alakazam approaching. Ash rose slowly, stretching as he headed towards his two Pokémon.

“Report.”

“Mellanie took a break and then returned to her fighting,” Espeon said. “If anything she was even more aggressive. Two Pokémon have been placed into the hospital after facing her.”

Ash sighed. “It is as I feared. Have you found Sam?”

“He went to see Mellanie after the fight.” Espeon translated from Alakazam. “Beautifly followed him. It didn’t go well.”

“Where is he now?”

“At his home.”

Ash nodded slowly. “We will have to go and see him at some point.”

“Now?”

“No. There is work to do before then.” Ash turned to Alakazam. “Well done at keeping track of everybody. However, you have a new task. I need to know what Mellanie is doing about Cynthia and the Officer Jenny that caused me to be exiled. Please find out for me.”

Alakazam nodded, before crossing his spoons. He vanished, leaving Ash alone with Espeon.

“Where are the others?” Espeon asked, falling into step next to her trainer as he started to walk.

“They are off training,” Ash said. “Focusing attacks off the island.”

“We will have to stop doing that if we move back.”

“When,” Ash said quietly.

“That’s changed.”

“It has had to. We need to be closer to events. Alakazam cannot keep being our only link back to the regions.”

“He can handle it.”

Ash smiled. “I know he can. But I don’t want him to have to. It isn’t fair on him.”

“I understand.”

The two walked in a companionable silence for a short distance before Espeon spoke again.

“I… Am not used to death.” She admitted. “And since I joined your team, I have gotten used to not losing anything. Or anyone.”

Ash didn’t say anything, instead letting his Pokémon speak her mind.

“Even when Charizard left, I knew that we could visit him. And on occasion we have. The loss of the Professor… It is permanent.”

Ash stopped walking and turned to face his Pokémon, a sad expression on his face.

“I grew to care for him over the years,” Espeon said. “And I know you did.”

“What do you want to know?” Ash asked gently.

“How are you so okay with it?” Espeon asked. “I just want to mourn him, yet you keep going. How?”

Ash reached down and stroked Espeon’s fur, causing her to purr slightly. “I will grieve for him when I can,” Ash said quietly. “And I will miss him. But life goes on.”

“But how does it?”

“Mortality is something that affects everybody eventually,” Ash said quietly. “When people you know start to die, you naturally start to consider your own mortality. The trick is to accept it as part of life and live your life to the fullest.”

“I think I understand,” Espeon said slowly. “But the Professor is the first person you were close to that died. Why are you not affected?”

“Because I saw him die fulfilled,” Ash answered. “He died peacefully, happy that he had lived a long and successful life.”

“What did you talk about?” Espeon asked.

“Nothing that would help you,” Ash said. “It was mostly about plans for the future.”

“Nothing to help you get over his death?”

“No. I knew I wouldn’t need anything.”

“But how?” Espeon’s voice conveyed a sense of desperation.

“I’m afraid each person has to come to it in their own way,” Ash said gently. “All I can say to help you is that he had no regrets. Samuel Oak felt it was his time and, so he passed away happy. Not many get to go so peacefully.”

Ash looked into his Pokémon’s eyes with an understanding in his eyes. “If you need time to come to terms with it, I can take some of your duties.” Ash offered. “I would understand.,

“No,” Espeon said instantly. “I am the guardian of the island, nothing can compromise it.”

“There you go then,” Ash said, reaching out and hugging his Pokémon. “Your life goes on. Whilst we can mourn those who have passed away, we cannot let their passing prevent us from living lives as fulfilling as theirs.”

There was a flicker of understanding in Espeon’s eyes and she nudged her trainer lovingly. As Ash rose to continue his walk, her mind reached out one final time.

“Thank you, Ash,” Espeon said. “I don’t know what I would do if I ever lost you.”

Ash chuckled. “I suspect you would survive about as well as I would.”

Espeon looked up at him with a confused look and Ash smiled down at her. “I rely on you just as much as you rely on me Espeon. When all my friends and family fell away, you stood by me when you barely knew me. I need you as much as you need me.”

“You have Pikachu,” Espeon said as they continued into the trees. “You would be fine.”

“I love Pikachu,” Ash said. “As I love all of my Pokémon. But only five of you stood by me through everything. That is a bond that will never break. No matter what happens Espeon, you will always have me.”


Misty stood at the entranceway to the hospital room, feeling utterly wretched. Inside, her husband was kneeling over his grandfather, tears streaming down his face as he clutched the old man’s hand. He hadn’t moved for the five minutes that she had stood and watched him. She knew she needed to move inside, to try to comfort Gary but her legs wouldn’t move. She had never felt so powerless in her life.

“Go.”

Misty turned slightly as she heard the soft voice at her shoulder. Delia Ketchum was stood there, leaning heavily on a walking stick, her own face stained with the tears that she had clearly cried over the death of her oldest friend.

“How?” Misty asked, feeling her own eyes welling up and blinking furiously to try to stop the tears flowing.

“You don’t have to do anything dear,” Delia said. “You only have to be there for him.”

Misty tried to speak, but the words wouldn’t come out. Delia pushed her gently, forcing her into the room. Misty stumbled, and her hand knocked against the door handle, the ring on her finger letting out a metallic clang as she regained her balance. Gary looked up at the noise and saw Misty stood there, looking at him.

“Red.”

“Gary,” Misty said, moving towards him and kneeling down, arms going around her husband. “I’m so sorry.”

Gary felt more tears flow and he turned to Misty who held him close, letting him cry into her shirt. “I should have been here for him,” Gary said, his voice muffled.

Misty couldn’t think of anything to say, so resorted to just holding Gary close, letting him let his emotion out. He kept talking, mumbling words into Misty until eventually the tears began to dry and he pulled away. Misty looked into her husband’s and saw the hurt there, the raw emotion.

“He didn’t want anybody there,” Gary said weakly. “Didn’t he know that we’d want to be there?”

Before Misty could answer, another voice spoke, soft and calm.

“Samuel Oak was one of the strongest and most intelligent men I knew.”

Gary looked over Misty’s shoulder to find Ash stood there, flanked by Alakazam and Espeon, already talking again.

“I wanted to be able to bring you to him,” Ash said sadly. “I asked him. But he had said his goodbyes. He didn’t want your last memories of him alive to be watching him suffer, to watch him struggle through the pain. He wanted you to remember him as stronger and more vibrant.”

“Did he die peacefully?” Gary asked, his voice barely a whisper.

“Yes,” Ash said. “He was ready. He knew it was his time and he departed, fulfilled and complete. Very few get to go that way.”

“What do I do now? Gary asked, still clinging to Misty’s arm for support.

“Mourn him,” Ash said softly. “But not like this. Mourn the fact that a great man has died, but also remember that he did and that he loved you. Remember all the good memories, cherish them and never forget. Show him the respect that he deserves in death.”

Gary rose to his feet and turned to look down at his grandfather.

“Is that what he wanted?” Gary asked, not turning around.

“It would be more than he would ever ask for,” Ash said quietly. “And the least that we could ever do for him.”


Ash sat quietly on a sofa inside his house, Espeon curled up next to him. His Pokémon were outside resting, some of them still eating after they had endured longer training sessions.

“Gary seemed to calm down after you spoke to him.” Espeon started cautiously. She felt Ash tense slightly next to her but not say anything. “I thought you wanted to give him space and then you went to help him. Which was it?”

“I didn’t want him to descend into a pit of despair after he lost his grandfather,” Ash said. “I didn’t want him to suffer. I’ve already caused too much of that in his life. I’ve already caused too much of that today.”

“Mellanie.” It wasn’t a question, but Ash nodded slowly regardless. “You think you made a mistake?”

“No,” Ash said. “But we did hurt her today.”

“Will she learn from it?”

Ash sighed. “I doubt it. She has been alone for too long, driven by anger. Today’s victory over her will only spur her to become even angrier.”

“You still blame yourself.” Again, it wasn’t a question, but Ash took it as such.

“I do. If we’d been there for her, she would not have gone down this path.”

“We couldn’t be there forever.”

“But we could have managed better.” Ash moved a hand, silencing Espeon as she prepared to argue further. “Yes, I am aware that she was hardly helpless when we left.”

“She was older than you were when you met me.”

Ash chuckled. “And I have been to my dark place. You know that; you stood with me through that. But Mellanie has gone to hers.”

“What will you do now?”

Espeon automatically translated as she heard Pikachu talk, approaching the two of them.

“We will protect those that she will lash out at,” Ash said. “Mellanie has stored up a lot of anger and she showed that today. There are those who do not deserve it being directed at them, but it will be.

“But how will you help her?” Pikachu pressed. “Because I don’t want to have to beat her again like I did today. I like Mellanie.”

“Unfortunately, the Mellanie that you liked would never have ordered an investigation into Officer Jenny,” Ash said calmly. “And I strongly suspect that we will be seeing an investigation of Cynthia’s involvement in the whole affair as well.”

“She is punishing those who forced us into, exile,” Espeon said. “Why?”

“Because she thinks that is what you wanted her to do,” Pikachu argued. “You never told her that you didn’t want that.”

“In a sense, you are right Pikachu,” Ash said soothingly. “I never told her that I didn’t want that. But I did teach her to be more understanding of others than she is being. Her strength is great, we saw that today. But she has missed out on the other aspect of our lessons; how to use that strength for the right reasons.”

“She thought she was righting a huge wrong.” Pikachu countered. “Surely you can say that that might have been a ‘right reason’?”

Ash chuckled. “I thought you would see it this way.” He looked down at Espeon who was still curled up against him. “Do you believe the same?”

“I believe that you disagree with her actions,” Espeon said diplomatically, causing Ash to laugh.

“If I had wanted a legal challenge to my exile, I would have done it myself,” Ash said. “Why do you think that I did not?”

“You wanted to investigate Cleffa and Sonia,” Espeon said instantly.

“I could have done that by staying as Pokémon Master,” Ash answered, just as quickly. He looked over at Pikachu. “Any ideas?”

Pikachu shook his head.

“We left because whilst a challenge would ultimately have been successful, it would have caused significant discord,” Ash said. “It would have been morally wrong to put myself above the millions of people who could suffer. Sinnoh was a region ready to split away, loyal behind Cynthia as it was. Kanto and Johto were liable to riot if they had found out then that I had been incorrectly exiled. Mellanie will bring these divisions back, dividing a world that should remain united.”

There was silence in the room as Pikachu and Espeon processed Ash’s words.

“So you didn’t want to come back?” Pikachu asked.

“I am very happy to be back,” Ash said. “And if Mellanie had gone about becoming Pokémon Master without travelling down a dark path of revenge, I would be proud of her. But she is motivated by revenge.”

“But aside from you, she is the strongest trainer around,” Espeon argued. “Surely it is her right to be Pokémon Master and do what she wants?”

Ash smiled, before reaching out and scratching Espeon behind the ears.

“In a way you are right. And some might argue that it is unfair of me to be holding her accountable when under usual circumstances, nobody would be doing so.” Ash sighed. “But I had such high hopes for Mellanie, I believed that she could be like us without making any of the mistakes we did. And yes, I do hold her to a very high standard, but part of her strength came from how we taught her, and we taught her more than just how to win battles. We taught her how to be a better person, how to use her strength to make a difference in the world. How to treat others with respect, no matter what they did to you.”

“But you gave Cynthia a warning before we left,” Espeon said. “And you told Mellanie that you would. She is just going on that.”

“Devil’s advocate, Espeon?” Ash asked. Espeon twisted her neck to meet his eyes, her expression challenging him. “I also warned Mellanie about hating Cynthia for merely doing what she thought was best. Do not forget that Cynthia was able to prevent any civil unrest across the four regions by taking the title. She did the best she could.”

“So you don’t blame her?” Espeon questioned.

“I do and I don’t,” Ash said with a grin. “She shouldn’t have tried to usurp me, and she could have done the right thing and acknowledged her mistake instead of hiding it. But she was in a very difficult position and she did the best she could.”

“So what will Mellanie do to her?” Pikachu asked.

“Investigation followed by impeachment I suspect,” Ash said bluntly. “This new Mellanie is not the forgiving type. She always had a steel within her but now she swings it around like a sword. She is acting on anger, driven by emotion instead of on the rationality that we taught her. I only hope Cynthia knows what is coming her way.”
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8. Chapter 8


Cynthia let the document fall from her grasp and land on her desk, before collapsing into her chair with a sigh.

“She just couldn’t let it go, could she?”

Lucian who was stood on the other side of Cynthia’s desk shook his head.

“It would appear not. Our new Pokémon Master has a vindictive streak.”

Cynthia looked down at the piece of paper again, before turning away. It was a summons to give evidence at the investigation into the suspended Chief of Hoenn Police. The Officer Jenny that Cynthia knew she would be accused of colluding with.

“Well you may want to start deciding how you want to redecorate.”

“Sorry?” Lucian said in surprise.

“There is a good chance after I give evidence, I will be impeached.” Cynthia admitted.

Lucian took an intake of breath. “It is really that bad?”

“With Mellanie Rigger driving it, yes.” Cynthia said, scorn pouring into the name of her successor. “She has had it out for me ever since Ash Ketchum went into exile. She blames me for it.”

“Unfairly?”

“Not as such.” Cynthia said. “But I suspect that if it were down to Ketchum, I think I would be safe.”

“Well he is back.” Lucian offered. “Perhaps he can temper the new Pokémon Master?”

Cynthia snorted derisively. “I doubt that somehow. Him thrashing her has only managed to make her even angrier. It is unlike him to make a mistake like that. I fear he may have lost his touch.”

“Well, Sinnoh will stand by you.” Lucian said. “You’ve been our leader for so long.”

“Thank you Lucian.” Cynthia said, rising to shake her subordinates hand as he turned for the door. “I guess I’d best start planning my defence.”

“Good luck.” Lucian said seriously from the doorway. “I think you’ll need it.”

Cynthia watched the door swing shut and then let herself flop into her chair. She picked up the legal summons again and scanned it. On the face of it, there was nothing wrong. Cynthia had been heavily involved in the case that was the basis for the improper conduct charge, it would have been unusual for her not to give evidence. But Cynthia knew that whilst she could not lie, the truth would paint a target squarely on her back. She shut her eyes and rubbed at them. After so long as the Sinnoh Champion, it would be a sad end for her career. Her fall from the head of the world to a nobody would be staggeringly quick.

“Lucian’s heart is in the right place, but I do hope that he doesn’t expect the Sinnoh region to turn against the justice system.”

Cynthia’s eyes snapped open. Stood in front of her desk stood a figure she recognized very well. The iconic hat was firmly on his head, his black jacket fluttering slightly in some impossible breeze. Cynthia felt her heart accelerate as she rose to her feet to face down Ash Ketchum.


Misty let out a yawn that caused Sam to smile sympathetically. He knew how hard the last few days had been for her, the days since Samuel Oak’s death had seen her become progressively more tired. He had offered to spare her from the weekly meeting that he had with his Elite Four, but she had shot him down. She had even managed to arrive on time, but she looked exhausted.

“What else do we need to look at?” Sam turned to look at Alicia, the first of his Elite Four. It was a question that she asked almost weekly as the meetings moved to their conclusion, her impatient nature trying to drive them along. Of all his Elites, Alicia had been the one he had been the last sure of. She was a formidable trainer, but he had often wondered if she was cut out for the political nuances of the role. She had done a good job in the last three years overseeing the progress of all Gyms in the Kanto region, travelling to each of them regularly to give tuition to the trainees there. And more than half of all challengers went down to her Fire Pokémon. Even Typhlosion found struggled against her own powerhouse, a ferocious Infernape. Typhlosion still held an undefeated record against Alicia’s Pokémon, a record that only Gyarados could match in the entire Elite Four.

“Just three items left.” Sam said his voice placating. “Firstly, we’ve had a request for an official visit to the Saffron tournament.”

A groan came from Jack, Sam’s Grass-using second Elite. “Do we have to send somebody?”

Sam chuckled. “Yes. And it is your job as the events coordinator.”

Jack threw his boss an unhappy look but glanced at Rose who was sat at the end of the table taking minutes. “Fine.” Jack said. “I’ll do it.”

Sam nodded before glancing down at the agenda in front of him once again. “

“Next up is a funding request for the expansion of the Vermillion Port. Rose?

Rose looked up from where she was typing and consulted a sheet next to her. As his third Elite, she was more serious than Jack or Alicia. She was incredibly methodical, which had made her perfect for managing the economic policies for the Kanto region. Under her watchful gaze, they had managed to ensure that the region’s government was debt-free. They actually had an annual surplus, which was used to provide funding for special requests, as well as being invested to give the region a greater return.

“Lieutenant Surge has requested that as the largest port in Kanto, Vermillion City should be given further funding to expand. He envisages adding further docks, with the accompanying warehouses and industry that would be supported by the expanded port. He has secured investment from three major shipping companies to fund the majority of the dock area, whilst he has issued provisional planning permission for the supporting industries.”

“So why does he need more money from us?” Misty asked.

“Vermillion itself is funding the stop gap for the dockland area that the shipping companies will not provide.” Rose said. “Whilst they have agreed to preferential docking rights over the new docks for the next ten years, they will not provide all the funding for them. This has left the city unable to provide grants for the industrial area. That is what the funding is requested for.”

“How much larger does he want the docks?” Alicia asked.

“It is aimed to be a seven percent expansion.”

“Can we afford it?”

Eyes snapped to Rose as she pondered Sam’s question.

“We can, but I would recommend offering a deal whereby we provide a loan to Vermillion, to be paid back from the increased port revenue. This will give us an expected payback period of some twelve years, providing an income for that time, as well as giving us a reasonable return on the investment.”

“Good enough for me.” Sam said with a smile. “Give him the go ahead for the loan, provided that you are happy with the deal from our end.”

Rose inclined her head, and Sam glanced down at the final item.

“Finally, as I am sure you are all aware, Professor Samuel Oak passed away this week.” Sam said. “He was the Kanto Regional Professor for a record number of years, and made several significant breakthroughs in the field of Pokémon studies. The fact that he devoted his life to helping the trainers of Kanto, a life of public service means that I believe we should hold a state funeral.”

Sam looked around the table, seeing nods from his Elites. “This would be a first for any Regional Professor in any region.”

“If anybody deserves it, it is Oak.” Jack said instantly. He looked over at Misty. “What do you have to say about it?”

“I cannot have an opinion as he is a member of my family.” Misty said softly. “But the assistance that he has given every Kanto trainer is invaluable.”

Alicia nodded. “I remember when I first met him. I’d been given Chimchar some of my family in Sinnoh, but I still went to see him to get my Pokédex. He gave me a long talk about what I should expect and how to best care for my Pokémon. When I told him I wanted to be a Fire-trainer, he smiled and gave me some burn ointment.”

“Every trainer who has come through Kanto has similar stories.” Rose said matter-of-factly. “We can easily afford a state funeral in the current budget and it would be proper.”

Sam nodded. “We’ll do it then. Jack, if you could make the arrangements.”

“Of course.” Jack said. “I assume you’ll want it in Indigo?”

“Yes.”

“And are we inviting the Pokémon Master?”

There was a frosty silence in the room as Sam gazed at Jack.

“We should.” Sam said. “It would be wrong to exclude the Pokémon Master, and Mellanie knew him on a personal level as well.”

“I’ll handle it.” Jack offered.

“No.” Sam said, his voice very quiet. “I’ll handle the Pokémon Master.” He rose from his seat. “Thank you all. May all our meetings go as smoothly as this one.”

The members of the Kanto Elite Four watched their Champion turn and stride out of the conference room, leaving an uneasy silence behind him.


“You’re back.” Cynthia said softly, trying to look through the shadow cast by Ash’s hat but failing to make out any facial features.

“You knew that.” Ash answered.

“I meant… I don’t know.” Cynthia said. “But… I’m sorry Ash.”

“Sorry?”

“For what I did.” Cynthia said. “I should never have taken your title. I should never have forced you into exile. I was wrong.”

“I appreciate that.” Ash said, still unmoving.

There was a long silence as Cynthia looked at the motionless figure in front of her. “Why are you here?” She asked eventually.

“I had assumed that Mellanie would have made her move against you by now.” Ash said. “Whilst she has forgotten many things that I taught her, she has not forgotten how to be ruthless.”

“But she has become vindictive.” Cynthia said, before catching herself. “Sorry.”

“That is the second time you have said that to me already.”

“I… Yes.” Cynthia felt her mind race, along with her heart. Ash had still not moved and she had no idea what he was here for. His final words to her before his exile were still burned in her brain.

“And when I return, you will have to face a reckoning. Until then, you have to lead the world.”

“Why are you here?” she asked again.

“I am here to do what I always tried to do.” Ash said, his voice still level. “When I was Pokémon Master I fought to protect the world. It was why I returned from the Wilds initially, it was why I was so heavily involved in the fiasco that led to me being arrested, and it was why I left when I did. My priority was, above all, to ensure that the four regions are protected.”

“From what?” Cynthia asked.

“From everything.” Ash took a chair in front of the desk, before removing his hat, waiting for Cynthia to o the same. His good eye burned into Cynthia’s, his look penetrating all the way to her soul. “From inside the regions, I suspect you never realised how fragile they are.”

It took all of Cynthia’s self-control to prevent herself from scoffing. “Fragile?”

“Let me put it this way.” Ash said. “When you were Pokémon Master the first time, if the legendary Pokémon had attacked a region, what would the other regions have done?”

“I don’t understand.” Cynthia said.

“You couldn’t beat them.” Ash said, his voice patient as if he were explaining something to a child. “You would have had to endure. And huge damage would have been done. By forcing Tobias to release his Pokémon, we were able to avoid any divisions being created. If one region was badly attacked, wealth would have to be diverted. Now imagine that Kanto had an economic problem at the same time as Sinnoh was savaged by legendary Pokémon. Would Kanto have still send financial aid to Sinnoh to help repair the damage?”

Cynthia opened her mouth and shut it again, unsure of what to say.

“The four regions are that.” Ash said. “Four. And under your initial stewardship they remained that way. Under my leadership we brought them closer. And you threw it all into disarray.”

“I did what I thought was best at the time.” Cynthia protested.

“What you did nearly caused a split in the four regions.” Ash said. “You nearly became the Pokémon Master who broke them apart. Sinnoh was headed on a collision course with the rest. Lucian is entirely correct, your region loves you. Conversely, Johto loves Mellanie. This has brought both regions into opposition. Usually this wouldn’t have caused a problem. The Pokémon Master should be above this level of petty politicking. But you and Mellanie had brought it back down. It is not a title to be fought over to enable you to get one over the other. It is a responsibility to lead the world, to protect the people of the four regions.”

“So why are you here?” Cynthia asked for a third time.

Ash’s lip curled slightly. “I’m here to ensure that you don’t do anything stupid. Let me handle Mellanie. I know you Cynthia. I know you will want to fight against Mellanie. She will throw the weight of the legal system at you, and you will fight it every step of the way. And the longer it is drawn out, the more time there is for opinions to change. Sinnoh will turn against the Pokémon Master. Johto will fall in behind her. Kanto will most likely do the same; I am from there after all. The Pokémon League will be in danger of falling apart as the regions drift away from each other. It could even lead to civil war.”

“Do you think it will truly be that bad?” Cynthia asked. “Civil war, just because Mellanie wishes to have me impeached?”

“Yes.” Ash said bluntly. “So I ask you to trust me. I can handle Mellanie, and protect you from what is to come. But I need your complete trust.”

Cynthia laughed. She hadn’t meant to, but she couldn’t help herself.

“You expect me to trust you?” she asked. “After the way that we parted?”

“I do.” Ash said. “For two very simple reasons. Firstly, if I wanted to get revenge, Mellanie is doing a great deal to enable that to happen for me. Secondly, you don’t have a choice.”

“I’m preparing a legal defence.” Cynthia said, somewhat snappily. Ash treated her to a sad smile.

“And if that is all you have, you will be removed. Legally what you did was in the wrong and we both know it. You cannot beat Mellanie in this. So don’t. Let me do it.”

Cynthia leaned back in her chair, considering it for a long moment. “Very well. I will put my faith in you.”

Ash rose from his chair and held a hand out. “Just like old times then.”

Cynthia shook it firmly. “One day it will be like that again.”


Ash stood quietly, contemplating the memorial to Sonia. It was a place he often found himself drawn to when he needed somewhere to think. The memory of his greatest failure was enough to drive him forwards in avoiding the same mistakes. He wasn’t surprised that Cynthia was in denial. It was not an illogical assumption that he might retake his title and have her come back and work for him. But the unstable nature of the regions meant that in the end, Cynthia would almost certainly have to step aside. He would probably have to return as Pokémon Master though. If the divisions that had been laid three years previously were still as deep as he feared, only somebody with the authority of him in his prime would be enough. The question he was unsure about was whether he could get back to that level of authority.

He didn’t react as he heard footsteps behind him, but he felt his mother approaching. Ash smiled slightly as he heard her sigh.

“Here again?”

“Yes.”

Delia shook her head. She had never known her son to display the kind of guilt that he showed over Sonia. And whilst she hadn’t known him for the years he had been away, it was still hard to understand.

“Where were you this morning?” Delia asked.

“In Sinnoh.” The corner of Ash’s mouth curled up slightly.

“Sinnoh?”

Ash turned to look at his mother. “I decided to visit Cynthia.”

Delia moved up to stand next to her son, her hand resting gently on his shoulder. “A friendly visit?”

Ash chuckled. “This one was actually. I wanted to ensure she didn’t do anything stupid.”

“Because that worked so well last time.”

“Thank you Espeon.” Ash said sharply. “We have moved on from that.”

“I still don’t think we should have.” Espeon argued, moving forwards from where she had been waiting quietly. “She drove you away.”

“You still don’t understand.” Ash said softly. “You never have Espeon. The important thing isn’t what happens to us. It is what happens to the four regions, to the world.”

“That isn’t your responsibility.” Delia said, sadness in her voice. “Nobody expects you to put everything else first.”

“I know they don’t.” Ash said. “And if I hadn’t wanted to, we could have stayed out in the Wilds. It is no longer our responsibility.”

“Is that why you haven’t told Alakazam to move the island back yet?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to walk away again?” Delia asked her son. He turned and met her eyes, his powerful gaze nearly causing her to take a step back.

“No. And we will move the island back at the right moment. That moment has not yet arrived.”

Ash turned back to the memorial in front of him.

“I am trying to decide whether to save Officer Jenny.”

“Jenny?” Espeon asked in surprise. “But we went to see Cynthia!”

“We did. But if Mellanie is coming for Cynthia, she will have dealt with the police. Which means that the Officer Jenny will be being investigated.”

“Can you help her?” Delia asked.

“Why would we want to help her?”

“We would want to help her because she was caught up in events far bigger than her, events that she couldn’t cope with.” Ash said. “But I am unsure how easily we could help her. Mellanie is more unstable than I thought, bringing us into direct opposition with her carries its own risks.”

“There is your answer then.” Delia said with a slight air of superiority. “If you want to know the dangers of opposing Mellanie, go and ask her.”

Ash chuckled. “I’ve considered that. And I think I will.” Ash turned to Espeon. “I’ll need Alakazam to take me to Indigo Plateau. After that he is to return here and prepare to move the island back. To give our further actions strength, we need to be on top of events.”

“Understood. When do you want to leave?”

“As soon as we get back to the house.”


Mellanie was sulking. If you had asked her she would be more likely to describe it as brooding, but to herself she would admit it, there was nothing else for it. She had spent the last three days in her office, only venturing out to deliver destruction to those who were still persisting in challenging her. Every time she thrashed somebody she hoped she was regaining some of the authority that came with her position. The Pokémon Master was entitled to respect, the awe that others had for her because of the strength of her Pokémon. Ash had managed to destroy that. In under an hour he had obliterated her. Despite training with him for five years, she had never felt so utterly outclassed. The aggression that Pikachu attacked with had been telling. The little Pokémon had taken the fight seriously. It was sobering to be shown how utterly outclassed she was. How utterly outclassed she still was. For all her strength, Ash remained above. It was almost as if he fought different battles to everybody else.

The knock on the door drew Mellanie’s glare. The number of challengers had fallen significantly, meaning that the staff were able to inform her of each one in person. The ferocity that she was now battling with was enough to dissuade most from taking her on. But she didn’t want to go and fight. She had two days left in her month of battling and she just wanted them over. She wanted to be able to retreat, to rebuild her image and strength. To recover from her humiliation. She had never thought Ash capable of fighting her like that. She had seen him do it to opponents for years, but she always thought there was a line. She thought she was safe but apparently, she was not.

The knock came again, and Mellanie snapped. “What?” she barked at the wood.

It swung inwards slowly, and Mellanie froze. Stood in front of her, patiently waiting was Ash.

“You.” She stammered out.

“Yes.” Ash said. “Me. May I come in?”

“Would what I say make a difference?” Mellanie snapped, her anger giving her the ability to move again.

“No.” Ash said mildly. “But it would be nice to be permitted.”

“Fine. Come in. Say what you want to say.”

Ash smiled as he stepped inside, the door swinging shut behind him. He took a chair facing across the desk and leaned back.

“It’s not often I sat on this side.” Ash said, looking around. “I was always better on the other side.”

Mellanie looked askance at him, refusing to talk while Ash reminisced. A moment later he focused back on her.

“Sorry Mellanie, I’m not being very helpful here. I didn’t come here to think about what once was.”

“Then why did you come here?” Mellanie asked. “To further embarrass me?”

“No.” Ash said. “And in all of my three years away, I never envisaged returning quite like I did. But you changed the playing field.”

“I brought you back onto the playing field.” Mellanie retorted. “And your thanked me by utterly humiliating me. No Pokémon Master has ever lost a battle in the month of battling. None except me. You wrote me into the record books Ash.”

“I remember when such a defeat wouldn’t matter to you.” Ash said softly. There was a moment as Mellanie looked angry but her face fell into a jumble of conflicting emotions.

“That was some time ago.”

“Not that long.” Ash said. “Not so long you couldn’t get back to it.”

“So that is it.” Mellanie said. “You want me to go back to the timid battler I once was?”

“You were never timid Mellanie.” Ash said sadly. “But now you are misguided. I once warned you about letting revenge motivate you, but you appear to have forgotten.”

Mellanie stared at him in disbelief. “You are here to tell me that?”

“What did you expect?” Ash asked, his voice still maddeningly calm. “Me to sit here and talk through the battle like we used to?”

“Like we used to?” Mellanie half-shouted. “If we were like we used to, you wouldn’t have destroyed my team like that!”

“And we come back to that.” Ash said, his voice tinged with regret. “Whatever you want to say Mellanie, say it. I can take it.”

Mellanie rose to her feet, her entire body trembling with emotion. “You want me to speak my mind? Fine.”

She turned and started pacing, her fury building as she let all the words that had built up inside her flow out.

“Three years ago you promised me that we would be partners.” Mellanie spat, the venom in her voice clear. “You agreed to let me help you. You even thrashed Totodile, all in the name of teaching me. You think I’d forgotten what you were capable of?”

Ash sat perfectly still, only his eyes moving as they tracked Mellanie’s pacing.

“And then you left. You let yourself be driven into exile. You left me. And as your partner, all I could think about was to bring you back. And so that is what I did. I worked. I trained. I was let down by those around me, those who didn’t understand. I gave up everything for you Ash. I gave everything to bring you back. Nobody else could have done what I did. And when I was able to, the first thing I did was bring you back. I let you come home.”

Tears started to flow down Mellanie’s face as she stopped pacing. She put her hands on her desk, glaring across at her former mentor.

“And what is the first thing you did? You hid from me. You went behind my back. Who was the first person you saw when you came back? You went to Sam. The other person who I thought I could rely on. The other person who let me down. You didn’t give me a chance. You assumed what he said was true about me. You trusted him, believed what he said about me. And then you came out and thrashed me. Is that what partners do Ash?”

She threw herself back into her chair, energy all consumed by her rant.

Ash watched her, chest heaving with emotion as she glared across the table at him. He tilted his head slightly to one side.

“Is there anything else you want to say?”

Mellanie laughed, a mirthless sound.

“You want more Ash? I trusted you. More than anybody else, I trusted you. I trusted you to do what was right. And when I saw a chance to bring you back, I knew I had to take it. I upheld my side of the partnership, you let me down.”

Ash nodded. “I am sorry that I had to leave Mellanie, truly I am.”

“Then why?” Mellanie asked, desperation in her voice. “Why did you leave me?”

“If I had stayed, what would have happened?” Ash asked, his voice still infuriatingly calm.

“You would have proven your innocence!” Mellanie snapped. “You could have come back, faced the police, faced a trial. When your name was cleared, you would have become Pokémon Master. Cynthia would have been pushed to one side, Officer Jenny would have been in trouble.”

“And you don’t see the danger?” Ash asked.

“You would be Pokémon Master!” Mellanie said, exasperation showing now. “What is the worst that they could do?”

“What Cynthia could do, very little.” Ash said. “But you have misunderstood what the world was like when I left. Rifts were growing between the regions. Kanto and Johto were unhappy with the way that Cynthia came back to power, and the investigation into myself. There was significant opposition to the Pokémon League, only kept in check because of Sam becoming Kanto Champion. His ties to me were well known by that point, which helped keep the peace. Sinnoh fell in line behind Cynthia, in direct opposition to me.”

“And as Pokémon Master, you could have dealt with the problems.”

Ash shook his head sadly. “You will learn that the authority of the Pokémon Master is not limitless. You need to learn how to play politics Mellanie.”

“And you can teach me?” She said scornfully. “No thank you Ash. I trusted you once. And when I told you that I needed you, you abandoned me.”

Ash sighed, the first evidence of his frustration. “Do not do this Mellanie.”

“Do what?” She asked. “Take back control of my life? You claim to be so good at being ahead Ash, have you not worked it out yet?”

When Ash didn’t respond, Mellanie took it as permission to carry on.

“I don’t need you anymore Ash.” She said. “You are the only trainer in the world who can beat me, nobody else can. Aside from you, I am at the top of the world. So, either challenge me for the title, or leave me alone. I am done taking advice from a mentor who I cannot rely on.”

Ash swallowed down the hurt that Mellanie’s vindictive fury was causing him, before rising from his seat. “I take it by this that you will not listen to me?”

“No.” Mellanie said. “You need to decide whether you trust me to do the right thing. If you can’t, why should I trust you?”

“Because I had to leave before I could teach you everything that I wanted to.” Ash said sadly. “And for that, I am sorry. But you will learn one way or another.”

Mellanie sneered at Ash. “You cannot accept that I have outgrown what you need me for.” She said. “I thought what I wanted was you to return, but you’ve proven me wrong there. I am alone, and I will work alone.”

Ash extended his hand out to Mellanie who looked at it like it would burn her. “Thank you for seeing me, Pokémon Master.” Ash said quietly. “And I urge you to think about what I have said, or we will be in direct opposition.”

Mellanie looked at the hand with scorn written across her face. “Then you truly have betrayed me. Get out Ash.”

Ash retracted his hand and turned on his heel, striding out of the office. As the door swung shut behind him, Mellanie let her shoulders drop, emotion running through her body. Tears started to flow, dripping onto her desk as she stared at the door her mentor had just left through.

A pulling on her leg showed Totodile standing there, sorrow written across his face.

“Dile?” he asked.

“You heard.” Mellanie said. “Ash will be working against us. We are now completely alone.” A vicious smile spread across her features. “Where we are at our best.”


Ash took a deep breath as he stood in the elevator, heading for the ground floor. He knew that whilst he could have Alakazam teleport him where he needed to go, he needed to go through the proper channels. As the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened, the receptionist looked up in surprise.

“Can I help you sir?” she called out as Ash exited. He smiled slightly and headed to the desk.

“Yes, I…” Ash broke off as the receptionist stared at him. “Sorry, is everything okay?”

“Ash Ketchum.” The receptionist said, looking pleased with herself.

“Yes.” Ash said, before a memory flickered in his mind. “You’ve met me here before.”

“I’ve managed this office for years.” The woman said with a slight smile. “I worked here when you were Pokémon Master.”

“Well, I’m not anymore.” Ash said. “Anyway, I am intending to offer my insight into the ongoing investigation into Officer Jenny, Chief of Hoenn Police.”

The woman’s jaw dropped for a moment before she smiled slightly. “I would ask how you know about that investigation, but I remember what you were like.”

Ash inclined his head and waited.

“I cannot help you unfortunately.”

Ash smiled. “You don’t have to. Please enter my intention into your system, so that there is evidence. I know from where the investigation is being conducted.”

The receptionist shook her head in disbelief as she typed on the keyboard. “Yes Sir.” She hesitated a moment before courage pushed her forwards. “May I ask you something?”

Ash nodded.

“Will you become Pokémon Master again?”

“I’m afraid I can’t answer that either way at the moment.” Ash said as he turned away.

“I wish you would sir,” the receptionist said as Ash headed for the door. “You were the best Pokémon Master that I’ve worked for.”

As Ash vanished through the doors he showed no sign of having heard, but the receptionist knew that he would have.

The phone on her desk rang, causing Officer Jenny to look up in surprise. It had been a very quick investigation for her to lead, one of the most open and shut cases she had ever worked on. Her colleague was plainly guilty. She was nearly ready to return her report and file for prosecution.

She picked up the phone. “Officer Jenny, internal affairs?”

“Apologies Jenny, but there is somebody here who feels they have evidence to contribute to your investigation.”

“My investigation? How do they even know about it?”

There was an element of humour in the voice at the other end of the phone. “The person of interest is Ash Ketchum.”

Jenny sat bolt upright. “Ketchum?”

“Yes.”

“Very well. I’ll come and collect him for interview.”

“Understood.” The line went dead, and Jenny grabbed a notepad from her desk draw, before hurrying out towards the front of the Indigo Plateau police station. The chance to interview the man who had been wrongfully prosecuted was usually the basis for an internal affairs investigation. Jenny was not about to let the chance pass her by.






9. Chapter 9


“So, Mr Ketchum, you wish to give evidence with regards to the investigation into the actions of the Chief of Hoenn Police in her arrest of you when you were Pokémon Master?”

Ash nodded. “As both the Pokémon Master at the time and the target of her investigation, I probably have the best picture of events.”

“It was some time ago, so your evidence may have that taken into account,” Jenny said as she scribbled into her notepad.

“I understand,” Ash said with a slight smile.

“Good. So, to start, can you please explain how you came to be arrested.”

Ash leaned back in his chair slightly.

“Of course. The investigation was started after an interview was given by a woman known as Sonia Rukan. She claimed she was being persecuted by me and sought protection from the police. In line with her responsibilities, Officer Jenny ensured that she was protected.”

“The same Ms Rukan who vanished shortly after your arrest?”

“Yes,” Ash said with a sigh. “Sonia was, unfortunately, making misguided claims, once that have since I believe been proven to be false.”

As Jenny nodded, Ash took a drink from the glass on the table in front of him, giving his interviewer time to scribble more down. He knew that she would record the interview, so he had to be careful about what he said, but he intended to give her a version of the truth.

“The investigation proceeded but given the high-profile nature an investigation into the Pokémon Master, I asked Cynthia Shirona, who at the time was working for me at Indigo Plateau in addition to being Sinnoh Champion, to go to Hoenn to assist.”

“Could this have been considered to be an undue influence?” Jenny asked, curiosity in her voice. “Your successor as Pokémon Master has already trod on the line of interfering with the police in her short time in her role.”

Ash chuckled. “I assume you are talking about Mellanie Rigger, in which case I would hope that you would not consider me to have the same bluntness as her. I gained significant political nous in my time as Pokémon Master. Cynthia was sent to assist in the investigation, and she did not report to me throughout.”

Jenny nodded. “That does match the other reports. Please continue.”

“There isn’t much more about my arrest,” Ash said. “I next saw Cynthia after awarding Sam Fernandez the title of Kanto Champion. Officer Jenny correctly spotted that I did not have any Pokémon with me and chose to make her move, arresting me underneath Indigo Stadium.”

“Why didn’t you have your Pokémon?”

“They were resting at my home.”

“Which is where?”

Ash smiled slightly. “Can I trust that this information is kept confidential?”

Jenny put her pen down and made a steeple with her fingers. “It will remain in police records but be kept secret from anybody else.”

“Forgive me for not putting complete faith in the force given the circumstances,” Ash said. “But I do wish to assist the police, so please take this as a token in that regard. I live on the island that was once christened Mystery Island.”

Jenny’s eyes narrowed. “That island hasn’t been seen for years.”

“My Pokémon and I moved it when we were forced into exile by the warrant for my arrest,” Ash said. “It is likely to be moved back shortly. Is any of this relevant?”

“Not to the case,” Jenny was all business again. “After your arrest, how did the prosecuting officer carry out interrogations?”

“From my knowledge of standard procedure, poorly,” Ash said. “It felt that she had a vendetta against me.”

Jenny made a note and sighed. Whilst the interview was going the way she was expecting, she had hoped that Ash would have been able to do something other than simply confirm everything else that her investigation had turned up.

“Thank you, Mr Ketchum,” Jenny said, snapping her notebook shut. “This has confirmed a great deal of what we already knew.”

Ash leaned forwards slightly. “Are there no further questions?”

“Nothing from me,” Jenny said, and it was true. Her colleague had clearly pursued a vindictive and frivolous prosecution against Ketchum. The evidence accrued from clearing the name of the man in front of her was pretty damning. “Unless you want to tell me how you knew about this investigation? Internal Affairs cases are usually confidential.”

Ash smirked. “I trained Mellanie. Whilst she has changed in my time away, I know how she works. It wasn’t hard to work this out.”

Jenny felt a smile slip onto her face. “I suppose it was not.” She rose from her chair and extended a hand. “Thank you for coming in Mr Ketchum, this has been most helpful.”

Ash remained seated and ignored the hand for a moment. “There is something that I am curious about though?”

“Oh?”

“I would have thought that if the officer in question chose to resign, given the publicity of the case, the police would allow her to do so. Instead of an Internal Affairs case which will create public condemnation of the force, whilst giving no true benefit. Did she not resign?”

Jenny froze, her hand still extended. “I… There is no such policy in the force.”

Ash’s lip curled. “She did, didn’t she?”

“You know I cannot confirm that,” Jenny said slightly stiffly.

Ash shook his head in disbelief. “Mellanie really couldn’t let it go. Would I be correct in suggesting that the Pokémon Master requested that this case is passed on?”

Jenny felt the shock in her system return with a vengeance. She couldn’t remember being so thrown in an interview before, the man in front of her was asking questions that she was confident he already knew the answers to.

“You don’t have to answer now; your silence confirms it for me,” Ash said quietly. “However, I would like to formally request a closing of the case. As the aggrieved party, I would be happy with the officer in question resigning from her position.”

Jenny’s draw dropped. She was absolutely stupefied as Ash rose to his feet and shook her still extended hand. He turned for the door, stopping when she finally managed to get some words out.

“But… Why?”

Ash turned and looked back at her. “Are you still recording?”

Jenny nodded, not trusting her voice to support her.

“It was three years ago. She was not herself throughout the investigation, I have had it confirmed for me by a very powerful Pokémon that she was being unduly influenced. Further punishment other than resignation would be disproportional.”

And with that Ash left, leaving a thoroughly flabbergasted police officer behind him.


Sam took a deep breath as he stood in front of the door to the Pokémon Master’s office. The receptionist had been forcibly polite when he had requested a meeting, but Sam knew her well enough to know that she was not expecting it to go well. It was fair enough, he didn’t think it would go well either. Three years ago, even if he had predicted such an acrimonious fallout with Mellanie, he would have expected her to be able to put aside their differences for the greater good. As Pokémon Master, Ash knew that Mellanie should be at the funeral, and hoped that she would understand that. Yet with the changes that she had undergone, he was less sure. Although it would mean that he saw his friend once again. Sam had seen her more in the month since she took her title than he had in the two years previously, even if the meetings tended to end very badly for him.

He raised his hand and knocked, waiting. A few moments later he heard Mellanie’s voice calling for him to enter.

“You finally decided to come in., Mellanie said from behind her desk. She made no effort to rise or to greet Sam.

“I… Yes., Sam said meekly. “I’m not sure how welcome I am in this office these days.”

“Well, you seem to make it your personal mission to be permanently on my bad side these days Sam,” Mellanie said, unsmiling. “So I am sure you can work it out from there.”

“It is not intentional.”

There was a short bark of humourless laughter from Mellanie. “And yet, here we are. What do you want Sam?”

“Two days ago I had a meeting with my Elite Four.” Sam started. “We agreed that for his years of service, Professor Samuel Oak deserves a state funeral.”

“I see.”

“We will be inviting the leaders of all four regions to pay their respects.” Sam continued. “And I would like to extend an invitation to you as well. Given how well you knew the Professor, as well as your rank, I would like you to be there.”

Mellanie considered it for a moment. “Will you be inviting Ash?”

“There will be space for Oak’s family and friends at the funeral, as would be proper. I suspect that Gary will invite Ash.”

Mellanie nodded. “You are correct Sam, I would be expected to attend and so will do so. Is there anything else?”

Sam rose from his chair. “In a formal context, no.”

“Then thank you,” Mellanie said, returning to the screen in front of her. Sam acknowledged his cold dismissal, turning and walking out, slightly confused. The cool reserve that Mellanie was now showing contrasted with anything he had seen from her since she had taken her title. Yet she was still distant. Sam squared his shoulders as he strode down the hallway. He could only guess at one person that could affect such a startling change in Mellanie so quickly. Whatever Ash had done, it had not brought back the Mellanie he knew. And now he couldn’t understand what was going on for her underneath the formality of the Pokémon Master. He sighed as he headed for the elevator. He did trust Ash, but he wished he could move a little quicker.


Steven Stone put the report down, before leaning back in his chair and rubbing his eyes. It had been a tough few weeks for him since Mellanie had become Pokémon Master, with focus inevitably falling on his region after the investigation into Ash Ketchum completely fell apart. And now he had the report that he knew he would. He had been there when Jenny and Cynthia realised that they had been fooled. And he had been there when Mellanie had told them how cowardly they were. And he had even tried to explain to Mellanie the logic behind their decisions when she told them she wouldn’t rest until she had cleared Ash’s name.

Steven prided himself on being more politically astute than any of the other regional leaders. His popularity in his own region helped significantly, but he knew more than anybody what it took to stay at the top. He had expended a not inconsiderable amount of his own wealth in producing a network of contacts that was unrivalled among trainers. Hundreds of people owed him favours and he was not reticent in calling them in. Coupled with the network of the Pokémon League in Hoenn, it meant that Steven could track almost anything. Promising trainers were identified early and tracked, before being brought into his elite circle when they were ready. Problems were identified early, and solutions instigated before anybody else knew they even existed. Hoenn didn’t necessarily have the affluence of Johto which was considered the most prosperous of the regions, but it was by far the most stable.

It had been his network of contacts that had meant that he knew more about Mellanie Rigger than anybody else in the world prior to her ascension to the top. When she was out of the regions, even Steven couldn’t follow her, but whenever she came back, he was given an appraisal of her strength within days. When she had entered the World League, Steven had suspected that she would win. He had even chosen not to warn Cynthia of the ferocity of her opponent in the final. If Cynthia had known she might have been able to hold Mellanie off a little longer, but it hadn’t been his place. One of the hallmarks of his intelligence network was how little of the information was shared around. Steven used it for himself but not for anybody else. But he had found that a small application of pressure in the right place could solve almost any problem if it was applied early enough.

As a result of his hard work, it was very rare for Steven to be surprised. Yet just as he was planning to end the day, the cough from across the room caused him to experience that very emotion. The reaction was amusing for his unexpected visitor. Steven sat bolt upright, spinning in his chair to stare at the source of the intrusion. He was halfway to his feet before he realised who it was and sat back down.

“So, it is possible to surprise you,” Ash said with a slight smile.

“How did you get in here?” Steven asked.

“When you have Pokémon as powerful as mine, teleporting anywhere is straightforward.”

“No flash from the teleport?” Steven asked, his curiosity suddenly piqued.

“Alakazam managed to dampen it,” Ash said, selecting a chair and sitting opposite the Hoenn Champion. “It took him a long time, and if you look closely it is still there, but it is far smaller than on a regular teleport.”

“Interesting,” Steven said, and he meant it. It was a sign of the level of the former Pokémon Master that his Pokémon were able to develop such abilities. And as he was fond of saying, any information is good information. “What can I do for you then, Champion?”

Ash chuckled. “I haven’t been Champion for years.”

“You still are,” Steven said drily. “Nobody else would break into here like you have.”

“True. Anyway, I have come to see what your thoughts are on the investigation into your Chief of Police.”

Steven picked up the report once again and held it out. “There is nothing in here that you don’t already know. But the case will be prosecuted, and she will be found guilty. The evidence is incontrovertible.”

Ash declined the folder with a small hand movement. “You’re correct, I know everything in it. But I don’t need you to parrot the police line. What are your thoughts?”

“Her mistake was years ago,” Steven said. “And she will pay for it.”

“When she chose to suppress the truth?”

“No, when she committed herself to something so controversial.”

“Interesting,” Ash mused, leaning forwards. “You wouldn’t have pushed for the prosecution?”

“It was all too neat,” Steven explained. “A high-profile case dropping out of nowhere, yet seemingly water-tight? I didn’t buy it before the mind-control effect was removed. Afterwards, they had to suffer.”

“Which makes me curious as to why you helped cover it up.”

“Who says I did?” Steven countered.

“When I left, you assisted Cynthia in the role of Pokémon Master until she won the title back formally at the World League. Yet in that time, the truth about the investigation never came out. Whether you actively suppressed it or chose not to reveal it, you had a hand in it.”

“It was a case involving the leader of Sinnoh and a police that I do not have direct authority over.”

Ash sighed. “You won’t admit to it, will you?”

“Again, the implication is that there is something to admit to.”

Ash flashed a slight smile across the room. “You forget who my first two tutees were.”

Steven flinched slightly, barely perceptible. There was a ping from the computer on his desk that gave him a moment of thinking time as he checked the email that had arrived. He felt a twinge of curiosity as he read it, before turning his attention back to Ash. “Okay, let’s take a hypothetical.”

“Of course.”

Steven ignored the jibe. “On the political scene three years ago, I could see how I might have been tempted to assist a cover-up, to prevent political instability.”

“Right.” Ash said leaning forwards again. “That is what interests me. Political instability has the potential to be highly damaging. Who or what might you have been the most concerned for?”

Steven thought for a long moment before grinning over at Ash. “Good question.”

“Care to answer it then?”

“You know the answer. I’m not stupid; if the situation was such that it was concerning for me, I would not have fought against it. I would have been concerned with the instability across the four regions, an instability that had begun to flare up after your arrest.”

Ash inclined his head. “Thank you. That is what I was hoping you would say.”

“Oh?”

“There is going to be a level of political instability coming. Our new Pokémon Master has too many grudges with too much backing them up. It doesn’t bode well for the future.”

“So why does it…” Steven’s voice trailed off. “You want Hoenn to remain neutral.”

Ash smiled. “You really are the political master, aren’t you? How much of the outcome after my exile was your doing?”

“Most of it,” Steven admitted. “Lance doesn’t have an appetite for the more subtle exercises of our power, and Cynthia was blinded by her need to protect herself. It left me to come up with the solutions that suited everybody the best.”

“Well, you did a good job.” Ash conceded. “Although unfortunately, it looks like it might have merely been a temporary solution.”

“If I ask you a question, will you answer honestly?” Steven asked.

Ash considered it for a moment before nodding.

“Why are you here?”

A low chuckle came out of Ash’s throat. “You would not believe how many times Cynthia asked me that. Can I trust you, Steven?”

“I have never proved otherwise.”

“Indeed. And it is not as if you are likely to run and talk to Mellanie. I’m trying to stop her from splitting the regions apart.”

“Ah,” Steven said. “That explains why you offered evidence to the investigation into my chief of police.”

Ash raised his eyebrow in question and Steven gestured to the computer.

“That was the email. Under the circumstances, the recommendation from the police is to have her resign and not hold any position of authority in the force again.”

“They are asking you?”

“I know the head of Internal Affairs. She is asking for my opinion.”

Ash looked amused. “Is there anybody you don’t know?”

“You should know Champion, at this level of the political game, allies are very important.”

Ash shrugged. “I never needed them.”

“With them, you would never have lost your title.”

“Which didn’t bother me. I only took it to deal with Tobias legally.”

This caught Steven’s attention. “Really?”

Ash ignored him, rising from his chair. “You may do what you wish Steven, but my recommendation is that Officer Jenny is returned to the police force, albeit at a far more junior level. She will be a great asset to your police force.”

“You’re leaving?”

Ash nodded.

“Where will you do next?”

Ash gave him a slightly sad smile. “I’m afraid I don’t trust you that much yet Steven. But I can promise you that I will do my best to keep Hoenn safe from what is coming. Your regions stability is something that should be treasured.”

Steven rose, holding his hand out. “Thank you. This has been an enlightening meeting, even if unplanned.”

Ash shook, before turning and heading for the door. Before he reached it, he vanished in a tiny flash of light.


Ash appeared in Goldenrod City, outside a towering building covered in satellite dishes and radio antennas. He was already moving forwards, approaching the doors which opened in front of him. The entrance was surprisingly quiet, although at lunch Ash admitted that it might be understandable if people were away. As he approached the receptionist’s desk, she looked up in shock.

“Champion?”

“I would like a meeting with Zane Zito,” Ash said, jumping straight to the point.

“I… Well he is very busy, but I’ll see what I can do.”

“Please,” Ash said. “I’m sure he will want to see me.”

Ash wandered away from the receptionist’s desk, admiring some of the artwork on the walls. After a few minutes, he heard footsteps approaching rapidly and turned to see Zane Zito striding towards him remarkably quickly.

“Mr Ketchum,” Zane said as he reached Ash. “You wished to meet with me?”

“Indeed.”

“Well, I have a small bit of spare time, although I can always spare a little longer for somebody as famous as you. If you’d like to come with me.”

Ash allowed himself to be led further into the media centre, being taken to an office on the highest floor. Zane offered him a chair before taking a seat himself.

“This was a surprise, I do admit,” Zane said. “You never give interviews.”

Ash chuckled. “Champion never gave interviews.”

“And you were Champion, but not anymore?”

“I remained secret because it suited me,” Ash said. “All those years ago, I had been alone for so long, I wanted to stay that way. Nobody knew who I was, so it was easy to maintain. Now, I feel I can achieve more by being more open.”

Zane nodded, leaning forwards. “Before we go any further, I want to know. Can I use any of this?”

“This… No.” Ash said. “But I will agree to a proper interview.”

“Why?” Zane asked instantly.

“Because I will need to have a public platform.”

Zane drummed his fingers on the desk in front of him. “Well, I’m not going to say no. I can get you on the show tomorrow night.”

“Too soon. I want next week.”

“Very well.” Zane flicked through a diary on his desk. “Tuesday?”

“Tuesday’s show should be good enough,” Ash said thoughtfully. “If she hasn’t moved by then, I doubt she will.”

“She?”

Ash smirked. “You’re going to have to wait, Zane. And whilst I’m sure you will want to discuss battling, I will want to cover some political topics.”

“A fair trade. What topics?”

Ash rose from his chair, a slight smile on his face. “Trust me, by next week, you’ll know.”

Ash stood next to Alakazam. All his Pokémon were lined up behind them, waiting. Ash turned to the Psi Pokémon.

“Are you ready?”

Alakazam nodded.

“Then bring us back.”

Espeon approached him, ready to lend her strength to Alakazam. There was a flash of light, and the world around the island changed. For a moment everything was dark before the sun came racing back. Ash saw Indigo Plateau in the distance and smiled.

“We are back. Time to make even more noise than we already have.”

A/N

Apparently going public involves meetings. Lots of meetings. Not to worry, Ash will be back doing more interesting stuff soon. Anyway, to answer a couple of questions:

NegatronWildHawk - You are right, there is a girl in Ash’s past. The story will be in Missing Years if I ever get around to finishing it!

Aoi Hyoudou - Ash and Cynthia were never a couple, but in the last two stories they worked very closely together and clashed significantly, culminating in Cynthia forcing Ash into exile and stealing his title. 

Autismo555 - There is indeed more to the Cleffa story. Hopefully, it will answer any further questions.

Mirayessa - No, I didn’t mention the speciality of Rose. Again, it is something that will be revealed later…

Think that is it. Until next time - next week! I wonder how much longer I can manage to actually release a chapter each week…
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10. Chapter 10


Mellanie looked up as the door to her office swung open. Stood in front of her was her political advisor. He had introduced himself to her shortly after she claimed her title, but she had barely seen him since.

“You wanted to see me, Pokémon Master?”

“Yes,” Mellanie said. “Please, sit.”

He took a chair in front of her desk and waited. Mellanie reached over and handed him a folder that he opened and skimmed the top page.

“Ah.”

“You know then.”

“Yes. It is my job to know. It did arrive last week.”

“I need to know my options.”

There was a long pause as the man in front of her considered what to say. Eventually, he seemed to come to a decision and looked back up.

“Why do you need to do anything?”

He knew instantly that it was the wrong thing to say. He wasn’t sure how, but the temperature in the room seemed to have plummeted.

“The Chief of Police for an entire region knew about a miscarriage of justice,” Mellanie said icily. “She not only decided not to report it, she actively covered it up. Given that it was her who led the falsified investigation into the former Pokémon Master, I think it is fair to say that she should be charged.”

Her advisor looked down at the folder in his hand again. “But this is very clear. Whilst the police accept that the case is strong against her, the report also says that in the interests of political stability, and after consultation with the victim, to pursue the case would be ill-advised.”

Mellanie slammed her fist on her desk, causing her advisor to jump. “That cannot be true. Ash wouldn’t…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. Cynthia. I want her impeached.”

“I believe you have already started the process…”

“And now I’m speeding it up.” Mellanie glared across the desk. “Thank you for your assistance. You may go.”

Her advisor scurried out of her office, grateful to escape her fury. Mellanie reached for the telephone on her desk and dialled a number she had memorised. She felt a surge of triumph as it rang. No matter what, this could not be blocked.

“This is the Pokémon Master. Cynthia is to be impeached. She is suspended, effective immediately. She will stand trial.”


Cynthia knew it was coming. Mellanie had at least given her the courtesy of a warning. So when the doors to her office opened and there were two members of security stood there with Lucian, she didn’t complain.

“She has done it?”

“Yes,” Lucian said sadly. “These two gentlemen are to escort you from the premises. You are suspended, pending a trial.”

“Well, that should be interesting,” Cynthia said lightly as she rose from her chair and moved around her desk. “There hasn’t been an impeachment trial in a very long time.”

“Eighty-nine years Ma’am,” one of the security officers said.

“Well then, lucky me.” Cynthia swept past them, leaving the officers to follow her away from her office. She glanced over her shoulder exactly once to see Lucian stood, watching her with regret etched on his face. Then she was gone.


Steven felt a certain twinge of apprehension as he strode into Indigo Plateau. To be summoned by the Pokémon Master hadn’t ever happened to him. He was usually sufficiently on top of events that he could predict what was coming, but the depth of anger from Mellanie had surprised even him. He wanted time to confirm what he suspected had happened to Cynthia, but he knew he wasn’t going to get it. Everything was moving fast, far more quickly than he wanted. An impulsive Pokémon Master was not good. And now to be summoned, just after he had given his support to the decision of the police not to press charges against Officer Jenny. It did not bode well.

“Mr Stone, you are expected.” The receptionist’s expression was neutral as she greeted him. “They are waiting for you in conference room four.”

“Thank you,” Steven said, hiding his surprise. He had expected a meeting with the Pokémon Master, not a summons to a conference.

When Steven walked into conference room four, he smiled slightly. Lance and Sam were waiting for him, both seated and chatting quietly.

“Steven!” Lance said exuberantly, rising to greet his colleague. “How are you?”

“I’m still in one piece,” Steven said. “Which I suspect is more than can be said for Cynthia at this point.”

“Oh?” Lance asked.

“I’m pretty sure that she is in the process of being impeached.”

Lance shook his head. “Where do you get your information…”

“I listen, Lance,” Steven said impatiently. “I always have. People talk. Those parties that you complain so ceaselessly about, the private dinners with businesses, the visits to gyms, it all adds up. People will talk if you give them the chance.”

“I suspect he is right,” Sam said wistfully. “I’ve never seen Mellanie so determined, and that is saying something. She will be looking for revenge on those who she blames for Ash’s exile.”

“Does that include us?” Steven asked.

“I’m unsure,” Sam said. “I’m sure that even Mellanie wouldn’t try to remove all the regional leaders, even if she is becoming more dictatorial than I ever expected.”

Before Steven could say anything else, the door behind him swung open and Mellanie strode in. Sam looked up and felt his breath catch in his throat. Gone was her aura of humility, her ability to look small. Despite her small frame, she now projected raw power. Her presence dominated the room in a way Sam hadn’t seen since Ash.

“Good, you’re all here,” Mellanie said, sweeping past them towards a chair at the head of the table. “Please, sit. This shouldn’t take long.”

As they obliged, Mellanie launched into her speech.

“This is to formally inform you of the impeachment of Cynthia Shirona. As of this morning, she has been suspended. There will be a trial as soon as we can convene the Gym Leaders, I anticipate in the next week. Should she be convicted, Lucian will become the leader of Sinnoh. Any questions?”

“Just one,” Lance said stiffly. “What will you do if she is not convicted?”

“You know what she is accused of.” Mellanie snapped. “Do you think it likely?”

“You will need twenty votes,” Lance warned. “It is not guaranteed.”

“I have faith that justice will be done,” Mellanie said. “But if not, I’ll deal with it then.”

“Comforting,” Steven said under his breath. Mellanie glared at him but didn’t say anything.

“What will we tell the world?” Sam asked, dragging Mellanie’s attention away from Steven.

“I’m to hold a press conference this afternoon,” Mellanie said, rising from her chair. “I’ll handle the media. If you could all remain at Indigo until this is resolved, it would be beneficial. A united front is important.”

The three regional leaders exchanged a look, but none of them commented.

“Good, then that will be all,” Mellanie said in dismissal. “Steven, a quick word in private.”

Sam and Lance filed out, leaving Steven facing the Pokémon Master alone.

“I am sure that you have seen the report from the police with regards to your former chief of police,” Mellanie said. “They have effectively decided that to pursue the case would be a poor use of resources under the circumstances.”

“Yes, that is my understanding of it,” Steven said. “They believe that a severe demotion is a sufficient punishment.”

“You agree?” Mellanie asked.

“I believe that resurrecting a case three years old to prosecute when a simpler punishment offers itself is unwise,” Steven said cautiously. “Under the circumstances, I can see why they have made the decision they did.”

“And it helps that they had the leader of Hoenn telling them what to do.”

For a split second, Steven froze, before he met the eye of the one person in the world who he had to answer to. “I’m sorry, I don’t follow.”

“Cut the crap.” Mellanie snapped. “I know that you were asked for your opinion and that you recommended that they accept her resignation. I want to know why you went against me.”

“I didn’t,” Steven said. “Not intentionally. I gave the advice that was best for my region. I’m sorry that you cannot see that.”

Mellanie took a deep breath. “If that is how you want to lay this. After Cynthia is dealt with, I shall be conducting an investigation into your part in Ash’s exile.”

“You’ll look to impeach me as well?”

“If that is what it takes.”

“To achieve what?”

Mellanie gave him a scathing look. “Justice.”


Ash ambled down the street at the centre of Pallet Town, a bland smile on his face. It had been so long since he had been able to walk through his own hometown, he was determined to enjoy himself. He nodded to a couple of people going the other way, before turning into a newsagent that he had been to many times in his youth. He selected a newspaper, taking it to the counter and handing it over.

“Good morning,” the man behind the counter said as he pressed a few buttons on the till. “How…”

He broke off as he looked up to see who he was talking to. Ash smiled as the man did a double take. “It’s you…”

“Yes.”

“I… I’m sorry sir, I did not know you were back in town.”

Ash shrugged. “I thought I’d come home for a while.”

“How is your mother?” the man asked as he leaned on the counter to chat. “I haven’t seen her in here for years.”

“She is as well as she can be,” Ash said. “Frail, but ever strong.”

“Well tell her we miss her in Pallet. It would be good to have her around again.”

“I’ll be sure to pass it on.” Ash held out some money which was accepted. A moment later his change was handed to him along with the newspaper. Ash said his goodbye before turning and heading out, fighting to hold in his laughter. Everybody knew who he was, but nobody knew him.

“Still, we have to start somewhere.” Ash murmured. “And having a home again would be nice.”

It was sometime later that Ash strode into the laboratory at the edge of Pallet Town. Gary was somewhere in the depths of the building, working on something. Ash knew he should tell Gary that he was coming, but he wanted a few minutes to himself first. He moved into the lounge, selecting a chair and opening the paper. As he started to read, he heard a Pokéball open at his waist. Without looking up from his paper, Ash spoke.

“Espeon.”

“So, this is the famous laboratory.”

Ash sighed. “You really are impossible.”

“I try. Where is the researcher?”

“You mean Gary? Somewhere in the depths.”

“May I?”

“Go and help him? Of course. I don’t know what he is working on at the moment, but I’m sure he’ll appreciate having you there.”

Espeon padded away, leaving Ash alone, reading. The newspaper was leading with the impeachment of Cynthia, although a secondary story was reporting protests in Sinnoh. Ash wasn’t surprised, Mellanie truly didn’t understand the power she now wielded. As he continued to read, a third story caught his attention.

Police Cover-Up in Hoenn?

In the story that looks to dominate the early premiership of the new Pokémon Master, Mellanie Rigger, the Hoenn Chief of Police was investigated for the way the investigation into former Pokémon Master, Ash Ketchum was conducted. Fraudulent prosecution of a public figure is a crime that can carry a prison sentence and given the speed that Mr Ketchum’s name was cleared, it was expected that further inquiries into how he was ever arrested would take place. The Pokémon Master herself pushed for the enquiries, but in a blatant challenge to her authority, the police have failed to announce the conclusion of any such inquiry. This continues a difficult period for Ms Rigger, whose authority has been diminished following her brutal defeat against Mr Ketchum.

Ash paused. How did they find that out? It should have been impossible. Unless somebody had deliberately leaked it. But Ash could only think of one person who would do so.

Ms Rigger’s position is further complicated by the rumours that such an inquiry was underway, only to be ended by evidence submitted by Mr Ketchum himself. Mr Ketchum, who has only recently returned to public life after a warrant for his arrest was revoked, famously tutored Ms Rigger before he abdicated his title, but has now challenged her directly on two occasions in the last three weeks.

Ash folded the newspaper and placed it down, ignoring the rest of the story as it rambled on, listing some of the old history between Ash and Mellanie from when he trained her.

“They don’t understand how much Mellanie has changed.”

“No, nobody does,” Gary said as he walked in, Espeon at his side. “You know, it is polite to let somebody know that you are coming to visit. Or even that you are in their house.”

Ash chuckled. “I sent Espeon.”

“You did not. I wanted to explore.”

Gary chose a chair across the room from Ash, settling into it as he looked down at the Pokémon. “She gave me quite a shock when she appeared at my side wanting to know what I was doing.”

“He shrieked,” Espeon said calmly, looking up from where she was cleaning her paw.

Gary reddened but didn’t deny it. Ash was chuckling from his own seat as he watched his Pokémon tease his friend. A moment later he leaned forwards.

“Enough Espeon.”

His Pokémon nodded and padded over to Ash, settling at his feet. Gary watched with an eyebrow raised.

“Is this where you tell me the real reason you are here?”

Ash chuckled. “In a sense. I wanted to know how you are doing.”

There was a hesitation as Gary’s cool façade cracked before he regained control.

“It hasn’t been easy,” he admitted. “Being the only Oak is an odd feeling.”

“There is Misty.” Ash pointed out.

“You know what I mean,” Gary said. “I’m Gramps final legacy. It is a lot of pressure and I can’t ask him for advice anymore.”

“You aren’t his final legacy,” Ash said softly. “Whilst your grandfather was a legendary researcher, his work on sending trainers into the world was just as successful. We are all his legacy.”

Gary sniffed, wiping at his eye. “You have certainly learned how to say the right things.”

Ash shrugged. “It is a skill, just like any other. You learn a lot of skills when you are in the Wilds without anybody to watch your back.”

“Can I…” Gary started, but Ash cut him off with a head shake.

“One day I’ll talk to you about what it is like out there,” Ash said. “But not today.”

“I’ll hold you to that,” Gary said, fighting to hide the slight frustration in his voice.

There was a slight silence between them before Ash rose from his chair.

“You’re leaving?” Gary asked in surprise.

“In a moment,” Ash said. “But you should know that my mother will be moving back to Pallet Town.”

“She… why?” Gary asked, flummoxed.

“She knows where I am,” Ash said. “She doesn’t fear that I will be leaving her again.” He paused for a moment before he continued. “And because you need her more than I do.”

“I don’t,” Gary said sharply.

Ash sighed. “Gary, you lost your grandfather, your father figure and your surviving family all at once. There is nothing wrong with needing somebody at the moment.” Ash seemed to pause. “And maybe she needs you as well.”

The two men stared at each other for a long moment before Ash spoke again.

“Do you miss him?”

Gary felt his eyes fill with tears once again. “More than anything,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Mum loved Samuel Oak,” Ash said. “And he loved you. She will want to help you get through it. And you can help her get through it.”

Ash crossed the room and drew Gary into a brief hug, surprising the researcher.

“Look after yourself, Gary,” Ash said as he released him. “And I shall see you again soon.”


Zane Zito sat slumped in his chair behind his desk. He had never known a week like it, and it wasn’t even lunchtime on Monday. His phone had barely stopped ringing all morning as he had fended off questions whilst sending requests for information out himself. Cynthia, arrested and impeached. It was something that hadn’t happened in a long time. And yet, Zane couldn’t shake something from his mind. Ash Ketchum had known.

There was no other explanation. Ketchum had warned him that he would want to discuss political topics. It hadn’t made sense. There was nothing massive expected, so Zane had put it to one side. He could always ask a few political questions, that wasn’t hard for him. But this… This was something completely different. And it left Zane with another question. If Ash Ketchum knew, what was his opinion?

Zane flipped through the file on his desk, for the third time that day. He had known exactly what he wanted to be brought to him when the news broke, and it had been on his desk within thirty minutes. It was a report of Ash Ketchum, eight years ago, after he had dismissed Cynthia from her role with the Pokémon League. A role she had been reinstated to a few months later. It hadn’t made sense at the time, firing somebody only to rehire them. In truth, it still didn’t make sense. But if it was any kind of indicator, Ash Ketchum would not be favourable towards Cynthia. He had not only once fired her, she had clearly had some kind of influence in the decision-making process that had caused him to not only lose his title as Pokémon Master but to be exiled. The police would not have acted without the kind of political coverage that she could provide. And the interview with Ketchum would give him the perfect platform to voice his opinion.

Zane’s phone started to ring again and he pushed the folder away, reaching for it. He had only to wait until the following evening, and he would be able to get answers to his questions. The interview with Ash Ketchum promised to be an exciting one.


Ash looked around as he appeared outside Professor Rose’s laboratory in New Bark Town. He smiled slightly as he strode in through the door. He hadn’t been here for quite some time. As the door swung shut behind him he heard footsteps approaching. He waited a few moments until Professor Rose appeared around the corner.

“Champion,” she said, coming to a halt.

Ash reached up and pulled the hat from his head. “I prefer Ash these days.”

“I.. Of course.” She said, uncertainly. “What brings you to New Bark Town?”

“May I come in properly?” Ash asked, not answering yet.

“Of course. Please, follow me.”

A few minutes later Ash found himself in a chair, not unlike the one he had left in Pallet Town. Sat opposite him was Professor Rose, looking nervous.

“So,” Ash started. “I’m here because I need to find out something about the past of our young Pokémon Master.”

“I…” Rose stammered. “Sorry, what?”

Ash smiled slightly. “I apologise. I know that this is coming out of the blue.”

“Yes,” Rose said, trying to compose herself. “But I’m afraid I do not know much about Mellanie. And I can’t tell you anything about her Pokémon that isn’t already on public record.”

“It isn’t what you know about Mellanie that I need to know though,” Ash said patiently. “It is what she has done, or rather what I suspect she has not done.”

Rose took a deep breath. “Ask. I’ll tell you if I can’t answer.”

“Don’t worry,” Ash said reassuringly. “I wouldn’t ask anything that could bring Mellanie’s wrath down on you. She has plenty of it to go around these days and you don’t deserve to be subjected to it. But want I need to know is the last time Mellanie was in New Bark Town.”

Rose froze for a moment, Ash’s expert eye not missing it.

“Why do you need to know that?”

“I’m piecing things together,” Ash said. “And I’m afraid that I know you know. Your reaction gave you away.”

Rose didn’t even try to deny it. Instead, she looked Ash straight in the eye. “You could have found this out from anybody in the town. Why did you come to me?”

“Because you are an extremely attentive regional Professor,” Ash said. “Cynthia knew what she was doing when she put your name on a list of people who could do the job. You care about the Pokémon, and you care about the trainers. You would have noticed the hardness in Mellanie, more than many others would have.”

Rose flushed slightly at the compliment but didn’t say anything.

“I could ask anybody in this town,” Ash said. “But I haven’t yet. I came to ask you, as a favour to me. And I’m not a bad person to have owe you a favour.”

Rose couldn’t help herself as she chuckled. “That is true. Very well. As you say, anybody could answer this question. She was last here two years ago.”

“Did she see her parents?”

Rose gave Ash a hard look. “I’m not going to ask how you know about that. But yes, Mellanie came to her parents. She came to me first though. She was upset. She felt lonely. And I pushed her towards her parents, saying that they were the only ones who would never abandon her.”

Ash felt his stomach sink. “You didn’t know.”

“Didn’t know that the way they treated her as a child practically amounted to abuse?” Rose asked, her voice hard. “No, I did not. And after she left her parents house, she came back here. She shouted at me, before throwing a piece of paper at me. It was a legal document, estranging her from her parents. She then stormed out and left the town. It was the last time she was here.”

Ash shut his eyes for a long moment before sighing. “Thank you,” he said softly. “That is useful. Has she contacted you since?”

“No,” Rose said. “She took her Pokémon with her that day as well.”

“Well, this certainly helps to explain a few things,” Ash said. “Everything is starting to fall into place.”

“May I ask what is?” Rose said, slightly sarcastically.

“Mellanie is… in a difficult place.” Ash admitted. “She has been alone for so long, she struggles to realise that she doesn’t have to be. And she spent so long focusing on a goal, in the belief that it would solve her problems that when it didn’t, she didn’t know what to do. She…”

Ash broke off, eyes glazing over for a moment. “I’m sorry Professor Rose, I need to go. I will remember that I owe you a favour. If you ever need anything from me, you have to just ask.”

And before Rose could say anything else, Ash vanished.


It had been a minor note at the bottom of her daily review. An afterthought. Almost beneath the attention of the Pokémon Master, just something for her to note. Had it been known what it meant, it would have almost certainly been higher, possibly even at the very top. But it had been enough for Mellanie to leave her office, with orders for her diary to be cleared. She had taken a car and gone straight to the gates. She had almost refused to believe it until she saw the gates for herself. Mystery Island was back.

Now that she was stood in front of the gates, close enough to touch them, Mellanie didn’t want to. The last time she had seen Ash, she had told him to get out of her office. The time before, he had destroyed her team in the most publicly humiliating way possible. She didn’t know if she was welcome on his island anymore. If she touched the gates, she would know. They would either swing open as they always did, granting her entry. Or they would stay shut, locking her out forever. And Ash as a mentor and a friend would truly be lost to her.

Tentatively, Mellanie raised her hand, her arm slowly extending. Heart in her mouth, she touched the gate.

Silently, the black gates swung open to reveal the road beyond. A car was waiting for her, just beyond the gates. A feeling of relief spread through her as she walked up to it and climbed in. As soon as she shut the door behind her, the car accelerated away, onto the bridge that led her to Mystery Island.

It was a few minutes but it felt like hours to Mellanie until the car came to a slow stop outside the house at the centre of the island. Waiting for her patiently was Ash, arms folded. Espeon waited at his feet and Pikachu rode on his shoulder.

“Mellanie,” Ash said calmly as she climbed out of the car. “To what do we owe the pleasure?”

“The island came back,” Mellanie said. “You brought it back.”

“Evidently.”

She faltered, her hope fading in her chest. “Why did you let me on?”

“Because you are welcome here. You are always welcome here.”

“Even after I threw you out?”

Ash laughed, a sound far richer than she could ever remember hearing from her former mentor.

“It will take far more than that for you to be banned from the island,” Ash said. “The Guardian is the forgiving type.”

“Guardian…” Mellanie asked, before looking down as realisation struck. “Espeon.”

“Indeed,” Ash said, before half-turning. “Now, would you like to come in?”

Ash led her inside, leaving her inside the living room for a moment. He returned and handed his guest a glass of water before selecting a seat and sitting. Mellanie took a sip before doing the same, sitting slightly further away from Ash than she might have otherwise.

“Is Delia here?” Mellanie asked.

Ash shook his head. “I’m afraid she is in Pallet Town. She is moving back there.”

“What about you?”

Ash shrugged. “I’ll spend more time there. And I can always get back here quickly.”

There was a moments silence as Mellanie processed. “You weren’t just waiting for me here, were you?”

“No Mellanie,” Ash said. “I was actually meeting somebody. Espeon told me you were coming and I made sure that I got back quickly.”

The silence grew between the two of them, with Mellanie fidgeting as Ash waited. He knew she would talk eventually.

“Why did you do it?” Mellanie asked.

Ash looked at her. “Will you let me answer?”

“Yes.”

“Very well. It was because the best way to get to know an elite battler, and how much their personality has changed is to see what they are like when battling. And I needed to see how much you had changed.”

“Changed?” Mellanie snapped. “Of course I…” she felt the words die in her throat as she saw Ash raise an eyebrow.

“You said you’d let me answer,” Ash said softly. Mellanie felt her face flush as she fell back into her chair.

“I saw you win your title,” Ash said. “But the way you fought, I never taught you to fight like that. I taught you to respect your Pokémon, to win through skill and determination. Not to win at any cost.”

“I had to win,” Mellanie said.

“No,” Ash said. “You were desperate to win. There is a difference. And your use of Misdreavus…”

“She took out Cynthia’s strongest Pokémon without any difficulty!” Mellanie exclaimed. “It has been held up as a great use of strategy…”

“The fact that Misdreavus even knows how to use Destiny Bond is testament to the lengths you were willing to go.” Ash snapped. Mellanie froze. Ash almost never raised his voice.

“Destiny Bond is a move that when used, yes, is a wonderful strategy,” Ash said, his voice slightly calmer. “I accept that. And from a lesser trainer, I’d understand it. But what does it cost your Pokémon when you order them to be beaten?”

“Misdreavus wanted it!” Mellanie said.

“I’m sure she did. Misdreavus loves you. But think about what using that move actually means for her. She knows she has to go through the pain of being knocked out. Using such a move is incredibly painful for Pokémon.”

Mellanie didn’t say anything as Ash leaned back in his chair, his arms tapping the armrests as he looked at her.

“It was good strategy Mellanie, but it is a move that only a certain type of trainer would use. And I never thought you would be that type.”

Mellanie’s face was pink as she met the gaze of her mentor and her voice was tetchy when she spoke.

“I didn’t come here to be criticised by you.”

“No,” Ash said. “You didn’t.”

The silence grew once again. Ash allowed it to stretch for minutes, watching Mellanie squirm under his gaze.

“Why have you looked to have Cynthia impeached?” Ash asked eventually.

“Because she broke the law.” Mellanie snapped instantly.

“Yes, she did,” Ash said, his voice stern. “But you have a lot to learn if you think that this will go the way that you want without trouble.”

“Like the investigation into Officer Jenny?” Mellanie sneered. “You blocked me on that one.”

“I did,” Ash said. “I went to the police and explained exactly what happened. They had an open and shut case against her. Then I gave them an out if they wanted to use it. They did. You should consider the same with regards to Cynthia.”

“No,” Mellanie said, grinding out the words. “Cynthia broke the law and she will face the fury of the justice system. Unlike you, I intend to let the law resolve all.”

“And what of Sinnoh?” Ash asked softly. “Cynthia is very popular there, and you are coming across heavy-handed. What will they do?”

“They will accept the legally binding decision.”

Ash shook his head sadly. “You need to broaden your horizons Mellanie. Learn how to play the political game. Or you will continue to be frustrated.”

Before she could say anything else, Ash rose from his chair. “You are welcome to stay here Mellanie, but I am unsure how often I will be home.”

And he turned and strode out of the room, leaving the Pokémon Master behind him.


The camera swung around to see Zane who looked like he couldn’t quite believe this was happening as the opening chords of the shows tune played in the studio. As the tune faded, Zane turned and looked at the camera.

“Despite never speaking out in public, I’m sure my guest this evening will not need any introduction,” Zane said as his opening lines, still looking slightly disbelieving. “He remains the only man to ever win the World League using a single Pokémon, where after which he reigned as Pokémon Master for six years before being forced into exile. He is back, and in his first public appearance, he thrashed the new Pokémon Master six-nil in a match. He is the man who was at the Clash of Legends, once named Champion, but now known as Ash Ketchum.”

Zane turned towards Ash.

“So, Ash. Good to have you here. Let’s start with what I’m sure everybody will want to hear. To what do we owe the pleasure?

Ash smiled slightly, twirling his hat between his fingers. “It’s a long story, Zane. Suffice it to say, when I first became Pokémon Master, my name was hidden to protect people. The privacy that I became known for was a logical extension of that.”

“But not anymore?”

“When my name was revealed, on your show I might add,” Ash gave Zane a piercing look. “there was nothing left to gain by protecting those who I had kept my return hidden from. Put simply, I have no reason to hide.”

“Interesting,” Zane said. “But to move on, let us focus on your battling. Your Pokémon is stronger than any the world has ever seen, capable of defeating legendary opponents. What is your secret?”

“Dedication, at a level that nobody else would want to match,” Ash answered. “Even before I spent time away before becoming Pokémon Master I was known to use some unusual strategies, but my Pokémon lacked the power and endurance to truly challenge elite trainers. But we started training, pushing ourselves harder and harder, searching for anything that could give us the slightest physical advantage. Years of pushing ourselves has left my Pokémon stronger, faster and fitter than any others.”

“But surely if it was just training, somebody else would have matched it?”

Ash’s lip curled. “I disagree. Every trainer has a limit, a line that they won’t cross. Every Pokémon has a point past which they will not be pushed. The Pokémon in my team were chosen carefully over the course of years, selected to be willing to go beyond these barriers. We don’t let those limits stop us. Take Sceptile for an example. His warm-up for a standard training session when away from home is to fight flocks of Flying- Pokémon. He would consider anything below thirty opponents to be a waste of time.”

Zane felt his mouth open slightly, and he tried to interject, but Ash kept talking.

“It has taken him more than a decade to reach that level, and every time he looked like he might plateau in his development, we found something to push him further. All of my Pokémon are like that, and that is why they are unique.

“Incredible,” Zane said and he meant it. “But in battle, you seem to be able to handle them better than almost any other trainer as well?”

“I’ve already said that I was known for some unusual strategies when I was a young trainer,” Ash admitted. “But the difference now is that my Pokémon can move faster, hit harder and take more than almost any other Pokémon. It enables us to be permanently on the front foot in a fight, which is an advantage over so many opponents.”

“But you aren’t a bad trainer, a bad strategist. I’ve covered your battles on this show in the past and we often talk about perfect victories.”

Ash chuckled. “Thank you. But when you have a Pokémon that is virtually impossible to take the initiative against, you are able to predict what your opponent is likely to do.”

“So it is all a myth?”

“Well,” Ash said, a grin spreading across his face. “Not entirely.”

Zane laughed. “Well I’m sure my listeners would like me to keep questioning you about your training regimes, but something tells me that we are reaching the end of what you would discuss.”

“Indeed,” Ash said drily. “I can’t give away all my advantages.”

Another laugh came from his interviewer, before Zane leaned forwards, slightly conspiratorially.

“But there is more to life than just battling. So tell me, Ash, from the perspective of a former Pokémon Master, what are your thoughts on the recent political development with regard to Cynthia Shirona?”

“I think it is a shame,” Ash said. He turned slightly towards the camera, his expression challenging. “Cynthia being impeached is a tremendous shame for her because she has been a wonderful leader of Sinnoh.”

“But the rumours coming from Indigo Plateau is that your exile was the reason she is being impeached? There is a suggestion of her burying the evidence that would exonerate you?”

“I’ll not deny that,” Ash said. “It is true, Cynthia made the decision to not reveal evidence that would have enabled me to return as Pokémon Master. And her doing so meant that she would reclaim the title.”

“So she is guilty?”

“Cynthia was guilty of doing everything she could to help maintain peace across the four regions,” Ash said slightly darkly. “The Pokémon Master must have the unanimous support of all, and by the end of my reign support was tarnished. Yes, I could have reclaimed it, but it would have been a long hard fight. For the stability and prosperity of the four regions, Cynthia did the right thing.”

“Morally right, legally wrong?”

“Yes, I guess you could say that,” Ash said. “But in my opinion, she does not deserve to be impeached for it. She loves her region and is beloved by her region. She is Sinnoh’s chosen leader, and I hope in future she can continue to be so.”

Zane nodded. “Well thank you very much, Ash. A fascinating insight. Now we’re going to go on a short break, but when we come back we’ll continue. There is still plenty to talk about with Ash Ketchum.”
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11. Chapter 11


Mellanie strode into the room. She swept up the table before taking her place at the head of the table. At her side were four chairs. Steven sat in one, Lance in another. Sam had a third whilst the fourth, embossed with the symbol of Sinnoh, was conspicuously empty. Around the table were the gym leaders from all four regions. The Elite Fours did not take part instead, being left to run the regions for however long it took. As Mellanie looked around she felt a hint of triumph. Inside the room was a concentration of almost all of the power in the four regions, summoned at her call. And justice would now be served.

Her only worry was the impact of Ash’s interview with Zane Zito. She had never expected him to do that, and the way that he admitted that Cynthia broke the law, whilst defending her was ingenious. It worried her though; she didn’t know what the impact would be on the Gym Leaders voting.

“Let’s get started,” Mellanie said into the silence that hung over the room. “As Pokémon Master, I have assembled you all to consider the impeachment of Cynthia Shirona, Head of Sinnoh. By the time we are finished, we must come to a decision. Either Cynthia will be found guilty and removed from her position or Cynthia will be found guilty and will continue to lead Sinnoh.”

There were nods around the table as Mellanie turned to Steven. “Steven?”

“Thank you, Pokémon Master,” Steven said, deliberately using the title. “For those who are unaware, the procedure is very simple. Evidence may be submitted to the group as a whole and discussed. As the impeachment was requested by the Pokémon Master, she is unable to chair. As the senior regional leader, I will be chairing the panel instead. When we have considered all evidence, you will vote. There may be no abstentions. If there are more than 20 votes in favour of impeachment, Cynthia will be removed from her position as leader of Sinnoh.

There was quiet in the room as Steven reached out to the folder in front of him. Identical folders had been in front of each of the gym leaders.

“Let’s go,” Steven said, opening his folder. “Cynthia is charged with conspiracy to unlawfully remove a public figure. We will start with the arrest report of Ash Satoshi Ketchum.”


Misty didn’t look up as she heard the door open. She had claimed Sam’s office for the duration of the investigation into Cynthia, giving a level of continuity in Kanto. The office was where the leader of Kanto sat, and at the moment it was effectively hers.

“Remind me never to challenge you.” Misty said to the person who had entered. “I don’t want this job full time.”

“Well beating me wouldn’t give it to you, even if you could.”

Misty’s head snapped up so fast she heard her neck crack. Stood in front of her, looking thoroughly amused was Ash Ketchum. Not the Sam Fernandez she had expected.

“Ash?”

Ash grinned down at her. “It was definitely worth coming here just to see the look on your face.”

Misty glared at him, causing him to laugh.

“May I sit?” Ash asked her.

“Sure.”

Ash chose a seat and leaned back, regarding Misty carefully over the desk.

“You’ve done well Mist,” Ash said. “You wanted to become the greatest Water- Pokémon trainer and I’d say you’ve probably achieved that.”

Misty flushed slightly. She was used to praise, but from Ash, it meant more.

“I still couldn’t beat you,” Misty said. Ash chuckled.

“You aren’t the only to try, and you definitely aren’t the only to fail,” Ash said. “Even our esteemed Pokémon Master couldn’t beat me.”

“Why did you thrash her?” Misty asked. “You said you wanted to get to grips with her, so how did thrashing her help?”

Ash considered it for a moment. “Does Newton’s third law mean anything to you?” he asked eventually.

“Newton’s… what?” Misty asked, slightly baffled.

“Newton’s third law of motion,” Ash said. “For every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction.”

Misty stared at him. “Where did you learn about that?”

Ash shrugged. “Somebody taught me in my first time away from civilisation.”

“You actually learned something?” Misty teased.

Ash smiled. “Who knew? It was possible. But we digress. The law can be adapted to interactions, especially human interactions. When you do something, no matter how small it seems…”

“There will be a reaction.” Misty finished for him. “That I understand, especially from the political game.”

“Quite,” Ash said. “But by thrashing Mellanie I made a move. I wanted to see what the reaction was to it.”

“And was it what you expected?”

“I wasn’t necessarily expecting anything. At the most, I was hoping to get some insight into how she might react to things. In that sense, it has been very revealing.”

“Oh?”

“Suffice it to say, Mellanie’s response was to throw more inertia against Cynthia. Her impeachment came from me blocking some of Mellanie’s other moves.”

Misty sat and contemplated Ash’s words for a moment. “Why are you telling me this?”

“Because something is wrong,” Ash said softly. “Something doesn’t add up with all of this.”

“What?” Misty asked, her voice betraying her frustration at how slowly Ash was telling the story.

Ash reached up and placed a newspaper on the desk between them. Misty blinked, she was sure that hadn’t been in his hand a moment earlier. She glanced down at the headline.

“So there have been protests against the Pokémon Master,” Misty said. “So what? She is impeaching a popular regional leader.”

“I don’t think you understand the scale of them,” Ash said. “There are thousands of people protesting. And some of them are dangerously close to riots.”

“And?”

“It doesn’t make sense,” Ash said. “I’m missing something. And it makes me concerned that I made a mistake three years ago.”

Misty took a sharp intake of breath. Ash admitting that he made a mistake had almost never happened when he was an incompetent ten-year-old that made hundreds. She hadn’t ever imagined the ultra-composed man that he had become even making a mistake, let alone admitting to the fact.

“Three years ago.” Misty mused. “When you left?”

“I left because I thought it was the best for the world,” Ash said. “I had seen problems erupting everywhere and they all seemed to come back to me. I thought that if I let Cynthia consolidate her power, any troubles could be avoided.”

“And they are back.”

“Yes,” Ash sighed. “It doesn’t make any sense. Mellanie is acting like a dictator, but this has happened before. The reaction from Sinnoh is far greater than it should be. I’m starting to think I should never have left, and that is very concerning.”

Misty took a deep breath. “What do you want from me?”

“You are currently running the Kanto region,” Ash said. “Keep an eye open on anything out of the norm.”

“You think that there will be protests here?” Misty asked in surprise.

“I’m not sure. But I want to be ready.”

“Why?” Misty asked as Ash rose from his seat. “I mean, you’re not Pokémon Master anymore. You don’t have to do this.”

Ash smiled sadly from the doorway. “You’re right, I don’t. But I spent years fighting for the stability and peace and I’m damned if I’m going to let it fall apart now.”


As the room cleared, Sam waited behind with Lance, Steven and Mellanie. It had been a long day but under Steven’s patient guidance they had made good progress. To review all of the evidence shouldn’t take them more than a few days. Then it would be time for Cynthia to be questioned and a decision to be made.

Lance engaged Steven in a conversation about a planned extension of the railway in Johto. While the other regions had built their own, Lance’s region was still the pioneer of the use of passenger trains, and Steven always had an input. As the two of them left the room deep in conversation, Sam looked up at Mellanie. For the first time in a long time, she didn’t look mad at him.

“Can I do something for you, Sam?” Mellanie asked.

Sam was about to shake his head but then changed his mind. “I was wondering if you wanted to join me for dinner tonight. I’m happy to cook.”

Mellanie looked at him slightly pityingly. “We’ve been down this road years ago.”

“Not like that,” Sam said. “Just as friends. You look like you could use one.”

Mellanie shrugged. “I’m fine.”

Now it was Sam’s turn to look pityingly. “I know you better than that Mellanie.” The name sounded weird on his tongue, but it caught her attention. “I know that while you can put up a strong outer shell you won’t be happy inside.”

Mellanie sat back down and gestured for Sam to do the same.

“It isn’t easy Sam,” she admitted. “For years I wanted to bring Ash back, but when he came it wasn’t what I expected. For him to challenge me was a shock, and he blocked the trial of Officer Jenny.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“You didn’t know?”

“It was a Hoenn matter and Ash didn’t tell me.”

“Have you seen him recently?”

Sam shrugged. “Not really, not since the battle.”

Mellanie didn’t need to ask which battle Sam was referring to. Just the thought of it was enough to raise her ire. Although when she had been to Mystery Island, she found that it didn’t matter so much. For the first time since Ash had returned she had felt the possibility of a life there again. She had trained with her team for a few hours before heading back to Indigo Plateau. Although none of Ash’s Pokémon had been around, it had been one of the most relaxed training sessions in a very long time.

“What about you?” Sam asked.

“I’ve seen him a couple of times. Neither have been particularly cheerful discussions.”

Mellanie abruptly rose from her chair, cutting Sam off as he opened his mouth to speak.

“Thank you, Sam, but I’m not able to join you tonight. Perhaps another time.”

And with that Mellanie swept out of the room, leaving a thoroughly perplexed Samuel Fernandez in her wake.


That evening Sam was sat at the official residence of the leader of Kanto. He had spent a good chunk of the evening cooking and cleaning, something remarkably therapeutic after the day looking at various documents. He was contemplating moving to get some sleep when the doorbell rang. Surprised, Sam rose from his seat and went to the front door. He opened it to find Ash waiting for him.

“Good evening,” Ash said as he smiled down at his former tutee. “May I come in?”

“Sure,” Sam said, turning and leading Ash inside. “Drink?”

Ash chuckled. “Are you even old enough for that?”

“Yes,” Sam said slightly grouchily as he tried to laugh it off. “I’m nineteen as you well know. And I could always have changed the law.”

Ash laughed. “Indeed, you could. And yes, I would take a drink.”

A few minutes later Ash sat with a drink in his hand, looking across the room from Sam who was waiting nervously.

“Was there something you came here for?” Sam asked after Ash was settled in the chair.

Ash sighed. “Always, unfortunately. I need to know how Cynthia’s trial is going.”

“It’s been one day.” Sam protested.

“And yet you are smart enough to know which way it is likely to go,” Ash said, eyes never leaving Sam’s. “So?”

“It is privileged information.”

Sam recoiled slightly as he saw a glint enter Ash’s gaze, although Ash didn’t move a single muscle.

“So you won’t tell me?”

“I didn’t say that,” Sam said nervously. He waited for a moment as he looked at Ash, the former Pokémon Master meeting his gaze. “But why do you need to know? Surely you know the kind of evidence we are reviewing? Most of it is based on events involving you.”

“Knowing the evidence is very different to knowing the outcome. Political trials are far more than who is right in law.”

“What will you do with the information?”

Ash’s lip curled slightly. “You are angry at me Sam. Why?”

“Answer my question and I’ll answer yours.”

“Very well,” Ash put his untouched drink down and leaned forwards. “There are protests in Sinnoh against the impeachment of Cynthia. Some of them could lead to riots. I need to know how the trial is going so I can plan for what the outcome will be.”

Sam nodded slowly. “Very well. Then yes, Ash, I am angry at you.”

“Mellanie?”

“Yes.” Sam snapped. “You didn’t just challenge her. You destroyed her.”

“What did you expect when we fought?” Ash asked softly. “She cannot beat me.”

“You made it worse!” Sam burst out. “She was already distant, but you made it so much worse! How did you get it so wrong?”

“Get it wrong?” Ash asked. “She would have been angry about it afterwards, but she will get over it.”

“I doubt that.” Sam grouched. “She was the first Pokémon Master to ever lose in the month of battling. There are even calls for her to step aside for you, even though she doesn’t have to.”

“And yet in the time since she will have mellowed towards you.”

Sam was about to protest. He wanted to protest. He knew that Ash was wrong, that Ash had made a mistake. Mellanie hadn’t mellowed or anything else. She was still as distant as ever. Except… She had. The short conversation earlier. It had been the closest to his old friend that he could remember seeing in years.

“Arceus damn it,” Sam growled eventually. “Why are you always bloody right.”

Ash smiled sadly. “I’m not. Not even close. But this time I am.”

“Not for you though.” Sam pointed out. “She will hate you.”

“She will get over it one day,” Ash said. “I can wait.”

“You blocked her inquest into Officer Jenny.”

“I did. It also sparked the impeachment of Cynthia.”

“Can you stop that?”

Ash sighed. “Probably not.”

“Will you try?”

“I’ll do my best to prevent Cynthia’s reputation being destroyed, but she is plainly guilty and there is nothing I can do about that. There is nothing I even want to do about that. While Cynthia may have some moral justification, legally she could not be more wrong. Mellanie won’t have to work particularly hard to get the outcome she wants. And if I’m being truly honest with myself, it is the outcome that Cynthia deserves.”

“And it is the verdict we will most likely reach,” Sam admitted.

Ash’s eyebrows raised slightly. “Thank you, Sam. I suppose that Cynthia will have the reckoning that I promised her three years ago.”

“Wait, you told her that?” Sam asked.

Ash nodded, a slight smirk on his face. “I warned her about her actions. It meant that she was looking over her shoulder for three years. A slight indulgence on my part, but it did at least mean that Cynthia didn’t have Mellanie blocked from ever challenging her.”

“Because she thought you’d come back and she’d have to face you.”

“Absolutely.”

“But what could the Cynthia have done to Mellanie?”

“The Pokémon Master has a great deal of power and authority,” Ash said quietly. “And Cynthia was far better at wielding the sword than anybody ever gave her credit for. Mellanie could have found that she was investigated for the way that her Pokémon got injured in her time away from the regions. She could have had her trainers license suspended for one of a dozen reasons. All Cynthia would have to do would be to feed some information to the police and let Mellanie’s determination unhinge her. At least this way Cynthia couldn’t touch Mellanie, no matter what she did.”

“Does Mellanie know?”

“Of course not,” Ash said. “And she won’t find out either.” The last sentence was accompanied with a stern look at Sam who nodded assent.

Ash stood up, drink still untouched. Sam rose to his feet to match him.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to go to Sinnoh. If the protests don’t calm down I will have to see Mellanie tomorrow. She might be able to calm things down.”


Lucian stood nervously, watching as the crowd marched past the office. He hadn’t appreciated how large they would grow, but he couldn’t stop them protesting. Thus far it had remained mostly peaceful in Sunnyshore City, but he couldn’t guarantee it would stay like that forever. The crowds were so large that their chants were distracting him from his workload. He hadn’t minded that it had increased, for years he had handled the majority of Cynthia’s workload in addition to his own, covering for his superior when she was Pokémon Master. Lucian knew that he was effectively running the Sinnoh region in all but name. Yet it was the definitions that counted. Cynthia was still the Sinnoh Champion, and the people of Sinnoh felt that she was being removed by an overzealous Pokémon Master.

There was movement at the side of the crowd that caught Lucian’s eye. In the back of his mind, he thought it strange that a single movement could be obvious in a sea of motion, but now he had seen it, he couldn’t look away. A tall figure stood, dressed in black, watching the crowd. He was flanked by two Pokémon, with another on his shoulder. Lucian tilted his head slightly in confusion. Ash Ketchum was here, for reasons that he couldn’t fathom.

Suddenly Ash looked up, straight at Lucian who stepped back from the window for a moment in shock. He recovered but when he looked down, Ketchum was gone, no trace of his ever being there.

“What the…” Lucian murmured.

“What are your thoughts?”

Lucian spun, shock registering across his face. Behind him stood Ash Ketchum, the same two Pokémon by his side, Pikachu on his shoulder.

“How did you…” Lucian spluttered.

Ash gestured to the Alakazam at his side. “Teleport.”

“Oh.” Lucian felt unbelievably foolish. Of course, a trainer with Pokémon of such strength would have ways of moving around quickly.

“What are your thoughts?” Ash asked again.

“On?”

Ash clicked in tongue impatiently. “The protests.”

“They are larger than yesterday.”

“Obviously.”

“And getting more agitated.”

Ash crossed his arms and raised his eyebrow. “I don’t need fact. I need your opinion.”

Lucian flushed. He had not been made to feel this inadequate for years.

“I’m not sure. Something is wrong.”

“I’d concur,” Ash said, striding past Lucian to look out of the window. “I never expected the impeachment to create this much anger.”

As they watched the chants reached a crescendo, louder than ever before. Lucian actually took a step back as the noise washed over them. Even though the vitriol was directed at the Pokémon League, not himself, he couldn’t help but feel intimidated.

“Something is wrong,” Lucian repeated.

Ash gave him a pitying look. “You already said that.”

“Cynthia is popular, that I knew,” Lucian said. “But this popular? This is an incredible amount of hostility. Something else is pushing this.”

Ash nodded, his eyes not leaving the crowd below. “Find out Lucian. You are in charge of this region, you need to protect it. Find out what is behind this.”


Skiploom felt the contact touch her mind, questioning. She embraced it lovingly, welcoming it as she drifted through the air before she sensed the desire to change direction. Instantly she allowed herself to drift towards the human settlement a short distance away, floating high in the air over it. She looked down and watched the humans with an interest that was not entirely her own.

It was amusing she thought from her lofty view. She never quite understood humans. Some of them were stood in lines, all facing one way. They were all dressed the same and they all had the same stern expression on their faces. Around them were more humans, some moving around, all shouting angrily. Skiploom shivered, she could feel the raw emotion from all the way up in the sky. Yet more humans were stood nearby, watching impassively. As she watched, she saw some of the shouting humans begin to push the lines around them. Quickly it turned into a full-blown fight, with humans attacking other humans.

Skiploom allowed herself to float away from the battle. She felt a wave of satisfaction pass through her as she did so. She blinked in surprise, the satisfaction was not hers.

“No, it is not,” a voice said in the back of her mind. “But I thank you for your assistance.”

The contact withdrew, leaving Skiploom to float back towards her home, reflecting on the polite, yet bizarre contact.


“Thank you all.” Steven said. “Three days in and we are making good progress. I’d estimate another couple of days before we bring in Cynthia.”

The Gym Leaders filed out under the watchful eye of the regional leaders before Steven turned to Mellanie, Lance and Sam.

“We need to wrap this up soon though.”

“Why?” Mellanie asked.

Steven sighed. “In law, we cannot release evidence unless Cynthia is found guilty. And the protests in Sinnoh are getting worse. Either she needs to be released or the evidence needs to be released to the world so they can see why she is removed. At the moment all they can see in the Pokémon League removing their beloved leader.”

Mellanie’s gaze was stern when it found Steven but he met it coolly.

“This is just a statement of fact,” Steven said. “Cynthia is extremely popular, and as yet, we haven’t stated clearly what it is she might have done. We can’t.”

“Very well,” Mellanie growled. “I’ll take care of it.”

“That wasn’t…” Steven started but Mellanie had brushed past him and vanished out through the door. Steven turned back to Sam and Lance.

“This isn’t going to end well.”


Mellanie pushed her office door shut behind her and crossed to her desk. She tapped at the keyboard furiously, bringing up information on the situation in Sinnoh. After a few minutes, she leaned back in her chair, contemplating her screen. It was worse than she had realised. Images from the media of full-blown clashes between the protestors and the police were getting spread across the four regions.

“Mellanie.”

Her gaze snapped up to see Ash stood in front of her.

“We need to talk,” he told her.

“I really don’t think we do,” she said coolly.

Ash tilted his head slightly, eyes questioning. “Then you are more foolish than I ever thought.”

Mellanie slammed her hands down on the table and surged to her feet. It was a move so sudden, so aggressive that even Ash blinked in slight surprise.

“I have had enough of you telling me I’m foolish!” Mellanie shouted. “That I’m not good enough! I am the Pokémon Master, Ash, not you. I earned that position, I gave everything to take that position, and it was all for you. And ever since I did, you have told me I’m not worthy, I’m not smart enough, I’m not ready. Well, I am. I’m the one who will bring Cynthia to justice, not you. I’m the one who will bring Officer Jenny to justice, not you. I’m the one in charge of the four regions now, not you. So think very carefully about your next words Ash, because I am sick of hearing you parrot the same things to me.”

Ash took a slow step backwards before sighing and reaching for a chair. Under Mellanie’s furious glare, he calmly lowered himself into the seat.

“I apologise,” Ash said quietly. “You are right, I never congratulated you properly. It was an exceptional achievement to become Pokémon Master, but you are still young Mellanie.”

“Careful,” Mellanie growled.

“It is true,” Ash said, slightly defensively. The aggression that Mellanie was showing towards him was unnerving. “You are still young Mellanie. You are only nineteen.”

“I’m older than you were when you vanished off the face of the earth.”

“And far younger than I was when I returned to become Pokémon Master myself.” Ash retorted. “And I made mistakes, plenty of them. I am trying to prevent you from doing the same.”

“It isn’t your job anymore Ash,” Mellanie said forcefully. “You gave it up, you chose not to fight for it.”

“That is true,” Ash admitted. “I gave it up. But I would still like to help you Mellanie.”

“I appreciate that, but I don’t need your help.”

Ash inclined his head. “Very well. May I ask what you intend to do about the protests in Sinnoh?”

“They are turning into riots,” Mellanie said instantly. “And I will deal with them appropriately.”

Ash winced. “Please be careful Mellanie. There is something wrong in Sinnoh, and the situation requires a more delicate touch than you have shown thus far.”

“Perhaps my approach is better at getting things done Ash, have you considered that?”

“I…” Ash started, but Mellanie was in no mood to let him speak.

“When faced with a political problem, you ran away.” Mellanie snapped, her voice accusing. “I stood and faced it. I became everything that I needed to be. I never ran away, I never hid. I did what I promised to do, no matter what. If honesty and loyalty were as important to you as you always claim, you’d be supporting me.”

“I’m trying to support you Mellanie, but you won’t let me,” Ash growled.

Mellanie gave him such a pitying look that Ash almost felt guilty. He hadn’t realised how much she had grown up in his absence.

“If you were supporting me, you wouldn’t have blocked the investigation into Officer Jenny and you wouldn’t have publicly gone against the impeachment trial. So no Ash, I do not believe you are on my side. And so I will do what I believe is right, and I shall do it alone.”

Ash opened his mouth to speak, but a look from Mellanie told him that it was pointless.

“Get out,” Mellanie said, her voice final. “And don’t come back. I’ve outgrown you.”


Misty sat in Sam’s office, spinning around in his chair. Try as she might, she couldn’t concentrate. She hadn’t been able to concentrate ever since Ash had left four days previously. All she wanted to be was at home with her husband when he needed her, but the wretched impeachment had forced her to work long hours. And now an old friend had caused her no end of problems. She sighed and gave in, reaching for the phone.

“Hello?” Misty asked. “I need a favour.”


Lucian felt a fear he wasn’t sure he had ever faced before. Any possibility of work was gone, he was now watching the police getting driven back by what he could only describe as a full-blown riot. He looked back at the phone on the desk behind him. Ten minutes ago he had received a phone call from the Head of Police, requesting permission to deploy extra police into the city. It was something that had not happened for more than three decades, but Lucian hadn’t hesitated for a moment. They were due to deploy in another fifteen minutes. He just hoped that the beleaguered officers below him could hold out that long.

They had been in a line for the protest, channelling it along the agreed route, but the size of it had taken them by surprise. More police had been hurried in, reinforcing the police, forming packs ready to respond to trouble. And when it had come they had reacted smoothly and professionally. They had cut off the head of the protest from the riot, urging the protestors away. They had been successful, but the violence had spread rapidly and containing it was proving difficult.

As Lucian watched, a fresh squad of officers jogged up, Pokéballs in hand. In unison, they raised their arms and a group of Machoke appeared. At a curt order, the Pokémon linked their arms before stepping forwards to take the place of police officers who had been tiring against the constant press. The rioters in front of the Machoke drew up short as they realised what they were facing, and started to back away.

Another order was barked and three of the Machoke stepped forwards, grabbing rioters. They passed them back to their colleagues who passed them onto police officers to be handcuffed and led away. As Lucian watched it was an action repeated in several places, but those being arrested barely seemed to make an impact on the numbers of rioters.

Lucian spun as there was a knock on the door behind him. The rest of the Elite Four entered at his call, trooping in forlornly. Lucian watched them line up in front of him, an idea forming in his head.

“Lucian…” Bertha started but he held his hand up, stopping her.

“I know that I am only the leader by default.” Lucian started. “But I cannot let our region, our city, fall into chaos like this.”

Flint looked at him, a wary look in his eye. “What do you want to do?”

“Pokémon can beat the crowds,” Lucian said. “The police are doing so now. We will go and support them. Our Pokémon are an order of magnitude stronger.”

The other three Elites exchanged nervous glances.

“I’m not sure,” Aaron said. “It seems dangerous.”

Lucian looked at him in surprise. “It is dangerous. But we can stop anybody else getting hurt. Let’s go.”


Ash slumped into his chair on Mystery Island, staring at the television. He didn’t blame Lucian although it was tempting. To turn Pokémon onto his own people was an incredible step to take. Ash just wasn’t sure if it was a brave step or a foolish one. The news reports certainly weren’t helping.

“The actions of the interim leader of Sinnoh were able to quell the riots in Sunnyshore City, but he has come under further criticism for supporting the Pokémon League at the cost of his support for Cynthia. Furthermore, the Pokémon that fought against each other after Lucian’s intervention caused significant damage to parts of the city before the riots could be fully quelled. Questions have been asked what the difference is between Lucian’s actions and those Cynthia who it appears was so heavily involved in an investigation into former Pokémon Master Ash Ketchum that she was impeached. The riots are over for now, but more trouble is on the horizon.”

As the news show returned to the studio, Ash reached out for the remote to turn the television off. He froze with the remote half raised towards the screen in front of him. A breaking news sign rolled across the screen and it transitioned into the image of the Pokémon Master herself.

“Oh, crap,” Ash muttered as he read the subtitle for the broadcast. Mellanie was making a speech about the civil disturbances in Sinnoh.

Mellanie stood at the podium, looking at the assembled reporters in the Indigo Plateau press room. She glanced down at the speech in front of her, before looking straight into the camera, her confidence evident in her poise. Even the way she held herself was different from the girl he remembered from the years previously. But then the girl who he had known would never have shouted at him the way she did in her office. She had truly changed.

“Today we witnessed full-blown civil unrest in the Sinnoh Region,” Mellanie said, her clipped words easily being picked up by the microphones in front of her. “Unrest against the lawful government in both the devolved region of Sinnoh and here, at the heart of government in Indigo Plateau. Unrest that was only quelled through the brave actions of the police and even the Sinnoh Elite Four. To those who risked their health to try to restore order, I say thank you. Thank you for sticking to your duty. Thank you for doing what was right, when those around you wanted to attack you and to harm you.”

There was a ripple through the reporters as Mellanie took a deep breath. She flicked her eyes down at the speech before looking back up.

“To those involved in the civil unrest, I condemn your actions in the strongest terms. You have attacked your fellow citizens, you have attacked those who stand between you and harms way. Those who would protect you, need protection from you. I now appeal to you. Let there be no more violence. Let the rule of law be upheld.”

“The inquest currently being conducted into Cynthia Shirona for her actions will continue. As it approaches its conclusion, the verdict will come. And if the judgement is guilty, the Pokémon League will react to continued unrest. To those who made a mistake, do not make it again. And to those who wanted the unrest, who wanted to make their statements. Protest peacefully if you wish. I do not dissuade it, in fact, I encourage it. But the violence that took place today cannot be repeated. The Pokémon League will support the Sinnoh region in quelling any further civil disturbances.”

Mellanie bowed her head.

“Thank you for your time.”
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12. Chapter 12


Cynthia sat in the chair facing the room. She refused to let any of the conflicting emotion on her face show, but it was difficult. She had known that this was coming, the interview that concluded any impeachment trial. Deep down she had hoped that Ash could somehow stop it from happening, that he could somehow protect her. When she had seen his interview with Zane Zito she had been hopeful that he might be coming to help her. But it had not arrived. And the evening before she had been told that the following morning she would be interviewed. They had finished reviewing evidence, and after her interview, she would either be cleared or removed as Sinnoh Leader. And removal as Sinnoh leader removed her immunity to civil prosecution. She could be prosecuted for what she had done. And with a Pokémon Master like Mellanie Rigger, it wasn’t a question of could be. She would be fighting for her freedom within days.

“Miss Shirona, could you please describe why you authorised the arrest of Mr Ketchum,” Steven asked, his voice level. Cynthia nodded.

“Yes. At the time I was led to believe that Mr Ketchum was guilty of the crimes we had been investigating him for. They were very serious crimes, including kidnapping and murder. Under the circumstances, the authorisation was the correct legal step.”

That was it. Remind them of the legality of her actions based on the evidence. The evidence had been corrupted, but they either knew that already or they were in for a shock when they got that far.

“But the evidence was faulty?”

A smile played at the corner of Cynthia’s mouth. “As has since been proven, yes.”

“At what point did you realise that the evidence was faulty?”

Cynthia had to admit, Steven was good. He could easily have leant one way or the other, but the questions he was asking were as neutral as he could make them. She suspected they had been written for him by a lawyer.

“After Mr Ketchum had escaped prison.”

“Could you be more specific?”

“I cannot remember the exact date.”

Steven leaned forwards ever so slightly. “There was a speech you made, effectively condemning Mr Ketchum to exile. Was it before or after this speech that you knew?”

“Yes.”

There was a murmur through the room as the gym leaders processed this. Cynthia felt her heart fall even further. It didn’t bode well.

“How did you find out that the evidence was faulty?”

“Every officer involved with the investigation had been subjected to an extreme level of influence from a very powerful psychic Pokémon,” Cynthia said. “It led us to be able to believe untruths. When the influence was removed, I knew instantly.”

Another murmur ran through the room, this one slightly more positive. Hopefully, they hadn’t known about the influence.

“The influence was removed by a legendary Psychic Pokémon, Mewtwo. Is that correct?”

Bugger. There went that hope.

“Yes,” Cynthia said.

“And what did you do after that?”

“I considered the impact on the stability of the four regions of having a Pokémon Master who had been arrested and then escaped prison. It didn’t compare favourably, especially as Mr Ketchum did not return in an attempt to defend himself. To use an old expression, only guilty people run.”

“And what would you have done if Mr Ketchum had returned?”

“I would have worked with him to ensure that his name was completely cleared.”

Steven drummed his fingers on the desk in front of him before shifting a piece of paper to read the one beneath.

“Did you ever look for Mr Ketchum?”

“No.”

“Did you consider having the warrant for his arrest revoked?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Without Mr Ketchum, we would have been accused of a cover-up

“Did Mr Ketchum ever contact you?”

“Yes.”

“When?”

“The night that I won the World League to become Pokémon Master once again. He came into my office and spoke to me.”

“What did he say?”

Cynthia took her time to consider her answer, meeting the patient gaze of what would surely be her former colleague. The legal case laid out was airtight. “He told me that I was doing what was right for me, not for anybody else.” The shame of the admission made her face burn.

“Did he say anything else?”

Cynthia looked into Steven’s eyes and saw the pity there. He hated what he was having to do, but it was his job.

“He told me that he blamed me for what I did.”

Steven nodded and closed a file in front of him. “Thank you, Cynthia. Any further questions?”

This was directed at the Gym Leaders, some of whom immediately nodded.

“Have you seen Mr Ketchum since his name was cleared after the World League?” Falkner asked.

“Yes.”

“What did he tell you then?”

Cynthia met the eye of the Violet City Gym Leader, who was looking at her coolly. “He told me that he needed me to trust him.”

“Anything about the last three years?” Falkner asked, ignoring the angry look that Cynthia directed at him.

“He told me that although I kept the four regions together, I eventually threw them into disarray.”

Falkner nodded and signalled that he had no further questions. As Steven looked at the remaining Gym Leaders, not a single one had another question. They had made up their minds.

“Thank you, Cynthia,” Steven said. “You will be escorted out while we come to a decision,


May Maple walked down the street in Sunnyshore City, carefully stepping over detritus from the riots two days previously. She couldn’t believe the amount of damage that had been done. She was in a part of the city that had been subjected to some of the greatest problems. Lucian himself had stepped in here to quell the rioting, but some of the rioters had used their own Pokémon to try and fight back. The result had been six buildings deemed unsafe until repaired, and one that plans were being drawn up to replace entirely. In a residential area, the costs wouldn’t be too bad for Sinnoh, but it did highlight the danger.

May stopped as she reached a crossing in the road as she felt her phone vibrating in her pocket. She pulled it out, holding it to her ear.

“Hello?”

“May?”

“Dawn.”

“Where are you?”

May looked around. “I’m not entirely sure. There are four street signs in a pile, one of them slightly melted.”

There was a slight pause. “Are you making some kind of joke?”

“No,” May said. “I’m sorry if it sounded like that, I genuinely don’t know where I am.”

“Can you get to the Gym?” Dawn asked.

“Yes, I think so. I’ll get there as soon as I can.”

“Good. They have set up rooms there for those who have lost their houses. We can start there.”

Dawn hung up, leaving May looking around. She knew roughly where she wanted to go, so she picked what she thought was the right direction and started walking.

Nearly half an hour later she reached the Sunnyshore Gym and found Dawn waiting by the door. Dawn raised an eyebrow as May walked up.

“You got lost?”

“Yes.”

Dawn looked blankly at May for a moment before turning towards the gym. “Shall we?”

May nodded. “It’s what we’re here for.”

May hesitated for a moment as Dawn headed towards the doors, before stopping. She turned around to see her friend behind her. “Are you coming?”

“Why are you here Dawn?” May asked. “You don’t usually do favours for people.”

Dawn stepped forward, her blue hair bouncing behind her as she stopped right in front of May, glaring at the Hoenn coordinator.

“This region is my home.” Dawn hissed. “And I’m not here as a favour to Misty. I’m here because it is the right thing to do. I don’t want my region to be subjected to any more of this, ever.”

May swayed backwards, slightly intimidated by the bluenettes fury. “Okay. I’m sure it won’t happen again. No need to worry right?”

Dawn’s expression didn’t change. “I can’t believe that I’m having to be the mature one here. May, this is serious. Misty wouldn’t have asked us to come here if it wasn’t. It takes a lot to get her worried. Behind that door is a whole group of photographers who want to see us coming together to show support for the victims who have suffered from these riots. So, start acting seriously, or I’m going in alone.”

“Sure…” May said, but it was pointless. She was talking to Dawn’s back as the Sinnoh coordinator had stalked off towards the door. May hurried after her, catching up just before they went inside.


Sam strode into the room, his face utterly expressionless. His Elite Four were sat in their usual seats, waiting for him.

“I assume that this truly is important?” Sam asked as he took his seat. “The verdict on Cynthia is nearly ready to be returned.”

“Please sit Sam,” Misty said. “This is incredibly important.”

“Fine,” Sam said, taking his chair. “Show me.”

Misty pointed to the screen at the end of the wall that lit up. The faces of May Maple and Dawn Berlitz appeared, a news broadcast with the Sunnyshore City Gym behind them.

“Having seen those directly affected by recent events in Sinnoh, is there anything that you want to say?”

“Stop,” Dawn said simply. “Seeing people who have had to leave their homes because they are no longer safe to live in is a tragedy.”

“Miss Maple?”

“I can only echo Dawn,” May said. “I grew up in a family that was heavily involved in the Pokémon League with my father being a Gym Leader. I am from Hoenn, Dawn is from Sinnoh. We are rivals in contests, but we can put aside our differences on a day like today. Please, there can be no more fighting.”

“There are stories of further protests across the Sinnoh region about the heavy-handed actions of the Pokémon League under Mellanie Rigger. Surely they are allowed to protest?”

Dawn stepped forwards, an expression on her face that few had ever seen. Over the years she had become famous for the way that she had always seemed cheerful and easy going. Now just to look at her would cause many people to run in fear. Dawn jutted out her hand and pointed a thumb at the building behind her.

“Protesting is a right that everybody is entitled to. They must be allowed to continue. But try telling those people who have lost their homes that more people want to inflict their misery on others.”

“I just spoke to Jayne, an 83-year-old woman,” May said. “She had lived in her house for more than fifty years. She has a broken wrist, and her home is currently uninhabitable. This must stop.”

“And to the Pokémon League?”

“We must have peace.” Dawn and May said together before Dawn spoke alone. “Talk to the people, find out about their problems. But do not turn Pokémon on your own people again. I am from Sinnoh, and I am just like those who are behind me, in the Gym here. And Sinnoh will stand against you if you attack her people again.”

The screen went black and Sam turned slowly to look at Misty.

“Where did this come from?”

“May and Dawn both went to Sinnoh last night. They wanted to visit the victims.”

Sam looked into Misty’s eye and shook his head. “This can only have broken very recently. You knew that it was coming.”

“I did,” Misty said, not looking away. “I sent them.”

Sam had never lost his temper in a meeting of his Elites, but this was the closest he had come. He closed his eyes for a long second and gently placed his clenched fists on the table in front of him.

“Please tell me you had a good reason.”

“She did.”

Sam turned to see Rose looking directly at him.

“Oh?” Sam asked, tight-lipped.

“You left me in charge of the Kanto region whilst you were away on Pokémon League business,” Misty said. “Politically, we have a huge amount of manoeuvrability. We can position the region to support the victims or the Pokémon League. There will be a report coming from May and Dawn about the actual state of Sunnyshore City. They walked the city, went places that the cameras won’t. They are speaking to people in the city. They will help us make a decision.”

Sam threw his hands up into the air in exasperation. “I give up. What do you need from me?”

“We need you to give us orders,” Rose said flatly. “It is your job as our leader. There are several options. Choose one.”

“Very well. What are they?”

Jack slid a file across the table and Sam stopped it, flicking it open. He raised an eyebrow.

“Really Alicia?”

“Yes,” Alicia said without any trace of her usual humour. “It is an option worth considering.”

“You lead a team of trainers to Sinnoh to support the police?”

“It would need to come from the Pokémon League,” Jack said. “But if they signed off on it or Lucian were to request it, Kanto could provide significant assistance. We have some of the strongest trainers around at our disposal.”

Sam shook his head, hardly believing what he was hearing.

“You’d want to lead an invasion of Sinnoh?”

“Not an invasion,” Alicia said stubbornly. “Valuable assistance to help the authorities in Sinnoh.”

“And if we were to choose not to help Lucian in Sinnoh?”

“Then we can come on the side of the Sinnoh people,” Jack said. “Statements condemning the actions of the police, promises of economic aid, the level of our involvement can be determined. It is likely it will incur the opposition of the Pokémon Master. But with the way that May Maple and Dawn Berlitz phrased their comments, we could portray it as acting in support of them. They are both hugely popular figures, both in Sinnoh and Kanto.”

Sam sighed. “Very well.” He gestured to the folder. “I assume all the details on the varied proposals are in here?”

“Yes,” Alicia said.

“Then I will look at it as soon as I can,” Sam said. “Regardless of the outcome of the trial, we will have some time to react. I’ll try to have an answer for you before the outcome is announced.”

“And what will it be?”

Sam sighed again. “Cynthia will not survive this. She will lose her title.”


Ash sat quietly on the roof of the Pokémon League, hidden in the shadow. At his side, Pikachu waited while Espeon and Alakazam tried to gauge the mood in the room twelve stories down. Eventually, Espeon opened her eyes and padded forwards.

“Cynthia will be impeached.”

“Hardly surprising,” Ash said quietly. “She is plainly guilty.”

“But you didn’t want her to lose her title?” Espeon asked.

“Not quite,” Ash said. “She made this rod for her back years ago.”

“I’m confused,” Espeon said. “Why did you say what you did in the interview if this is what you think?”

Ash chuckled. “You really are curious, aren’t you?”

“I want to know your plan,” Espeon said. “I want to help and I can’t do that if I don’t know what you are doing.”

“And when I need your direct assistance, trust me, you’ll know,” Ash said. “Anyway, I’m sure you and Pikachu have come up with some theories.”

“I stopped trying to guess what you are doing a while back,” Pikachu admitted. “I just trust that it will always work out for the best.”

Ash laughed, only stopping when Espeon glared at him. “Very well. The interview as done to try to prevent what we are seeing in Sinnoh now.”

“But you defended Cynthia,” Espeon said. “Surely that would encourage the rioters?”

“I said that she was guilty,” Ash said. “The headlines the following day said that. They said that while I sympathised with her, I felt Cynthia was plainly guilty.”

Espeon’s tail swished back and forth as she processed Ash’s words. He smiled down at his companion and scratched her behind the ears.

“Suffice it to say, that was the outcome I was hoping for,” Ash said. “Somebody who had been heavily involved gave the biggest indicator possible that she was guilty, whilst conceding that I felt for her? It should have been perfect. Sinnoh would have accepted her guilt, especially when the guilty verdict comes back, but if Mellanie could have been persuaded to let Cynthia take responsibilities in the Sinnoh community, it would have worked out well for everybody. Cynthia would not have held a high office, she could never hold onto that. But at the very least, she would escape with something, her reputation not destroyed. And Sinnoh wouldn’t have endured the protests because it wouldn’t have been a dictatorial Pokémon League that removed her. It would have been a Pokémon League doing its job.”

“So, what went wrong?” Pikachu asked.

“I’m not sure,” Ash admitted. “It is why I went to see Misty. Something is not right.”

“The scouts will determine the origin of this problem.” 

Ash turned to look at Alakazam and smiled at his Pokémon. “At some point, yes you will. But at the moment you have no idea where to search.”

“If we scour Sinnoh, the culprit will be revealed.”

“Sinnoh is a big place,” Ash said quietly. “And at the speed that things are moving now, you don’t have time to search the entire region. Once we can narrow it down, you will most certainly be sent out. But not until then.”

“So what do we do?”

“Misty is good at her job. She’ll protect Kanto.” Ash said. “I cannot reach Steven and Lance at the moment, Mellanie is watching them very closely. But once she gets her verdict, they’ll return to Hoenn and Johto respectively. I’ll speak to them there. Isolate the trouble to Sinnoh and we are well underway.”

“So what do you need from us?” Espeon asked.

Ash’s lip curled into a smile. “I was wondering when you would ask that.”


Sam sat across the table from Lance and Steven, not touching his food. He was buried in the file he had been given by his Elites, weighing up options even as the Gym Leaders debated the verdict on Cynthia.

“You know, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you so focused on the written word.”

Sam looked up to see Lance gazing at him with a thoughtful expression on his face.

“I can only assume that it is something critical.” Lance continued. “Care to share?”

Sam shrugged before closing the file. He gazed at Lance with a dubious look on his face.

“What have you done to prepare Johto for the fallout of this? In fact, for that matter, what have you done to protect Hoenn?”

This second comment was directed at Steven who smiled slightly.

“We have stockpiled food and medical supplies, ready for humanitarian aid if it gets any worse. Furthermore, having one of our most prestigious citizens on television across the four regions visiting the victims does wondrous things for our public view. Thank Misty for sending her for me.”

Lance looked at the two of them before sighing. “I’ve not done much,” he admitted. “Johto is a long way from Hoenn and the Pokémon Master is one of our own. We are aligned firmly behind her.”

“We understand,” Steven said. “And it shouldn’t bring us into conflict. Hoenn is perfectly positioned to remain neutral no matter what happens. Our aid will be for all.”

“And Kanto?” Lance asked.

“We are currently undecided,” Sam said. “We are weighing up our options. But I do not want to see the Pokémon League using Pokémon against civilians.”

“Hear, hear,” Lance said. “What was Lucian thinking?”

“Probably that he didn’t have a choice,” Steven said. “He was wrong, he should have let the police deal with it. Their Pokémon are trained to deal with riots, his are not.”

“He did quell the crowds though.”

“Yes, he did,” Steven said patiently to Lance. “But right now there is a lot of resentment against the Pokémon League in Sinnoh. Lucian has made it difficult for him to step into the hole left by Cynthia. This might require central intervention. If Sinnoh is managed by the Pokémon League until the next Sinnoh League, the winner can then battle Lucian for the title. Alternatively, the Elite Four can enter and then the winner of the tournament leads Sinnoh. Lucian will need to prove he is up to the fight, otherwise, he will never lead the region.”

“Can that happen?” Sam asked in surprise.

“It can, and it will,” Steven said. “Mellanie will have no choice if the situation there gets much worse. I’d even support her on a central governance of Sinnoh if it gets much worse. People are getting hurt.”

“That they are.”

The quiet voice, spoken at a level just above a whisper made them all freeze. Whilst they were the only ones in the room, they had been speaking frankly. Had somebody heard about it, it could be damaging to any public figure, let alone ones as famous as them.

“Ash,” Sam said, recovering quickest. “Do you have some kind of aversion to doors?”

Ash chuckled as he took a chair next to Sam and faced Lance and Steven. “They prevent the dramatic flair that I am becoming fond of.”

Sam rolled his eyes as Ash leaned forwards to focus on Steven and Lance. “I don’t have long here. It would not be good for Mellanie to discover that we talked.”

“You’re estranged from her?” Steven asked eyebrow raised.

“Yes,” Ash said. “Our last meeting ended particularly badly. I’m now completely unable to influence her.”

“I’m not sure anybody can,” Lance said. “My political advisors are petrified of what she will do next.”

“There is that,” Ash said, speaking quickly. “But I do need a favour from you all.”

“Anything,” Sam said instantly. “I’m pretty sure I owe you plenty.”

“As do we,” Steven said, eyes focused on Lance before the Dragon Master could say anything. “What do you need Champion?”

“There is something going on in Sinnoh,” Ash said. “Something moving behind the scenes, influencing the situation there, making it more volatile.”

“Like Cleffa?” Sam asked.

“Cleffa?” Lance asked instantly.

“Not relevant right now Lance,” Ash said. “And no, not quite like Cleffa. That was a Pokémon influencing the world and was detectable. This is human.”

“Some kind of criminal group?” Steven guessed.

“I’m not certain,” Ash said. “My scouts haven’t had a chance to search, everything is becoming time critical. When Mellanie announces that Cynthia has lost her title this evening, I’m expecting hell to break loose in Sinnoh.”

“So, what do you need from us?”

“Search your own regions. Begin a police crack-down on any criminals that you know of. Whatever is going on in Sinnoh cannot be allowed to spread. This is the prime time for them to move, with the Gym Leaders away.”

Lance sighed. “Another criminal group? I thought we were done after Team Rocket.”

“That was nearly ten years ago,” Ash said. “It is not inconceivable that another group could rise in that time. If they have anything in your regions, you need to find them.”

The three regional leaders looked at each other for a moment. “If they are in our regions, we’ll find them,” Steven promised.


Misty looked up when the computer beeped. An email arrived, flagged as SECRET SENSITIVE. She frowned at her conflicting emotions. Secret Sensitive was only one step short of one of the highest classifications that Sam could use, but he was at least taking the threat seriously. She skimmed the email before marking it as read. It promptly deleted itself, removing any chance of it being read by somebody else.

So, he wanted the police to begin a sweep of the region, under the pretence of training exercises. It was unusual but understandable. Especially when you factored in the second part of the message. There was a suspicion of a criminal fraternity behind the riots in Sinnoh, and Sam wanted to make sure that hadn’t moved into Kanto yet. Misty would have been suspicious, but it tied in with what Ash had told her. It was starting to make sense. She wondered if this is what Sam felt when he led the region. Things fell into place as more information was revealed and decisions had to be adapted. Although sending extra police out onto the streets seemed extreme. Misty wasn’t sure how that plan could be adapted if it needed to be. She just hoped it didn’t need adjusting.

She sighed as she reached for the keyboard. This promised a lot of work for her before she could go home.


“The verdict of the Kanto Gym leaders is guilty, eight votes to none.”

Cynthia felt a coldness seep into her. She knew she was in for a fight, but for the first region to declare against her so totally was disturbing. She watched Jonathan close the envelope and sit back down before the attention was shifted to Clair, the Blackthorn City Gym Leader. She rose from her chair and opened the envelope in her hands, quickly scanning down.

“The verdict of the Johto Gym Leaders is guilty, eight votes to none.”

Cynthia closed her eyes in surrender. She was finished. Whatever chance she had left was all in the hands of Ash Ketchum, but she hadn’t heard from him at all. He had abandoned her. She opened her eyes again to see Juan standing, a sheet of paper in his hands. The Sootopolis City Gym Leader had an expression of pity on his face.

“The verdict of the Hoenn Gym Leaders is guilty, eight votes to none.”

All attention turned to Volkner as he rose to his feet, moves slow and deliberate. He opened the envelope in front of him and scanned down the page, before looking squarely at Cynthia.

“The verdict of the Sinnoh Gym Leaders is guilty, eight votes to none.”

Steven rose to his feet as Volkner sat down. The Sinnoh Gym Leaders turned their attention to the Hoenn Champion, grateful for the chance to look away from Cynthia.

“Cynthia Shirona, the Gym Leaders have found you guilty of all charges laid against you, thirty-two votes to none. Your impeachment is upheld. Effectively immediately, you are removed from your position as Sinnoh Champion, and banned from holding public office at any time in the future.”

Cynthia’s voice was barely a whisper. “I understand.”

Steven looked around at the room, all silently waiting on his next words. All with the exception of Sam Fernandez. The Kanto Champion was gazing at Mellanie, his expression somehow combining both happiness and pity.

“I declare this impeachment trial to be concluded.”


Lance caught up with Steven outside as they left Mellanie and Sam behind. Steven turned to Lance with a sad look on his face.

“That was brutal.”

“Thirty-two to zero. I didn’t expect it to be so bad.”

“Even from her own region.”

Lance shook his head in disbelief. “I’d like to think my own Gym Leaders wouldn’t do that to me.”

“They will have looked at what she has done to their region,” Steven said sagely. “She jeopardised Sinnoh’s reputation and I suspect they blame her for the riots. That is a strong swing. Falkner wouldn’t have helped either.”

Lance looked at Steven who was watching him with a canny eye. “What?”

“Did you tell him to ask that question?”

Lance looked baffled. “Why?”

“Because that question was most likely the moment that swung Sinnoh against her.”

Lance shook his head. “You should know me better than that. I’m not politically smart enough for such a move.”

Steven watched Lance walk away. He couldn’t be sure if Lance was being honest with him. The Dragon Master was right, he was not known for his political savviness, but he had been in his job for a long time. There was no way of knowing for sure.


“Congratulations Mellanie.”

She looked up to see Sam watching her, the only other person left in the room. She smiled slightly at him.

“Thank you.”

“Three years of hard work, and you’re vindicated. A unanimous vote.”

“I know,” Mellanie said before hesitating. “I…”

“What?” Sam asked.

“I wish that Ash could appreciate it the way you do,” Mellanie admitted.

Sam reached out and put a hand on her arm, ready to snatch it away if she reacted. She looked down at it before looking back into his eyes.

“You did what you believe is right,” Sam said softly. “And I’m sorry that I didn’t stand with you before.”

Mellanie blinked in surprise. “You mean that?”

Sam shrugged. “I think I do.” He almost sounded as if he was surprising himself. “When we fell out and you left to train, I should have reached out to you. I guess I was hurt by the way it fell apart. I never thought that could happen to us.”

Mellanie looked down at his hand as he withdrew it, holding it awkwardly by his side. She wanted to take it, but it would require a leap of faith beyond what she had in her.

“And then when you came back, you’d improved so much.” Sam continued. “I couldn’t believe it. You’ve become this incredible trainer, the Pokémon Master. But I worried about what might have happened to you in getting that far. I thought you might no longer be the friend that I knew, the kind and caring person who would do anything for those she cared about.”

Sam laughed bitterly.

“I guess I know what Ash’s friends went through when they found out who he was. I remember you as a kid, all the crazy things we used to get up to. And then all anybody is talking about is how you beat Cynthia, how you were the Pokémon Master. The strategies that you used, the intensity that you fought with. And all I could think about was how when you were six you managed to get stuck in a tree because you couldn’t remember the way you had climbed up.”

Mellanie felt a laugh rising in her throat but she quashed it down, letting Sam continue.

“I couldn’t believe that this stern public figure could be the same girl I loved. I thought the public figure had become the private person beneath it. But I was wrong. When we were dating and it all fell apart, I was wrong. When you became Pokémon Master, I was wrong. I should have been there to congratulate you.”

“I didn’t make it easy for you,” Mellanie admitted. “I refused to talk to you.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Sam said. “I deserved that. All I can say is that I’m so sorry Mellanie. I thought that Ash was right, that you were being too aggressive. That you’d lost focus, and you were only driven by revenge. But now I’m not sure.”

“You were right for a while,” Mellanie said, her voice quiet. “When I faced Cynthia… All I could think about was thrashing her. And when I beat her, I wanted to bring Ash back, to punish those who drove him away.” She laughed, a hollow, mirthless sound. “It hasn’t quite gone the way I expected.”

“But you did it,” Sam said. “I’m proud of you Mellanie.”

She let a smile play at the corner of her mouth. “Thanks, Sam. That means a lot.”

Sam nodded and turned away, leaving her in the room behind him. She watched him go, a smile on her face. An apology was not what she had been expecting from Sam, especially not one so heartfelt. He had been right though. She had been too aggressive in her moves when she became Pokémon Master. She had managed to get what she wanted done, but she had thrown an entire region into chaos. And she had to decide what to do about Cynthia.

She could formally charge her, now that her immunity in court was gone. It was tempting, but not as much as it had been a few weeks previously. She had won, she could afford to be magnanimous. She could let Cynthia disappear into irrelevance. It would be risky, but doable. If Cynthia understood that her best chance of avoiding prison was to quietly accept the decision and move on, Mellanie might just be able to pull it off. She groaned as she realized what she was doing. Exactly what Ash had told her she needed to do. Or tried to tell her at least, but she hadn’t listened particularly well.

“Why is he always right?” she asked out loud.

And then there was Sam. She wasn’t sure if he had even realised that he had said that he loved her. Once the Sinnoh region was brought back under control, there was a future for her that she couldn’t have envisaged a year previously. Feeling better than she had in days, Mellanie strode out of the room. She had an announcement to make.


Lucian stood at his office window, looking down at the crowd at the centre of the city. More than two thousand people were stood, completely filling the square below him. They were all staring at the big screen in front of them, waiting. The whole world knew that the decision had been made. The Gym Leaders had returned to their cities, the trial was over. They were just waiting for the announcement. Lucian was flanked by the three other members of the Sinnoh Elite Four. His Elite Four.

Mellanie’s face appeared, huge on the screen as she looked at the camera in Indigo Plateau. The crowd quieted, leaving an expectant hush.

“The impeachment trial of Cynthia Shirona, Sinnoh Champion has been completed.” Mellanie started. “Miss Shirona was accused of conspiracy to remove a public figure, and of using her position as Sinnoh Champion to instigate a cover-up of her actions. At the trial, the evidence was considered by the thirty-two Gym Leaders from the four regions. I thank them for their objectivity, in difficult circumstances. At the conclusion of the trial, Miss Shirona was found guilty and as such has been removed from her position as Sinnoh Champion. Lucian Goyo will take her place, effective immediately. I wish him luck in returning Sinnoh to the glory that the region deserves.”

Mellanie’s face vanished from the screen and Lucian turned his attention to the crowd below him. He waited with bated breath to see how they would take the news. He knew he had lost credibility in the way he had used his own Pokémon to quell the riots, and he couldn’t afford to do so again.

The crowd seemed to calm down before a new surge of energy went through them. Lucian who had been about to turn away wrenched his attention back. A woman had been lifted up by a Hariyama, the Arm Thrust Pokémon easily holding her above the crowd.

“They knew!” The woman roared. “The whole Pokémon League knew!”

“Uh oh,” Aaron said from somewhere behind Lucian.

“They all covered it up!” the woman continued, each of her words being greeted by nods from the crowd in front of her. “The Pokémon League left us with a criminal in charge! A fraud!”

Lucian wanted to back away from the window as the crowd cheered every word, whipping themselves up into a fervour. Suddenly the woman raised her hand, finger extended. She was pointing directly at him.

“The Pokémon League still watch us.” Her voice was lower now, quieter. More dangerous. “They will turn their Pokémon on us again and again until we fall into place. They left a fraud and a criminal in charge of us, spending our money, making the laws that we had to follow. Laws that they themselves ignore. They do not permit dissent from us. They do not permit anything from us. Battlers hold the power and the rest of us have to follow.”

She lowered her arm and turned her gaze onto the crowd in front of her.

“Well, I say no more. I say that I am tired of living under their heel. I am tired of being subject to their whims. I say enough. What say you?”

“Enough!” the crowd roared back at her. She raised her arm, emotion on her face.

“Down with the Pokémon League!”

The crowd took up the chant as Lucian finally backed away from the window, now thoroughly alarmed. The edges of the crowd were turning towards his office, beginning to advance, the police around them looking nervous at the numbers.

“Do not harm the people!” the woman screamed, her voice somehow carrying over the volume of the crowd. “But bring our oppressors down! Down with the Pokémon League! And down with any who would defend them!”

The police officers around the crowd looked at each other uncertainly. The Hariyama moved forwards, still lifting the woman high above the crowd. The crowd stopped just short of the police, waiting for her word.

“Step aside,” she told the lines of police officers. “We do not wish to harm you.”

A police captain stepped forward, eyes narrowed. “We are charged with preventing a repeat of the violence from two days ago. If we let you past, we will have failed.”

Behind him, the police officers were releasing Pokémon, ready for another round of crowd dispersal.

“We will act towards those who deserve it,” the woman answered. “Now step aside.”

“I’m sorry,” the captain said, stepping back into the lines and taking his place at the very centre. “But we can’t do that.”

The crowd looked around uncertainly as the police stared them down. The frenzy that they had been whipped into was beginning to calm itself.

“Very well,” the woman said with a shrug. “Break them.”

Pokémon erupted from the crowd, smashing into the police line immediately straining it. Some of the crowd charged forwards, to be met by police officers swinging truncheons. As curses and shouts of pain broke from the lines, the woman turned back to the crowd.

“See the extent they will go to? They want to bring us low! They will continue to oppress us! Down with the Pokémon League!”

The chant was taken up again and the crowd surged forwards, causing the already stretched police line to break apart. Officers went down shouting as the crowd stampeded over them, and reached the front doors to the building that Lucian was watching from.

Lucian almost dived into his chair in front of his desk as he brought up security footage from downstairs. The front doors had been smashed off their hinges and the crowds were tearing into the building, destroying as they went. He looked up at the three Elites stood in front of him, shock written on their faces.

“We need to get downstairs,” Lucian said. “We can stop this.”

“No,” Bertha said. “If we do that, we’ll only prove them right. We can’t use our Pokémon against them.”

“But we have to do something!” Lucian said desperately. “We can’t just…”

The crash hid the rest of his words as something large and heavy smashed through the office window. The last thing Lucian saw was a dark shadow reaching for him.
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13. Chapter 13


Mellanie strode into the room, sweeping to her chair at the head of the table. Waiting for her, already sat in their places were Sam, Steven and Lance, along with an Officer Jenny.

“What do we know?” Mellanie demanded.

“After your announcement, there was a riot in Sunnyshore City.” Officer Jenny started. “It was a riot targeted against the Pokémon League. We have secured the security footage from the square where the riot started. It was sparked by a woman talking to the crowd.”

“Who?” Mellanie asked.

Jenny looked down at the table nervously. “We are unsure.”

“Find out,” Mellanie ordered. A cough from next to her made her turn sharply. “Yes, Sam?”

“We could ask Ash Ketchum if he knows. His scouts are the best I’ve ever known at finding answers.”

“Do you know where he is?”

Sam shook his head.

“Then until he reaches out to the Pokémon League, we assume he cannot help us.”

Mellanie turned her attention back to Officer Jenny.

“Do we know how bad it is?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jenny said. “I’ve got a direct link to the Sinnoh Police Headquarters based in Sunnyshore City. The riots started around the Pokémon League offices and they have already looted the main office buildings.”

“Where is Lucian?” Steven asked sharply.

“We have had no contact with him,” Jenny admitted.

“Can the police restore order?” Mellanie asked.

“The police in Sunnyshore alone, probably not,” Jenny said, her voice quiet. “But this is the only city where there have been problems after the announcement. Officers can be redeployed from other cities to bring Sunnyshore back under control. It just needs to be approved by the leader of Sinnoh.”

“Lucian?”

“Not quite,” Steven interjected smoothly. “As Pokémon Master, you have the right to overrule any regional leader. Furthermore, you are the one who takes their place in the case of a short-term incapacitation. With Lucian not responding, you have authority over the region.”

Mellanie nodded, before turning back to Jenny. “Are we certain that there are no other cities with unrest?”

“There are no cities with unrest at the moment,” Jenny said. “Of course, that doesn’t prevent it breaking out again.”

“I thought as much,” Mellanie said. “I need other options.”

“Martial law,” Jenny said instantly. “It would give us the authority to use all measures against the protestors.”

“All measures?” Mellanie asked, her eyebrow raised.

“There are ways of suppressing riots that we tend not to use.” Officer Jenny said slightly nervously. “They can have long-term detrimental effects on humans.”

“What ways?” Mellanie asked, her full focus on Officer Jenny.

“There are Pokémon attacks that can incapacitate large groups of people,” Jenny said. “All city police departments keep a small supply Pokémon that can use these attacks, in case of emergency.”

“You’re talking about poison and paralysis attacks,” Steven said, disgusted.

“I am,” Jenny said, turning to face him. “There are others as well, but the least dangerous are Sleep Powder and Stun Spore. Their use could be argued to violate human rights, and so we would only deploy them in a situation of martial law. Assuming they can get close to the protestors, they can bring the numbers down to something we can handle.”

“You can’t do this,” Steven said, appealing to Mellanie. “It was attacked by the Pokémon League against the people of Sinnoh that set this off. You turn this kind of attack against the citizens, you’ll spark a full region revolt.”

“It is a possibility.” Officer Jenny conceded. “Of course, the other cities in Sinnoh would also be ready to deploy their own reserves of Pokémon.”

“Please,” Steven said. “Don’t do this.”

“Do I have any other options?” Mellanie asked the room at large.

There was silence in the room as her subordinates looked at each other without anybody speaking. Mellanie waited, eyebrow raised until somebody spoke.

“You could use the police from the other regions.”

Mellanie turned her attention onto Sam, eyebrow raised. “Oh?”

“My Elites knew that something was up,” Sam admitted. “And after the riots, they produced options for me. One of them involved sending trainers from Kanto to help the police in Sinnoh. We could send the police, escorted by one of my Elite Four. The same could come from the other regions.”

Mellanie nodded slowly before turning to Steven. “Would this work?”

“It would get the police that are needed in Sunnyshore to the city,” Steven said carefully, trying to hide how taken aback he was by the suggestion. “But we would run into the same problem that Lucian had, and the problem that the police in Sunnyshore already are having. This is the core problem and we need to have a solution that addresses it. The protests are based around the way that the Pokémon League left them with Cynthia, somebody that they claim was corrupt. The oppression of the Pokémon League they call it, This might make it worse.”

“I’m not sure,” Lance said, before turning to Officer Jenny. “Can you bring up the footage of the riots starting?”

She nodded, before turning to the screen on the wall. She pressed a few buttons on a controller and an image of Sunnyshore City appeared.

“What did you want to see?”

“Show the riot starting.”

The screen played through, watched in silence by the room. As the police line crumbled and the crowd pushed through, Lance made a cutting motion to Jenny and she stopped the recording.

“What did we watch that for?” Mellanie asked.

“That woman,” Lance said. “She’s a ringleader. This is not a natural rioting crowd. If we can snatch her and anybody else who directly supports her, we might be able to stop this.”

“Risky,” Steven said instantly. “If we antagonise the crowd any more, they might not need her. Once a fire like this is started, it doesn’t always need its leaders anymore.”

“But if we don’t do anything, we admit they have control of Sunnyshore City.” Lance retorted. “We can’t let that happen, especially in the absence of a leader in Sinnoh.”

“We don’t have to send in the police,” Sam said quietly. “We have plenty of powerful trainers in our regions. We could send them in with members of our Elite Fours, snatch the ringleaders and pull them out.”

“Doable I suppose,” Steven said. “And probably less risky than using the police, especially as they are typically stronger trainers. If they get recognised though…”

“So, what’s your suggestion?” Lance asked. “What would you suggest doing?”

“We let it burn out,” Steven said. “Bring in police from Sinnoh, surround the area and let it burn out. We’ll have to spend money to repair the damaged areas, but we can contain it. When they wake up in the morning and see the damage they’ve done, then they’ll calm down. They can’t stay at this level of intensity forever.”

All heads turned to Mellanie who blinked. The full weight of her authority came crashing down on her as she wilted slightly under the intense stares.

“Pokémon Master?” Steven asked. “It would be likely to be your call, even if Lucian was here. He is not. What would you have us do?”

Mellanie hesitated. “Are there any other options that would work?”

“No,” Lance said, his voice low but insistent. “None that we can think of quickly. We need a decision.”

“I…” Mellanie said, playing for time.

“We’ll support you, Mel,” Sam said quietly. “Whatever decision you take, no matter what happens, you have our support. We work together. But we do need you to decide.”

Mellanie nodded nervously. “I… I don’t know.” The admission cost her a great deal inside. “How long would each option take?”

“The deployment of Sinnoh police to Sunnyshore can be started within the hour,” Jenny said. “They’ll be in place within four hours, ready to move into the city by the end of today.”

“But if this spreads, we could lose the entire region,” Mellanie whispered. She turned to Sam. “How long till you can get trainers there?”

“We have a plane on standby,” Sam said. “I can get the first flight in the air within an hour. They’ll be on the streets tomorrow morning.”

Mellanie nodded slowly. “Do it. I want them in Sinnoh as soon as possible. But do not attempt to snatch anybody yet. Surround the area. Don’t let the rioters out.”

“With respect Ma’am, they might not be quick enough to contain efficiently,” Jenny said. “And trainers from a single region might not have enough manpower.”

“You are probably right,” Mellanie said before turning to Lance and Steven. “You both do the same. I want your strongest trainers in Sinnoh by tomorrow morning. Police are to follow as soon as they can.”

“Okay,” Lance said, looking relieved to finally have an order. “It’ll be done.”

Mellanie turned back to Sam. “One more thing. Find Ash. If anybody can think of a way out of this, it is him.”


The man scurried down the alley before he turned his attention to the door halfway along. A key was taken from his pocket and he jammed it into the lock. A moment later, the lock clicked and the door swung open. He slipped inside, shutting the door behind him.

“Report.”

The word was clipped, coming from the shadows. The man felt his legs tremble with fear. Everybody had heard stories of men who disappointed their shadowy leader. Men who were never around themselves to confirm the tales that they heard.

“The city is clear of police reserves, Sir.”

The man decided not to go into more detail. He didn’t think his boss wanted to hear about how they had fabricated reports of violence to pull police into ambushes. The Pokémon League believed that most of Sunnyshore City was in pure anarchy. The truth was a lot further away. Only the very centre of the city was in uproar, the rest of the city watched and waited. Yet those reports had never made it to the Pokémon League. Instead, they were being fed information that forced the police to be spread too thin. The city had been placed onto full lock-down, but it didn’t make a difference. There was nobody left to enforce the martial law across most of the city. All the police were on the streets, trying to contain the troubles they already had.

“You are certain?”

The clipped voice rang out again and the man nodded nervously.

“I saw the last squads be taken march into the streets myself sir.”

“Good. Leave.”

The man turned and hurried to the door which swung open. Too terrified to even think about how the man fled into the night.


Dawn couldn’t tear her eyes away from the images on the screen, shock holding her in place. The screen in her hotel room was showing images from the helicopters over the centre of Sunnyshore City. The main office of the Pokémon League had smashed windows, some of them surprisingly high up the building. The doors lay in the square underneath the building, torn off their hinges by Pokémon. Police officers had deserted the area, many of them being carried away by their colleagues. A perimeter had been set up around the building, with more police officers arriving to reinforce it but as looters streamed away from the Pokémon League it was quickly apparent that the police were outnumbered. The camera suddenly shifted sharply as the helicopter veered away from the smoke that was beginning to spiral out of the building.

Almost subconsciously, Dawn reached for her phone, dialling a number. It was answered almost instantly.

“May?”

“Dawn!” May’s voice was frantic down the line. “What’s going on?”

“I’m not sure. Where are you?”

“I’m near the hotel. You?”

Dawn breathed a sigh of relief. May had been talking about wandering through the city today, but she clearly hadn’t gotten very far.

“I’m still at the hotel. We need to meet up.”

“I’ll meet you in the lobby. What then?”

“I’m not sure,” Dawn admitted. “I don’t think that standing up in front of camera’s will do anything for us.”

“I’ll call Misty,” May said decisively. “Whatever we do, we now need to work with the Pokémon League.”

“Okay,” Dawn said, absurdly grateful for somebody else to take control. “I’ll see you shortly.”

She hung up and looked back at the screen. There was now a thick column of smoke pouring out of the building, and there was a flickering glow that could just be made out through the windows. Rioters were now streaming out of the building to find police officers waiting for them, Pokémon released onto the street. There was a roar from the crowd as they charged forwards, towards the line of police standing between them and more targets.

As Dawn watched the line of police seemed to buckle before steadying as the riot grew in fury. She turned the television off and hurried out the door to meet May.


Alicia looked up as Misty strode in.

“Yes?” the fiery trainer Elite asked bluntly.

“I’ve just had a call from May Maple,” Misty said, cutting straight to the point. “She wants to know what she and Dawn should be doing in Sunnyshore.”

“How bad is the situation?” Alicia asked, turning to give Misty her full attention.

“The police are just about holding for now,” Misty said. “They’ve contained the riots, but if there are any other trouble areas they won’t be able to react.”

Alicia nodded as she grabbed her computer screen and wrenched it around to look at it. “Then we will assume that there will be another trouble spot. Tell them to get to the airport. We’ll need somewhere to land.”

Misty blinked. “Are you sure? That seems extreme.”

“On the contrary, it is the absolute minimum.”

Both women spun to see Rose stood in the doorway behind Misty.

“And that’s because?” Misty asked, an eyebrow raised.

Rose slipped past, leaning against a wall to meet the gazes of her two colleagues.

“People always think I’m boring, the way that I’m always buried in books,” Rose started, but Alicia cut her off.

“Yes, you’re a bookworm. What’s the relevance here?”

Rose shook her head. “So rushed Alicia. My interest is more than just the numbers that make our region so economically strong. My first passion was history. Specifically, military and political history.”

Rose watched the expressions on the faces of Misty and Alicia, allowing herself a slight smile before pressing on.

“This isn’t the first time that this has happened in history,” Rose said. “Records go back so far that almost nothing is the first ever time.”

“Rose,” Misty growled. “If you don’t get to the point, I’m going to have Gyarados smash it out of you.”

“Very well. Military strategy dictates that success in a such a volatile situation will require you to maintain flexibility. The airport gives both a link in and a way out. With it, you can be supplied and reinforced from across the four regions. Without it, you will be isolated and exposed. Brief enough for you Misty?”

The red-head nodded. “Thank you.”

Alicia seized the bag that she had been stuffing things into and headed for the door. “Then Misty, tell May and Dawn to get to the airport. Any trainers that will work with them, have them there as well.”

“You’ll leave the police vulnerable,” Misty warned.

“I know,” Alicia threw other her shoulder as she headed out the door. “But I’m not sure we’ve got a lot of choices.”

As Alicia vanished, Misty turned to Rose. “No choice… I wonder if this is how Ash always felt.”

“Ash Ketchum?” Rose asked. “I have no idea. There is depressingly little information written about him.”

“How come you’re so good at researching things?” Misty asked, ignoring the comment about Ash. “I always thought numbers were your strength.”

Rose smiled slightly. “I used to help Mum with her research.”

“Your mother?”

“Professor Rose of the Johto region.”

Misty felt her jaw drop and didn’t make any attempt to stop it. “How do I not know this?” she demanded.

Rose shrugged. “You never asked. And Mum never took Dad’s last name, so when he died before I was born, she wanted me to take it instead. I was given her first name and his last name.”

Misty nodded weakly. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Rose said, heading for the door. “I never told you either so it is hardly just you not knowing.”

And with that, she vanished out of the door, leaving a stunned Misty behind her.


Ash appeared outside the laboratory in New Bark Town, striding straight inside. He made no attempt to hide his identity, dressed in his famous black outfit and no hat on his head. Waiting for him with her arms crossed was Professor Rose. Ash met her gaze with a slight smile.

“I remember when Professor Elm was here,” Ash said. “You could get in and out without him noticing.”

“And you fired him for that.” Professor Rose said.

“Amongst other things,” Ash conceded. “Primarily it was his lack of care for the Pokémon in his charge. He found a new place to carry on his work where he could afford to get distracted without Pokémon suffering. And you have done a wonderful job in his region since he left.”

“We’re not here for you to go back over past decisions.” Professor Rose said. “What’s done is done.”

“Indeed,” Ash said sagely. “I’m here because you wanted to see me. What can I do for you?”

“I have to admit, I didn’t expect such a rapid response time.” Professor Rose admitted. “I am impressed. All I did was send a message to the Pokémon League that there was something in New Bark Town that required the attention of Ash Ketchum.”

Ash shrugged. “And yet here I am. What can I do for you?” he asked again.

“My daughter.” Professor Rose said. “I am concerned for her.”

“She is a formidable woman and a fearsome trainer,” Ash said instantly. “To become the third Elite in any region is no mean feat, and Sam has assembled a particularly strong set of trainers.”

“And yet, she is surprisingly bookish.” Professor Rose said. “I am proud of how well she has done in her career, but she is more like me than she would care to admit. And I am concerned with what I am hearing coming from the Pokémon League. I want her to be protected.”

Ash tilted his head to one side slightly, eyes burning into Professor Rose’s, causing her to fidget subconsciously.

“There is more.” Ash decided. “What is it?”

Professor Rose looked away, suddenly guilty. “You owe me a favour,” she said defensively. “Are you saying that you won’t come through?”

“Not at all,” Ash said. “Your daughter will be protected from harm. If necessary, my Pokémon will remove her from harm’s way. We meet our commitments. But I am curious. Why are you so concerned?”

“Because the scale of the riots in Sunnyshore City scare me.” Professor Rose admitted. “Riots tend to grow over time, and this one has been raging for just a few hours yet has already stretched the resources of the local police to breaking point.”

“You are well informed.”

“And now Kanto is dispatching trainers to reinforce the police in Sinnoh.” Professor Rose said, speaking quickly. “Johto and Hoenn will most likely do the same. The logical people to lead these groups are the Elite Fours of the regions. How long till my daughter is on the front-line? Aside from my research, she is the one good thing that has happened in my life. I will do whatever I can to keep her safe.”

Ash inclined his head. “Very well. She will be protected.”

“Thank you.”

Ash turned away and headed back out of the door, leaving Professor Rose to slump against the table behind her. She had done all she could. All she had left was faith in the strongest trainer she had ever known.


Officer Jenny felt utterly shattered. It had been a brutally long night, trying to hold the rioters in place. The riot had had a fury that she had never seen in her entire career. Usually, when contained, rioters tended to calm down, but these had gotten more agitated. Their aggression had slowly pushed the police back for the first few hours before they finally relented. Before the police had a chance to rest, another riot had broken out across the city. Officers had been diverted to try to contain it, but less than ten minutes later, there were renewed clashes around the centre of Sunnyshore City. She looked at the line of exhausted officers in front of her, arms lined with their Pokémon, standing to face the crowd that was advancing towards them. When the sun had come up over the city, the clashes which had burned through the night had calmed down to give the police the slightest breather. It was now mid-morning and a third trouble spot had erupted inside the city. Every single police officer in the city was on the streets, desperately trying to contain the unrest, but Jenny knew they were close to losing control of the city.

The radio on her shoulder buzzed and she spoke into it.

“Yes?”

“We have reports of unrest starting in the commercial district.”

Jenny didn’t say anything for a long moment. The commercial district was a part of the city that was as yet untouched. Not for long she suspected, but there were no officers to spare. They were fully committed and now it looked like they would be beaten.

“Can the other areas spare any officers?”

“No,” came the answer quickly. “Can you?”

“We’re barely holding with what we’ve got,” Jenny admitted as she looked into the sky. She saw a plane passing very low overhead which a part of her knew was wrong but her mind was too tired to understand why. “Can we ask the Pokémon League for reinforcements?”

“They aren’t sending police, but they are sending assistance.”

“When is it arriving?”

“Soon.”

That was it. Jenny blamed the fact that she had been up all night for taking so long to remember, but now she knew why the plane was unusual. Nobody would be flying to Sunnyshore City at the moment, nobody flew to a city in open civil unrest. Except… the planes from Hoenn and Kanto were due to be arriving. She had seen one of them flying overhead, beginning its descent. Which she couldn’t be sure, but it meant that reinforcements were on the way. She only hoped that there were enough of them to relieve her beleaguered officers.

“Begin to fall back to the airport,” Jenny said. “We’ll hold as much of the city as we can with that at the centre. Once they arrive we can start to push back.”

“Understood. Out.”

Jenny looked up to see the officers in front of her casting nervous glances back. They were heavily outnumbered, and their Pokémon were in sore need of a long rest.

“Slow withdrawal,” Jenny ordered, keeping her voice quiet. “We’ll begin to fall back to the airport and hold a line nearer there.”


Mellanie stood in front of the wall of screens, watching nervously. A map of Sunnyshore City was enlarged on one screen, with lines reflecting the last known locations of the police. Parts of the map were turning red as the police accepted that they had been completely overrun by the unrest. By her side stood Sam, Lance and Steven, all of them with nervous expressions on their faces.

“Any sign of Ash?” Mellanie demanded of Sam who shook his head.

“None. We’ve contacted everybody we know who might know where he is, and I sent a Pokémon to Mystery Island. None of his Pokémon are there.”

“Professor Rose has asked to see him as well,” Lance said quietly. “A message was sent to the Pokémon League from her laboratory. She’s been told that if he does appear, she should send him to us.”

“How would know to visit her?” Steven asked.

Lance shrugged. “I have no idea, but if anybody would, it is him.”

There was a murmur of agreement from Sam as Mellanie watched another section of Sunnyshore City turn red. She turned to the regional leaders.

“How long till your trainers are in Sunnyshore?”

Kanto and Hoenn are already reinforcing the police.” Sam answered instantly. “Johto is less than an hour out.”

“Can they push back and reclaim parts of the city?” Mellanie asked.

Sam and Steven looked at each other nervously as Lance pulled out his phone to answer a call, turning away from the group and walking a short distance. After a moment, Sam spoke. “I’m not sure. We’ve sent all the trainers we can in the first wave, and I’ve got another plane in the air. Two more of my Elites are on it to lead them in Sinnoh, but we are running out of strong trainers that we can trust.”

“I’ve done the same in Hoenn, and Lance in Johto,” Steven said. “We have sent every trainer that we can, but our own regions are now dangerously exposed.”

“Officer Jenny,” Mellanie asked, turning to the policewoman in front of her. “What kind of resources would you need to reclaim the whole city?”

“The police are utterly exhausted,” Jenny admitted, looking up from the screen that she had been reading information off. “They’ve been trying to contain the riots for hours now and they are struggling. The reinforcements might be able to hold the line they established, but without further support, they won’t be able to push back. There are too many protestors.”

“Protestors?” Mellanie asked, her voice acidic. “I think we are beyond that point. There is an entire city in complete unrest. This goes beyond protesting.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Jenny said. “But whatever we call them, we are close to conceding that they have control over large parts of Sunnyshore City. There are now too many of them to push back.”

“How many?” Steven asked sharply.

“Our best estimate is nearly eight-thousand rioters,” Jenny said quietly.

Sam let out a low whistle. “No wonder the police are struggling. This is just happening in Sunnyshore City?”

“For now, yes,” Jenny said. “The police in other cities are all on the alert for this, and planes are on standby for them to be deployed to Sunnyshore if the order is given. For now, though, the priority is to ensure it doesn’t spread out from the city.

Sam felt the phone in his pocket vibrate and he pulled it out, gesturing for those around him to be quiet.

“Sam Fernandez.”

“Sam, it’s Alicia. We’ve just relieved the police in a section of the city.”

“How bad is it out there?” Sam asked.

“It’s bad,” Alicia said. The uncertainty in her voice alarmed Sam, usually, his first Elite was so assured and confident. “There are hundreds of them near us.”

“Do what you can,” Sam ordered. “We are sending more reinforcements, but they won’t reach you for some time. You just need to hold the line until they get there. If the police can rest, once more reinforcements arrive they can begin to regain control.”

“Understood. We will do the best we can, but we can’t guarantee that we won’t be pushed back.”

Sam ended the call before turning to Mellanie.

“They aren’t sure how long they can hold a line for. They’ll give ground if they have to, but we need more reinforcements.”

Before Mellanie could say anything else, Lance arrived back, looking horrified.

“We’ve got a bigger problem. We just lost contact with the plane from Johto.”
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14. Chapter 14


Mellanie threw herself into the chair behind her desk as exhaustion started to overwhelm her. She had been stuck in the command centre for the best part of eighteen hours before being able to finally leave to get some rest. But instead of heading home, she had gone straight up to her office. All she could think about was how fast events had overtaken her.

“We’ve just lost contact with the plane from Johto.”

Lance’s words were burned into her mind. An entire plane’s worth of trainers, missing because of an order she gave. Four hundred and eighty people. The worst part of it was that they still didn’t know. They didn’t know what had caused the plane to drop out of communication. Had the plane crashed? Had it simply had a technical fault and had to land? Was there something more sinister at work? There was no way of knowing.

Mellanie put her head into her arms on the desk in front of her and sighed, letting her eyes droop shut. She knew she was incredibly tired and yet she didn’t want to go home. She didn’t want to be alone to deal with the consequences of decisions she had made.

A quiet knock on the door made her look up, bleary-eyed. “Come in,” she called.

Sam opened the door, stepping inside and pushing it shut behind him silently.

“I thought I’d find you here,” he said.

“Well congratulations,” Mellanie said, her voice thick. “You found me.”

Sam sat on the edge of the desk, his legs hanging over the corner, so he could look at Mellanie.

“You need to go and sleep Mellanie.”

Mellanie raised her eyes to the concerned gaze of her oldest friend. “It’s my fault.”

Sam raised an eyebrow. “What is?”

“That plane. Those people. It is my fault that it is gone. It was my order to send reinforcements into Sinnoh that meant the plane was even needed.”

“It was the right decision,” Sam argued. “We’ve begun to restore order to Sunnyshore. About half the city has been reclaimed thanks to the trainers that the other regions sent. You gave the police authorisation to quarantine the rest”

It had been quite an impressive operation. Rock-Pokémon had been brought in to speed it up, but a wall of boulders surrounded large areas of the city. The protestors were trapped and had settled down to wait out the police blockade.

“And why were they needed?” Mellanie asked. “Why did the regions need to send trainers to Sinnoh?”

“Because of the unrest…” Sam started, but Mellanie cut him off.

“Precisely! Because of the unrest that I’m responsible for! If I hadn’t pushed for Cynthia to be impeached, this wouldn’t have happened!”

Sam didn’t say anything. He wasn’t sure what he could even say to Mellanie’s self-deprecating vitriol. Instead, he reached out and rested his hand on her arm. She looked up at him, a mournful expression on her face.

“How did Ash do it?” she asked. “How has anybody dealt with crises as the Pokémon Master?”

“The worst crisis Ash faced was when he had to face down Team Rocket,” Sam said quietly. “And I wasn’t one of his tutees then. But if I know him like I think I do, he would do what he knew was right at any given moment, for as long as it was the right thing to do.”

Mellanie considered the statement. “So, what is the right thing to do now?”

“Easy,” Sam said. “Get some sleep. You don’t want to be dealing with tomorrow on no sleep.”

Mellanie nodded and slowly rose to her feet. She took a step and felt herself stumble slightly before Sam’s hand caught her arm.

“Mellanie, when did you last sleep properly?” Sam asked, his voice full of concern.

“Not for a while,” she admitted. “I was too stressed about trying to keep Ash happy while removing Cynthia.”

“Right,” Sam said decisively. “I’m driving you home. No complaints.”

“I… Okay,” Mellanie said meekly as Sam led her out of the room. “Thanks, Sam.”

“My pleasure,” the Kanto Leader said. “It isn’t exactly far.”

“No, not for that,” Mellanie said as they entered the elevator at the end of the corridor. “You came. You knew I’d need you to come and talk to me.


Ash stood in the wreckage of the plane, his body language calm, but internally he was seething. In front of him, Pikachu was picking his way through the remnants of what had once been the largest model of plane that the Johto region could produce. Alakazam had found out about the vanished plane when those still in the ground in Johto and Hoenn didn’t take off. Curious, Ash had ordered further investigation, and the full scale of the tragedy was slowly unveiled.

Ash slowly moved forwards, picking his way over metal that had been twisted out of all recognition by the impact with the ground. Whatever had happened to the plane had been far worse than he had expected. He found what looked like the remains of one of the engines and knelt next to it. The turbines were misshapen, almost as if something had smashed into it. Ash rose, and moved further forwards, finding a second engine. This one was covered in scorch marks. Across the debris field, Ash could see part of the fuselage of the plane, blackened and scarred. The biggest giveaway for Ash was not what he could see, but what he couldn’t. There were no bodies.

“Alakazam. Espeon.”

The two summoned Pokémon appeared instantly as Ash turned away from the scene in front of him.

“What happened here?” Ash asked softly.

“Preliminary assessment indicates that the aircraft was brought down by external action,” Alakazam said, much more briefly than usual. “There is evidence of direct damage to the exterior.”

“It was attacked?” Ash said.

“That is a logical conclusion. There are, however, others. The aircraft could have suffered a technical malfunction that would bring it down.”

Ash bowed his head. “Thank you Alakazam.”

He turned to Espeon and waited for Pikachu to join them.

“This is not an isolated incident.”

“You think it is associated with the troubles in Sinnoh?” Espeon asked.

“I know it is. Alakazam is right, the plane being attacked is only one of a series of possible conclusions, but I know it was.”

“How do you know?”

“There are no bodies. Even if there were survivors, they wouldn’t go far. They would see that we are here and come and seek help. If there were no survivors, the bodies should be where they landed in the crash.”

Pikachu looked around at the scattered debris, a doubtful expression on his face. “You think there would be any survivors from this?”

“No,” Ash said heavily. “Plane crashes are notorious for their low survivability.”

“I don’t understand,” Espeon said after a moment. “Some planes got through, some didn’t. Why would they only bring down one plane?”

“Maybe they couldn’t attack them all at once?” Pikachu offered, but Ash shook his head.

“Unlikely. I’m with Espeon, there is some benefit to whoever did this of having the planes in Johto and Hoenn grounded.”

“Those regions are now less vulnerable,” Espeon said. “They would have had huge numbers of trainers away, that number is reduced.”

“But the number of trainers in Sunnyshore is also reduced.” Ash mused. “Which means that they wanted some but not all of the trainers away.”

He turned back to Alakazam. “Get me back to the regions and return to your missions. I have a suspicion you’re going to be very busy very soon.”


The door to the room creaked open causing the sole resident to look up. In front of him stood a pair of Rattata. Curiosity piqued, the man inside stood up.

“How did you find me here?” he asked, kneeling down in front of the two Normal-types.

“It wasn’t too difficult.”

The man whirled, power flashing from his hands as he sent a wave of energy through the room. There was a loud crash before a chuckle emerged from the gloom.

“You missed me.”

The man didn’t say anything, but stood with his hands out, ready for a fight. The chuckle echoed again.

“I’m not here to fight you.”

“Then why are you here?”

“You know me?” the voice emanating from the shadows sounded intrigued.

“I do.”

“I admit, I’m curious. How?”

The man shrugged, barely visible in the gloom. “I’ve been away for some time. You learn things in the interim.”

There was another chuckle. “You’ve not been away for long. You’ve just been in hiding. Last time you went public, you lost badly.”

“And you’ve been following me?” the man’s voice was calm, a pleasant tone at odds with his body language.

“I followed you last time.”

“I thought as much,” the man spun his chair around to face towards his visitor and sat down in it. “How?”

The man could have sworn there was a glimmer of movement in the gloom as his visitor shrugged.

“I have a lot of money,” the voice explained. “It is easy when you are that wealthy.”

“And to what end?”

The voice was pleasant when it answered. “You and I want similar things, but neither of us has had much success. I want to change that.”

The man’s voice was disbelieving. “You want what I want?”

“Not entirely,” the voice said. “But our goals can be aligned. Soon I will come to you ready to support you. I’m sure you will want my assistance.”

The man rose from the chair, edging across the room towards a corner away from the voice. “You think I need your help?”

The voice chuckled. “I know you do. I know what you want, and I know what I want. But only with my help will you have the power that you need for the victory that you so desire. So yes, you need my help.”

“I might consider it. If I know I could trust you.”

“We shall have to wait and see in that regard,” the voice said. “Now, I bid you farewell. Until next time we meet.”

The man spun, light bursting out from the flashlight in his hand, but he was too slow. His guest was gone and the door to his room swung open as the two Rattata vanished into the evening gloom.


“It has been three days since the announcement of the removal of Cynthia Shirona from the position of Sinnoh Champion. Immediately after the announcement, the civil unrest in Sinnoh that had appeared to be under control flared up once again, focused in Sunnyshore City. The Pokémon League reacted quickly, and the problems have been brought under control. Johto, Hoenn and Kanto offered support to the beleaguered region, with trainers being led by their respective Elite Fours arriving in Sunnyshore City to bring order to the city. Despite containing the unrest into specific areas in the city, the situation is still precarious, and there is no knowledge as to the whereabouts of the interim Sinnoh leader, Lucian. Pokémon Master Mellanie Rigger has been invoking her authority, in an attempt to solve the crisis, but the trainers from the Pokémon League who she sent into Sinnoh have struggled greatly. She is coming under greater pressure to release the police who are on duty in other Sinnoh Cities or to send reinforcements from other regions to end the suffering of those in the sealed off regions of Sunnyshore City.

Mellanie threw the newspaper across the room, getting a certain sense of satisfaction from the look on Steven’s face as it crashed into the wall and fell to the ground. She glared at the leader of Hoenn who was still looking after it with a slightly disheartened expression, whilst ignoring Lance who was watching with a slightly amused expression.

“Something to say, Steven?”

“Just that they might have a point,” he said cautiously. “You have refused to release any more support, and they are still struggling in Sunnyshore. They need more help.”

“Tell me,” Mellanie said icily, “where is the plane from Johto that crashed? Have you found out what happened to it yet?”

“No, but…”

“But nothing Steven,” Mellanie snapped. “Nearly five hundred trainers were lost when that plane went down. Five hundred trainers that were only there on my order. I will not send anybody else to Sinnoh until we know what happened so we can stop it happening again.”

“And the police forces in other Sinnoh cities?” Steven asked.

“For all we know, those police are the only thing stopping the Sunnyshore crisis from spreading across the entirety of Sinnoh,” Mellanie said. “They do not move. If you have any other suggestions, I’m happy to entertain them, but the Sinnoh police stays where it is, and all Pokémon League planes are grounded.”

Steven turned to Lance. “You can’t agree with this? We are effectively doing nothing.”

“Actually, I do,” Lance said quietly, drawing surprised looks from Mellanie and Steven. “You forget Steven, action cost us the lives of nearly five hundred innocents. The police and trainers in Sunnyshore will restore the peace to the city eventually.”

Steven shook his head. “I never thought I’d be the one counselling action, but I understand.”

“Do you have any other suggestions?” Mellanie asked.

Steven shook his head. “None I’m afraid, aside from what we have already done.”

“Then we wait,” Mellanie said. “The police in Sunnyshore can continue to reclaim parts of the city, while we wait.”

“Wait for what?”

“For Ash,” Mellanie said simply. “His Pokémon are strong enough to make a difference. He can move us without needing planes. He can turn the tide.”

“Still no sign of him?” Lance asked.

“No,” Mellanie admitted. It was hard. No matter what she had said to him, she never thought that Ash would abandon her the way he had. She needed him, and he was nowhere to be found. “Sam is looking for him, amongst other things.”

“Then we wait,” Steven said in agreement. “And I still cannot return to Hoenn?”

“I’m sorry,” Mellanie said. “All Pokémon League planes are grounded until we find out what happened to the one that crashed.”

“Very well,” Steven said, rising from his chair and striding for the door. “I’ll tend to my region from afar.”

Mellanie watched him go with a slightly sad expression. “He still doesn’t like me.”

Lance shrugged. “Steven spent years learning the rules of high politics, learning how to maximise his influence. There are few in the world who have more influence than him. Then you came along and tore up the rulebook. He hates not being able to influence anything, but this is the way that it is.”

Mellanie blinked. “That was very… honest.”

Lance rose from his chair and stepped in front of Mellanie, putting a hand on her shoulder. She looked up into his eyes and he could see the stress and worry inside.

“You are the Pokémon Master,” Lance said simply. “People often seem to think that makes you strong, but I still remember you when you first burst onto the scene. I know that Ash was your mentor and the one you always looked up to, and I know that something has happened between you. I still remember when I became the leader of Kanto, the expectations that fall on public figures. I can only assume that it is worse for the Pokémon Master.”

Lance took a deep breath and smiled down at the shorter trainer.

“What I’m trying to say is that one of my traits is loyalty,” Lance said simply. “I’ll do anything I can to help you.”

Mellanie smiled back at him slightly. “Thank you, Lance.”

He nodded, pulling his hand back and looking slightly awkward. “I’d do the same for any Pokémon Master.”

“Except for Ash.”

Lance froze, before looking down to see Mellanie smiling at him. She was joking. He laughed weakly.

“I found that he never really needed help. And I’m sure that a lot of the time you won’t. But there is too much going on for you to be worrying about the loyalty of your regional leaders. I’m loyal, no matter what.”

He turned and left the room, leaving Mellanie looking after him thoughtfully.


Sam felt his stomach vanish somewhere behind him as Pidgeot banked sharply and accelerated down towards New Bark Town. Whilst Pidgeot loved flying at such high speeds, he didn’t usually do it with somebody on his back. Sam knew it wasn’t good for him, but he didn’t care.

Pidgeot spread his wings and decelerated quickly, coming down for a hard landing outside the laboratory. Before his Pokémon had even hit the ground, Sam was rolling off Pidgeot’s back, hitting the ground with a roll and coming up, striding towards the laboratory. He reached the door and raised his fist, hammering loudly.

The door swung open to reveal Professor Rose, stood there with a tired expression.

“Sam Fernandez,” she said softly. “It has been some time since you were here.”

“I need to ask you some questions,” Sam said brusquely, cutting off any further pleasantries.

“I’ll save you the time,” Rose said quietly. “I know why you are here.”

“You do?” Sam asked, his cold focus knocked-off by her quiet, sad demeanour.

“You want to know if Ash Ketchum has been here.”

“I know he has,” Sam said, aggression returning. “I want to know what you wanted him for and more importantly, where is he now?”

“I can answer one of those,” Rose said. “Would you like to come in? It won’t take long.”

Sam looked at her to see the darkness beneath her eyes that revealed her exhaustion and shook his head. “No. The quick story please.”

“Very well. I asked to see Ash because I wanted him to protect my daughter from the madness that is going on.”

“She is completely safe,” Sam said testily. “Although how you know so much about it interests me a great deal.”

“I read, I study, I listen.” Professor Rose said dismissively. “You should try it. Now, for your second question,”

Sam stopped himself from interrupting as Professor Rose took a deep breath.

“Where is he now? I don’t know. He headed out the door and disappeared.”

“Very well,” Sam growled. “What do you suspect?”

“I do not know as much about Ash Ketchum as you do,” Professor Rose said slowly. “Although he has formed a part of my research. But what I do know from looking at him when he was Pokémon Master is that he doesn’t rush his decisions. That implies that he looks for information before he makes his final decision. I suspect that he is doing that now.”

Sam froze, before nodding. “Thank you, Professor,” he turned on his heel and headed straight back for Pidgeot. As his Pokémon climbed into the sky, Sam pulled out a phone.

“Hold the speed down for a moment,” Sam murmured to Pidgeot who gave a loud squawk of agreement. Sam dialled a number and spoke into the phone quickly.

“Mellanie, I know you won’t pick this up yet, but I think I know where Ash might be. He’s gone to find out what happened at the plane crash. I’m heading back to Indigo, if I’m right he’ll come to us soon.”


Officer Jenny slumped against the wall, exhaustion overtaking her. She couldn’t believe how bad the riots had grown, They had been fighting them for the better part of a week, but they had made so little progress. The latest reports showed that they had contained the rioters in parts of the city. But they were less like rioters and more like organised forces now. Trying to push them back proved to be extremely difficult, even with the reinforcements that she had been given. In fact, it was only because of the thousand or so reinforcements from Kanto and Hoenn that they had managed the containment.

Jenny pushed herself away from the wall and strode into the command tent she had left briefly. As she walked in, all faces turned to look at her. She sighed. She knew what they wanted. The Pokémon Master had made her decision. Full martial law was declared in Sinnoh. The last time a Pokémon Master had invoked that part of the constitution had been in the aftermath of the terrorist attack on Silver Stadium, nearly ten years previously. The significance was not lost on Officer Jenny.

“We can deploy them if you…” another Jenny started, but she was silenced by a glare from her superior. Jenny strode up to the map and studied it carefully. They had reclaimed parts of the city over the last few days, but it was hard. Her officers and their supporting trainers were struggling. Even the members of other regions Elite Fours were finding it hard going, although Jenny had a new appreciation for their ability. One of the Kanto Elite Four, Alicia had been cut off when there was a counter-attack in her sector. She had not only held onto her position, her Pokémon had successfully rescued more than a dozen police officers, before driving their opposition back. By the time Jenny herself had arrived with reinforcements, Alicia had actually managed to reclaim another three streets and was only being stopped by the huge weight of numbers.

It wasn’t enough though. The further they pushed, the more they condensed their opposition, making it harder to push on. And Jenny was conscious that pushing too far would leave them vulnerable to a solid attempt to break out of the containment. If they broke into the city again, all their hard work and struggling would be completely undone. She had a weapon that could force the decisive breakthrough. It would enable her to arrest the rioters instead of simply driving them back. If she got it right, she would end the fighting. But it had a risk. A risk that the Pokémon Master knew. Which is why the final decision had been left to the officer on the ground. Her. The only advice she had been given by the Pokémon Master was that it was to be used only in a situation of absolutely last resort. And Jenny wasn’t sure they were there yet.

“We won’t deploy them,” Jenny said quietly, her voice determined. “I’ll not turn such dangerous attacks against the population.”

“But…” the dissenting voice was cut off by a single glare from Officer Jenny, who turned to the team leaders that she been briefing before the declaration of martial law came through.

“Continue to push where you can. We need to take as much of the city back as possible.”

“Yes Ma’am,” Alicia said, smiling through her dirt-streaked face. “We’ll make as much progress as possible.”

“I know you will,” Jenny said with a warm smile. “Let’s go. I want us to…”

There was a loud crackle coming from the radio at Jenny’s hip that made everybody freeze. In a smooth movement, the radio was brought up.

“Officer Jenny speaking. Report.”

“They are attacking us, Ma’am!” The voice sounded panicked. “We can’t contain them!”

“Where are you?”

“Commercial district, sector twelve.”

Jenny felt a panic rising in her as she spun to see the map. Sector twelve hadn’t been discussed for a couple of days. It wasn’t at the front of the containment any more. Which could only mean…

“I’m dispatching reinforcements,” Jenny said down the radio. “Hold on as long as you can.”

Alicia stepped forwards. “Isn’t that in the rear of our positions?”

“Yes,” Jenny growled. “They got out. Take your squad, reinforce them. We can’t let them break through, or they’ll be able to surround us.”

Alicia nodded and turned, sprinting out the flap at the front of the tent. As she went, Jenny could hear her shouting orders and a moment later she heard the sound of Pokémon appearing. She allowed herself to relax slightly. If anybody could stop the breakthrough, it would be the fiery Kanto Elite. They still had to find out how their opponents had broken through the containment, but they could at least stop them breaking through and making it worse. A moment later, the radio buzzed once again.

“Attacks Ma’am, all along the line.”

Jenny started barking orders as more reports of attacks came in. She rapidly realised what was going on, and it scared her. They were in danger of being completely overwhelmed. Jenny strode out of the command tent as the last of her reserves were committed to the fight.


The man sat quietly in a café in Silver Town, a smile on his face as he looked down the street at a large building. The home of the Johto Pokémon League. At least, that is what enormous sign on the front said it was. The man smirked to himself. That may be what they thought it was, but it wouldn’t be that way for much longer. He glanced down at his phone, scrolling through the long list of messages that he had received over the last hour. Nearly everybody was in position. The plan was on schedule, it was just waiting for his go ahead.

The man leaned back slightly in his chair and took a moment to appreciate what he had managed. What they had managed. It amused him that the spark for everything that they were doing had been provided by the Pokémon League itself. Mellanie Rigger, the Pokémon Master and Cynthia Shirona, her predecessor. Their feud was going to cost them for more than they ever thought possible. Although it should have been easier.

He had felt a flutter of uncertainty when the Johto plane went down. That had never been part of the plan, they needed as many trainers as possible outside of the regions. The Pokémon League’s response had been swift and predictable. All other planes had been grounded. It did mean that Sinnoh was falling into their hands far quicker than anticipated but it made his job harder.

The phone in his hand rang a loud trilling noise that brought his attention back to the world around him. He quickly accepted the call, pressing the phone to his ear.

“Cassidy?”

“Butch.” His old partner, and now one of the few who could rival him for success. When they had been offered the jobs they were, it had been of immense pride to both of them.

“How is Hoenn?” Butch asked.

“I’d say it is looking pretty good,” Cassidy answered down the phone. “And the view in Johto?”

“Just about ready to be improved,” Butch answered, the glee evident in his tone. “I guess we did get there in the end.”

“Careful,” Cassidy warned. “He warned us against over-confidence.”

“I know, I know,” Butch said, his voice menacingly quiet. “But how can we be stopped? Anybody who could is in the wrong place. The only one who could is completely estranged from the Pokémon League. By the time he reacts, we’ll have won.”

“Yes, there is that,” Cassidy said, the note of triumph in her voice clear. It had been a huge morale boost when Ash Ketchum had spoken out against the Pokémon League. The only problem with the conflict between Mellanie Rigger and Cynthia Shirona was that it had brought him back. Yet he had excluded himself from the Pokémon League, opposed his former tutee and was currently completely missing. They could never have hoped for such an outcome. By the time he knew what had happened, it would be too late. And his input into the Pokémon League’s moves was evident in its absence.

“Shall we proceed?”

Butch let a chuckle escape his lips. “I’m ready. I’m sure you are as well.”

“Then let’s change history.”

The call ended and Butch immediately opened an unsent message on his phone. The message that had been waiting to be sent ever since he had sat down in the café. A single word. Butch smiled down at his phone before jamming his thumb on the ‘Send’ icon. The message shot away, passing to the leaders of the squads that were positioned all over Johto.

Butch rose from his seat, stepping outside as the first shout echoed down the street. In front of the Pokémon League building, more than two dozen of his men had released Pokémon and were advancing. Passers-by screamed as the first attacks crashed into the building. Butch had ordered an extreme show of force to start and he was certainly getting what he ordered.

Tinkling could be heard over the shouts and screams as glass shattered under the impact of Pokémon attacking. His men stormed into the building as more grunts appeared, their Pokémon being released as they surrounded the building. There wouldn’t be enough trainers inside to stop them, but the third wave moved in to make certain. Nothing had been left to chance.


Alicia bellowed her frustration as she saw her most powerful Pokémon, a ferocious Arcanine get driven back by the weight of attacks. Arcanine yowled his pain as he took more than a dozen hits before rearing up on his hind legs and unleashing a devastating Flamethrower attack down the street.

Swearing could be heard from their opponents as they dived for cover. Alicia stepped forwards as the attack died out before diving back for cover as the retaliation came. Attacks streaked down the street, forcing Arcanine to bound for cover behind a building. Alicia crouched behind an overturned car watching attacks land all around her. A small part of her brain was confused at the number of poison strikes that were landing. Who used so many Poison-types?

After a moment the attacks seemed to die out and Alicia peered around the car. A woman was stood in the street, her arms held high above her head. Pokémon flew down from the sky, more bursting out of the ground to surround her. Arcanine moaned slightly in pain as he padded out from behind the building, coming to stand at her side.

“You’ve fought well,” the woman called, as the horde of Pokémon behind her continued to grow. Rioters came to stand next to her, showing their support and Alicia realised what they had been facing all this time.

“You did this,” she accused. “You brought these trainers here. This was all planned.”

The woman laughed. “I did.”

“Why?”

“Because when you are here, you aren’t elsewhere,” the woman explained calmly. “Now, in recognition of how well you’ve fought, I’ll let you surrender. We’ve wiped out the rest of your squad, and if you try to fight us we’ll be forced to hurt you. This city is ours now.”

Alicia looked around, seeing her friends on the ground. The lucky ones were out cold, two of her squad were clearly in pain as they watched the exchange. One looked to have a broken leg, the other had several large gashes. Alicia looked down at her Pokémon belt. She’d fought by herself for… she had no idea. All she knew was that she had held out longer than anybody could have expected. The sheer weight of numbers was all that had beaten her.

“Come now,” the woman said, stepping forwards. “You know you can’t win. Your forces are dispersed, most of the police are in flight. You must concede we have the city.”

Alicia looked up at Arcanine who met her gaze calmly. Her Pokémon knew what she was about to do.

“You’re right,” Alicia started, standing tall with her arm on Arcanine. “I can’t beat you. You brought a hundred helpers. But I’ll not surrender.”

Alicia swung herself onto Arcanine who exploded into motion. The woman screamed in fury, attacks racing out but it was too late. Few Pokémon in the world could keep up with Arcanine in terms of raw power of acceleration, and that was without him using ExtremeSpeed. In less than a second, Alicia was gone.


Butch strode forwards, sweeping through the line of his grunts. They saluted as he passed, a salute which he returned casually. He smiled to himself as he moved into the ruined lobby. The receptionist was on the floor, cowering as a grunt stood over her. Butch returned his salute as well, before reaching the elevator that led up to Lance’s office. The seat of the Dragon Master, the seat that ruled Johto. The seat that had been promised to Butch.

As the elevator moved up the building, Butch felt his triumph rising. The plan had been so simple. With the Pokémon League in disarray after the crisis in Sinnoh, Johto and Hoenn were vulnerable. As soon as the Pokémon League sent trainers to support Sinnoh, Butch was ready to act. Kanto would be harder to take, especially with the presence of the Pokémon Master. Once the regional leaders were trapped there as well, any plans to target the final region were shelved. But it didn’t matter. Three out of four regions in their hands would leave Kanto isolated. It couldn’t stand forever. If it came to a straight war, they would win. Sheer numbers of Pokémon in their three regions would be enough to beat Kanto into the ground.

As the lift reached the top floor, the doors dinged and opened. Butch strode forwards, heading straight for the door at the end of the corridor. The door to Lance Waturu’s office, the room where Johto was ruled from. It opened at his touch and swung inwards. There was a chair waiting for him, behind the desk. A chair that when he took would be where he would rule Johto from. A chair that he only just had to sit in to complete the first stage of the plan. The chair that already had somebody in it.

“What the…” the Butch started, but the door behind him swung shut as Ash Ketchum rose from the seat to meet him, an expression of pure fury on his face.
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15. Chapter 15


Ash couldn’t place the man in front of him, despite his certainty that he had seen him previously. The man who was staring at him in shock, but slowly starting to move once again.

“You… But… Interview… You… Pokémon League…”

Ash swept around the table, to meet the babbling man. He had none of his own Pokémon with him, but he didn’t need them. One man presented no threat to him.

“What is your name?” Ash demanded as he towered over the man who had apparently decided to stop talking.

“I…”

Ash sighed. “No matter, I will find out.”

The man managed to force out a laugh, a manic sound that was abruptly cut off as Ash stepped forwards slightly.

“You’re too late Ketchum,” the man said, a grin still on his face. “You may stop me here, but Hoenn will fall. The rest of Johto will fall. You can’t stop all of us.”

Ash blinked, then moved. Faster than the eye could see, his fist shot out, sending the man flying across the room. The door buckled under the impact, and the man slumped to the ground, before being raised up and slammed against the wall once again, Ash’s fist at his throat.

“I’m not sure you’re in a position to make threats,” Ash said as he glared up at the man. “Now, what is your name? I’ll not ask again.”

The man looked down into the eyes of his attacker and felt his resistance crumble away. Usually, when facing an opponent he could stare them down. Little scared him, but when he saw the face below him he felt fear suck away all of his strength. The visage in front of him was covered in scars, with the worst running directly across his face, from his left ear to the right, ending just below his lips. The eyes themselves were utterly pitiless, dark pits into which the man could feel his soul falling.

“My name is Butch,” he said choked out, the fist slowly crushing his windpipe and depriving him of air.

Ash nodded. “You know who I am. That will make this easier.”

Ash let Butch fall from to the floor before turning away and returning to the desk. Butch slowly climbed to his feet, leaning on the door frame for support.

“Sit down Butch,” Ash said sharply, gesturing towards the chair. “Before you fall over.”

Butch considered trying to run but decided against it. Even if he was in a state to flee, he suspected that he would be caught within the first ten seconds. Probably less if the rumours about Ash Ketchum’s capabilities were anything to go on. He let go of the door and staggered towards the chair, slumping into it as Ash’s eyes bored into him. Inexplicably the face in front of him had returned to normal, perfect skin.

“How…” Butch started before Ash leaned forward, cutting him off.

“How many of you are there in this building?”

Butch clamped his mouth shut and forced himself to meet the stare of the man in front of him. If he could even be called that, Butch wasn’t entirely sure if he would classify him as a man anymore. What kind of man had the ability to change his face on a whim?

“How many of your grunts are across Johto?”

No answer.

“Who are you working for?”

Butch tried to look away but a hand shot out, gripping his chin and forcing his gaze forwards to the man across the desk.

“Who are you working for, Butch?” Ash asked. Butch met his gaze for a long moment before spitting at his interrogator. Ash withdrew smoothly, allowing the spittle to land on the desk between them, before rising from his chair and started pacing.

“You know Butch, I’m sure your colleagues admire your loyalty. It is impressive, your refusal to give an answer to a simple question.”

“Thank you?” Butch ventured, but Ash ignored him.

“So, let me tell you what is going to happen here. You can either answer all of my questions and then when you get charged by the Pokémon League, you might survive the charge of terrorism. Time in prison at the very least shouldn’t kill you.”

Ash turned and placed both hands on the desk, towering over Butch. “Do I need to hell you what option two is?”

Butch looked up, feeling a bubble up from somewhere inside, although where he had no idea.

“You’re bluffing. You fell out with the Pokémon League. The Pokémon Master won’t do anything to help you, and you won’t do anything to help her.”

Ash nodded slowly, before standing up straight.

“Option two it is then. Once my Pokémon are done stopping your attempted coup, they will teleport you to Indigo Plateau. The Pokémon Master will be waiting for you, along with testimony from myself and my Pokémon. Testimony that is admissible in court. You’ll be lucky not to face the death penalty, especially when your lack of cooperation is considered.”

“Our coup?” Butch stammered out, confidence suddenly destroyed.

Ash looked down at him pityingly. “You didn’t think I didn’t know about that did you?”


Steven and Lance heard the notifications at the same time as the felt their phones vibrating. Mellanie’s phone went off a moment later. In unison, they turned away from the wall of screens that was showing the chaos in Suunyshore City.

“A report from Goldenrod,” Lance said as he scanned down. “Another from Violet City and Ecruteak.”

Mellanie didn’t even bother to read hers as Steven started announcing similar reports from Hoenn cities.

“What is going on?” she demanded.

Lance held up a hand for a moment before dialling a number.

“Falkner? Give me a brief rundown… What?!”

Lance held his hand over the mouthpiece and looked at Mellanie.

“We’ve been attacked” he mouthed before turning his attention back to the phone.

“How did you win?”

There was a long moment before a look of utter incomprehension spread across Lance’s face. He thanked Falkner before ending the call.

“Well?” Mellanie demanded.

Lance shook his head. “I don’t know. I don’t know where Ash is, but Falkner just reported that Violet City was being attacked, the focus being on his gym. The centre of the Pokémon League in the city.”

“Just like in Sinnoh,” Steven said sharply. “How bad?”

“He was being overwhelmed.”

“Was?” Mellanie asked.

Lance nodded as he turned towards her. “Yes, was. Apparently, a Sceptile appeared and dispatched his attackers. By itself.”

There was a long silence before Mellanie nodded. “Ash.”

“But where is he?” Steven demanded.

Mellanie looked at him with a slightly sad expression on her face. “He won’t be here.”

“How do you know that?”

“It is quite simple,” she said. “Ash is doing what he does best. He’ll clear up as many of the problems as he can, then he will come to us. Not before.”


Ash closed the door behind him, leaving Butch unconscious in a chair, securely tied. As he strode for the elevator down, he heard a Pokémon land next to him and follow.

“Espeon.”

“We’ve secured this building, and the others in this city. The majority of Johto and Hoenn cities have repelled the attacks. Alakazam is coordinating the final push now.”

“You’ve done well,” Ash said as the entered the elevator, feeling it descend. “Where are we keeping the captives?”

“We moved them to the island.”

Ash glanced down at his Pokémon in surprise but she met his gaze calmly. “Why?”

“Because nobody can get on or off that island without my agreement. They are secure there, and well restrained.”

Ash nodded. “Very well. Your judgement call.”

“It is.”

The elevator continued to descend as a silence fell between the two of them, before Ash sighed and looked down at his Pokémon.

“What is it?”

“Nothing.”

Ash laughed. “There is no way that you can get away with that. What is it?”

“How did you know?”

“How did I know what?”

Ash grinned as Espeon’s tail flicked out against his hand.

“You know what.”

“I had a hunch,” Ash admitted. “The riots in Sinnoh didn’t make much sense in isolation, but as a cover for an attempt to run coups in two regions, it is incredibly daring. It almost succeeded. I’m almost curious to know who thinks they can pull it off.”

“You don’t know?”

“Not yet. But I will find out,” Ash promised.

“What comes next?” Espeon asked.

“We finish rounding up Hoenn and Johto,” Ash said. “And then I think it is time that we paid a visit to Sunnyshore City.”


The door swung open, and the resident of the room turned to look at his visitor. The woman strode in, her confidence apparent in the way she held herself.

“Report.”

The woman deliberately left the door open as she selected a chair and swung it around, to sit on it the wrong way around, her legs wrapping around the backrest as she leaned forwards against it. The gloom from the outside world illuminated her blonde hair as it fell forwards framing her face.

“You could afford to be a little politer.”

“You lost me an Elite,” the man said, his voice betraying his anger.

“So maybe you didn’t need a report after all,” the woman said cheerily, ignoring the way that her words caused an intake of breath in the shadows in front of her. “Since you already knew what was…”

“Don’t test me,” the man growled. “Remember, I rescued you.”

“I suppose you did,” the woman said. “Fine. We’ve secured the city, grunts in deployment to fight against any attacks. Our backup plan is well underway, with large buildings already rigged. There is no police force and we are confiscating Pokémon throughout the city. We can hold off almost any attack through the weight of numbers.”

“And what happened in Johto and Hoenn?”

For the first time, the woman’s peppy look faded. “I was rather hoping you knew. That has put us under huge pressure to deliver quickly. We wanted to secure Sinnoh, we only got one city.”

“There is only one thing that I believe has happened,” the man said softly. “Champion has entered the fight.”

“Champion? But he wouldn’t support the Pokémon League…”

“Don’t underestimate him,” the man’s voice was sharp. “Anybody who has is promptly beaten. He is utterly ruthless, and will think of nothing of taking on an army.”

“You know a lot about him.”

“I do. I have history.” The man didn’t elaborate any further and the woman began to lean her chair forwards.

“If he attacks with all of his Pokémon, we may struggle to hold him off,” she warned. “I’ve not seen his Pokémon in action, but they are said to be fearsome.”

“They are, but we have them sorted. If he relies on his Pokémon to defeat us, he will lose. He may, however, choose to attack us himself. He is a fearsome fighter, even without his Pokémon.”

“I have unfinished business with Ketchum and I would enjoy bringing down a legend,” the woman said as the chair tilted alarmingly forwards, now only held in place by her lean muscles tensing.

“As would I,” the man said. “But it would take both of us. If he attacks, you do not reveal yourself until either I order you, or until I engage him. Do you understand?”

There was a clatter as the chair fell to the floor, the woman rolling into a crouch in a smooth movement. She stood peered into the darkness, struggling to make out the face of her superior before nodding. “I understand. We will triumph.”

She spun, rising to her full height as she strode for the door, athletic grace suddenly evident in her movements. The man watching her leave allowed a smile to flicker across his face in the darkness. He was ready.


Alicia rolled off the back of her Arcanine, landing on the ground and staggering. She was exhausted, and she hadn’t been the one who had been fighting. How her Pokémon was still on his feet, she wasn’t entirely sure.

Arcanine yowled as she looked more closely at his injuries. He had clearly been fighting very hard but stood proud. She reached up and scratched him below his jaw, causing him to turn and look down at her with a smile on his face.

“Thank you,” Alicia whispered. “You got us out of there.”

Arcanine nodded before lying down in the dirt by the side of the road. He licked at his wounds for a moment before turning his attention back to his shattered trainer.

“No…” Alicia muttered, climbing to her feet and standing over him. “You rest Arcanine.”

Her Pokémon nuzzled her arm before nodding tiredly and accepting the Pokéball that was held above him. Alicia replaced it on her belt and looked around. She wasn’t entirely sure where she was, but she knew she was alone. She had no Pokémon left that were in a state to fight and she was somewhere in Sinnoh, with nobody knowing where she was.

She reached into her pocket and pulled out her mobile phone, staring at its dark screen. Keeping her phone with charge had been difficult, and she wasn’t surprised to see it dead. Shoving it back into her pocket in frustration, Alicia reached for the bag that had flown away as Arcanine came to a stop. Deciding to focus on what she did have instead of what she didn’t, Alicia spilled the contents out onto the ground and began to take stock. A few moments later she began to wish she had let herself break down in tears. A pad of paper, a small bottle of water, enough food to sustain her for a day and her change of clothes. A map completed the set, but with no idea as to where she was, the map was taunting her. She looked up into the sky and saw the lack of clouds, before looking sadly at the bottle of water. Whilst rain wouldn’t be exactly pleasant, the heat that she was facing wasn’t ideal either.

She looked back at the tracks that Arcanine had left in his desperation to escape and tried to think of something that she could have done differently. She knew she had fought harder than anybody could have expected, holding her own after her supporting trainers had been beaten. She had started the day with a dozen supporting trainers, but they had all fallen by the wayside as she fought relentlessly. The attacks had been far worse than she could have expected. And she still had no idea where Lucian was. Ultimately, she had failed.

Failure was something that didn’t come naturally to the Elite Four that Sam had put together. When he had won his title, he had been aware of the incredible media focus on his age. The youngest ever regional leader, defeating a legend in Lance, the Dragon Master. The world had watched and waited for him to embarrass himself. When that hadn’t happened, they had assumed that Sam was getting advice from somebody older. The expectation had caused Sam to do the opposite, deliberately surrounding himself with young trainers. Alicia herself had struggled to find her way in a competitive world as a young woman, ignored for her gender. Derided by her opponents, her career had stagnated. She had retreated to Cinnabar Island to become one of the strongest trainers in the islands gym, but stopped entering tournaments. Sam had found her, recruited her and she never looked back. She had the highest win percentage of the any of the opening members of the Elite Four. She never failed. Despite the loss in Sunnyshore City, she needed to get back to Indigo Plateau. The Pokémon League needed to know what had happened, and she suspected she was the only one who would be telling them.

Feeling somewhat more motivated, Alicia pulled the map out once again, before looking back at Arcanine’s tracks. She knew that her Pokémon would not have taken her towards the ocean, and she knew where they had come from. Thinking back to which way they had fled the city, Alicia tried to work out how close she would be to Route 222. It had been a long time since she had been in Sinnoh, but she could see a forest in the distance. Slowly, she began to find more features that she recognized to gain a rough idea of where she was. If she was right, she had ten miles to hike before she reached a route that she might recognize. Quickly gathering up her belongings and packing them into her bag, she squared her shoulders and started to walk.


Ash crouched down on the roof of the building, keeping himself as low as possible. In the square far beneath him, it seemed surprisingly peaceful. For a city that had just been the scene of a host of riots and what could only amount to a coup against the Pokémon League, Ash had been expecting a lot worse. As it was, he looked down on the square where it had all happened and it looked remarkably clean.

Espeon nosed at his arm as he shuffled back from the edge and turned to her.

“Where is the damage?”

“This is worse than we were expecting,” Ash said quietly. “Riots and a coup is one thing, but this looks closer to an attempt to actually take the city over completely. What we stopped in Johto and Hoenn they have done here successfully.”

“We can push them back again,” Espeon said confidently. “They won with numbers, that won’t work against us.”

Ash shook his head. “Not yet. For one thing, we don’t know where anybody from the Pokémon League still is. We will need to go to Indigo Plateau before we do anything here.”

Espeon nodded and turned to move away but she felt a hand on her head that made her turn back.

“Speak to Alakazam. Whilst the plane from Johto went down, Kanto and Hoenn got through. That is a lot of powerful trainers to just vanish. Find out where they went and find out who the most powerful trainers are. Some must have gotten away.”

Espeon flicked her tail as she shut her eyes. Ash shuffled forwards again, looking down on the square below him once again. There were some people walking across it, almost as if they didn’t have a care in the world. He frowned slightly, something was very wrong. Something occurred to him as Espeon opened her eyes once again.

“They were captured,” Espeon said. “Alakazam has found most of them in cells throughout the city.”

“Any missing?” Ash asked.

“One. Alicia, the first member of the Kanto Elite Four.”

“Alicia…” Ash said quietly, mulling over the word. “She escaped.”

“It would appear so.”

“Find her,” Ash said. “That is their top priority.”

“I’ll instruct the scouts. What will we do?”

Ash smiled slightly as he rose to his full height and stepped away from the edge of the roof.

“I’m going to pay a visit to the person who is sitting in Lucian’s office. I want to know who the woman that organised this whole thing is.”

“How do you know that she will be in there?” Espeon asked. Ash glanced down at her.

“Because this was not just an attempt to cause problems, or even a protest. This was a fully-fledged revolution. And the Pokémon League is the centre of the cities infrastructure. It would be symbolic; they’ve thrown the Pokémon League out and are taking the seat of their power. She is the leader, she will be there.”

Before Espeon could say anything else, Ash took several steps across the roof, standing over a vent that led down into the building. The top had a grill welded to the exit, designed to prevent anybody doing what Ash was about to. Espeon arrived at his side as he looked at the grill almost pityingly.

“I suppose this was never designed to keep somebody like me out,” Ash remarked as he reached down and tugged. There was a snapping noise and the entire grill came away, leaving an open hole for him to drop down into. He grinned at Espeon before vaulting inside, falling rapidly. His Pokémon sighed as she watched him drop.

About a third of the way down, Espeon reached out and caught him with Psychic. He looked up and gave her a thumb up that made her purr with amusement despite herself. Her trainer really was a unique person. Ash reached out with his hand and struck the edge of the vent, splitting it instantly. His fist passed straight through the wall around it, causing a puff of dust to drift into the vent and fall. A moment later he vanished into the hole that he had created in the wall before his arms reappeared reaching into the vent. Espeon sighed as she stepped forwards, dropping into his arms. Ash put her down on the floor next to him before looking around at a whole group of workers sat in the office floor that they had extricated themselves into.

“Good afternoon,” Ash said as he looked at the stunned workers before glancing back to the hole in their wall behind him. “Sorry about that. I’ll be on my way, but I’m sure somebody will fix it.”

“Why?”

Ash stopped, halfway towards the door that led out of the room, turning around to look at the office worker who had spoken to him. “Sorry?”

“Why are you here?”

“My name is Ash Ketchum. I was once the Pokémon Master. I’m here to work out what has happened.”

“That is pretty easy to tell you,” the man said. “We have a new leader.”

Ash cocked his head slightly. “You aren’t new staff here, are you?”

The man nodded. “Good guess. We’ve been here for years. And we’ve now finally got a leader who cares about the region more than looking good in the eyes of the Pokémon League.”

“Interesting,” Ash said. “You work for the Pokémon League.”

“Worked.”

Ash looked around to see hostility beginning to break out on the faces of those around him, surprised at how much there was.

“Would it make you happier if I said I wasn’t here to overthrow her this time?” Ash asked.

“Wait… you’re not?” the man asked, confusion evident in his voice.

Ash nodded. “I’m not. I want to talk, discuss what happened. I’m sure that you are aware that the revolution was illegal, but I promise that I’ll not do anything to harm the woman in charge this time.”

The man nodded slowly. “Very well. Go.”

Ash turned and strode out of the door, with Espeon padding along beside him.

“Why did you debate with them? We can’t afford that much time.”

Ash glanced down at Espeon. “Because that attitude landed us in this problem. We cannot just ignore the opinions of regular people, they care about what happens in their region. They want to know that they are valued, they want to know that their region is looked after. When Cynthia became Pokémon Master first time, they would have been proud to have her ruling the world. But that was a long time ago. It has been a very long time since the Sinnoh Champion actually seemed to spend time in her region. That isn’t going to make the Pokémon League very popular around here.”

“You’re trying to reverse the trend?”

“Yes,” Ash said simply as they stepped into the elevator. “No matter what happens, I was once still Pokémon Master. Looking after issues like this comes with the job.”

Espeon didn’t say anything as the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened. Ash strode forwards, heading straight for the door that traditionally led to the office for the leader of Sinnoh. At his touch, the door swung open, revealing a woman sat behind a desk, skimming a file that was open on her desk.

“I don’t recall saying come in,” the woman said, not looking up.

“I do apologise,” Ash said, slightly sarcastically. “It’s been a habit I’ve picked up recently, dramatic entries. You should be happy I actually used the door.”

The woman’s head snapped up to see Ash stood there calmly waiting. She smirked at him before carefully placing the file away in a drawer and making a steeple with her fingers on the desk.

“Ash Ketchum.”

“Well that puts me at a disadvantage,” Ash said conversationally. “Because I don’t know your name.”

“My name isn’t important.”

“Ash, she has a disguise,” Espeon said suddenly.

Ash didn’t react as he stepped towards a chair, lounging in it.

“Can you break it?” Ash asked.

“Probably. Give me a moment.”

“It would still be nice to know who I’m talking to,” Ash said as he leaned forwards.

“The leader of Sinnoh.”

Ash inclined his head. “I’m afraid I don’t quite follow that.”

“We took the region, therefore I become the leader. It is quite simple.”

“Oh, I agree, it would be quite simple,” Ash said. “Except you didn’t take the region. You took the city. So I suppose I could call you the leader of Sunnyshore?”

“Ready,” Espeon said.

“Although I would rather just find out who you really are,” Ash continued. “So… Espeon?”

There was a flash from across the desk, and the woman shouted in anger. As the light faded, Ash looked into a completely different face. Shoulder length blonde hair framed her face, her violet eyes gazing at Ash in fury. Ash lounged back in his chair, contemplating the person sat in front of him.

“I’ve seen you before,” Ash mused. “Not recently, but a long time ago.”

The woman rose from her chair, shaking with anger. “What are you here for?”

Ash ignored her, instead leaning forwards to get a closer look at her face. “I think I do know you…” he said quietly. “Although… I thought I left you in prison?”

The woman flipped her hair, glaring down at him with hatred. “You left me tied up outside a police station. Technically you didn’t leave me in the prison.”

Ash nodded as he leaned back once again. “Domino. The Black Tulip, 009. Once the hottest agent of Team Rocket, until I tore the organisation apart. I’m curious, how did you escape?”

Domino shrugged. “It wasn’t that hard. I wasn’t the Black Tulip for nothing.”

Ash nodded. “There is that. I’m aware of your capabilities, although I did think you wouldn’t want to face me again.”

“I’ve grown harder to beat since we last met.”

“And I’ve grown far stronger than you could ever hope to beat,” Ash retorted. “Even without my Pokémon, you have no chance against me.”

Domino lunged forwards, but Ash was already moving, sliding out of his chair and to one side as his opponent flew through the spot where he had been a moment earlier. Domino hit the ground rolling, coming up to face Ash, a black tulip held in her hand. Ash sighed as she flung the tulip at him, snatching it out of the air and slamming it into the desk. Domino leapt forwards again, her foot flying out to try to strike her opponent. Ash spun away, letting her strike pass him by before his arms closed around her wrists in a steely grip.

“I didn’t come here to fight you,” Ash said, but Domino ignored him. Despite her arms being held in place, she twisted her lower body to allow her to kick out. Ash let the kick catch him in the side, ignoring the blow as he raised Domino into the air with casual strength. He rounded the desk, placing her firmly back in the chair before leaning back as her feet swung back around in an aggressive kick.

Ash leapt backwards, easily clearing the desk as Domino struck at him again before glancing down at Espeon who was watching with an amused expression. As he landed, his eyes glowed an electric blue, freezing Domino in place.

“As I said, I didn’t come here to fight,” Ash said. “I gave my word to somebody that I wouldn’t hurt you, but you are making it difficult.”

“Then why are you here?” Domino asked through gritted teeth, straining against the force holding her in place.

Ash looked at the furious woman in front of him.

“I came to find out who I was facing. Next time we meet, it’ll be as enemies.”

Domino felt the force holding her in place vanish, and she lunged forward but Ash was already gone, vanishing into the air.


Alicia felt herself stumble and let herself fall to the ground. She lay there for a moment, exhaustion rendering her motionless. Her muscles trembled, and she felt tears beginning to come on. After a long moment, she managed to raise her head to look around to see if she recognized where she was. Nothing around her looked even vaguely familiar to the routes that she had travelled years ago. Alicia let her head fall to the ground once again, this time the tears flowing freely. She was utterly lost, and nobody would be able to find her.

She reached to her belt and held a Pokéball in her hand, before wearily returning it to her belt. Her team was still shattered. She knew that they would recover enough to help her in a day or so, but that was too late. Whatever had happened in Sunnyshore City was too big to leave that long. The Pokémon League needed to know, which meant that she needed to get in contact with Indigo Plateau.

Footsteps caused her to leap up, ignoring the screaming from her muscles as they strained to keep her upright. Stood in front of her was a man that she recognized. Ash Ketchum.

“You,” Alicia blurted.

Ash smiled slightly. “Indeed. Let’s get you out of here.”

Alicia tried to take a step, but her legs gave way once again. Before she hit the ground, Ash stepped forwards, sweeping her up into his arms, and laying her down gently. He pressed a hand to her forehead, wincing slightly when he felt how warm it was. Alicia’s eyes closed, and she lay in front of him trembling.

Ash turned to Espeon and Alakazam.

“Get us to Indigo Plateau. It is time to report back to the Pokémon League, and we need to get her to a doctor.”

A/N

Well, this is a slightly slower chapter than some of the previous ones. And Butch survived without being completely murdered which is probably called getting off easily when Ash catches you trying to overthrow a region. And we put a name to the woman who is causing problems. Perhaps even more surprising, its a character you might recognize!

To answer a couple of questions from the last few chapters:

L – It is interesting that you think the government system is inefficient. I spent a fair bit of time trying to have a reasonable system of governance that might at least survive a reasonable period whilst incorporating it into a world where everybody is obsessed with battles. You are correct, the meritocracy that I settled on is slightly better than the hereditary systems that were used throughout much of history, but it is not without its flaws. Having somebody like Mellanie become Pokémon Master where her only qualification is that she can command Pokémon better than anybody else suggests an inherently flawed system. I especially liked your reference to historical monarchies, as this is the kind of issues that could be faced where you have a weak selection policy. The best example I can give would be King John of England who was quite frankly an awful King. By the end of his reign, his nobles rebelled and forced him to sign the Magna Carta (look it up, it is quite an interesting document). My point in this is that when you have a good leader, such a system works well, but when you have a bad leader, the others who hold power usually find a way to prevent the leader doing too much damage. Definitely a good point though (not least this is a very long response!), and definitely not what I’d consider flaming. I never pretended that the system of governance works well, although I suppose when you have the right people in charge, it is as effective as any other method. If you want to debate further, send me a PM and I’ll happily chat about political systems for as long as you want!

Tisumi & jujugol – To be fair, Ash closed Norman’s gym quite a long time ago. Nine years have passed since then, so you’d like to hope that he got over it. I’m planning on adding more details around minor characters at some point in future (spin-off stories that cover each of them, etc.) but effectively Norman’s complaints died when Ash faced down the worlds legendary Pokémon and won. Nobody is stupid enough to try and complain against somebody that can do that!

Mirayessa10 – Always good to hear your feedback! Throughout the series, I’ve tried to portray Steven as the most politically astute of the three original regional leaders. Ultimately, politically astute people aren’t necessarily nice people, but Steven is good at what he does. I completely get why you may not be a fan of his portrayal, but at the very top of politics, the longest survivors tend to be those who can split their personal opinion from their politically expedient one!

H5r4 – Thank you! Glad you’ve been enjoying the catch-up. 

As always guys and girls and those who are neither, I hope you enjoyed the read. If you have any thoughts/comments/criticisms/slander/stories that you want to share, please pop it into a review or a PM. I read every single one (might be why I don’t update on time!), so it is always appreciated. My intention is to get the next chapter out next Friday, especially in my slightly quieter months of the summer. Unfortunately, it is only an intention and as they say, the road to hell and all that…

Until next time!

Iama2p






16. Chapter 16


Sam slammed his hand down on the table, unable to restrain his fury any longer. Across the room, Lance and Mellanie watched him glare at Steven, who was doing a remarkable job of looking unflustered.

“That is my Elite!” Sam bellowed at his colleague. “I’ll not have you say that she doesn’t matter!”

“That’s not what I’m trying to say,” Steven said placatingly. “I’m saying that whatever we had in Sunnyshore was defeated, including Ali…”

Steven ducked as a glass flew at his head, smashing on the wall behind him.

“Sam!” Lance snapped, but he completely ignored the Dragon Master.

“Listen to me, you cretin,” Sam growled as he advanced on Steven. “Alicia went to Sinnoh to try and help people. She has been written off so many times in her life, and even now, when she is doing something for others, you still write her off. I don’t know what is going on in Sinnoh, but Alicia will come through. She always does. She will do whatever it takes because that is what loyalty is. One day perhaps you’d like to try to find out what it is because you clearly don’t understand it.”

“Then where is she?” Steven said as he backed away from the raging Kanto leader. “Believe me, I’d love her to come through for us, but whatever happened in Sinnoh is over. She was on the ground, she was our eyes in Sinnoh, but she lost. And now, when we need her, she is out of contact. I’m being realistic.”

“You know, that’s your problem,” Sam sneered. “You spend so long trying to ‘play the game’ you forget that some people don’t always follow the rules. Alicia is one of those people.”

“That is enough Sam.” Mellanie barked, but when her friend turned to look at her, she could see that he was on the verge of another rant. “We are gaining nothing from this.”

“No Mellanie, it isn’t enough,” Sam said, disgusted. “I guarantee, Steven wouldn’t be so blasé if it was one of his Elites missing in Sinnoh.”

“We’re all concerned for Alicia,” Mellanie said, trying to calm him down. “But until she gets here, we have no choice but to look at the facts, and those are sadly lacking. We need to know what is going on in Sinnoh, so we can plan what to do.”

“Mellanie is right,” Lance said before Sam could say anything else. “We need to respond to Sinnoh with the best information that we have.”

“Which isn’t enough,” Steven said, looking cautiously at Sam. “We can’t plan anything, we don’t know what’s happening.”

“Then allow me to fill in some gaps.”

All four of the leaders spun to see Ash stood in the doorway, watching. He swept past Lance and Mellanie, standing at the head of the table and looking around the room.

“Alicia is fine Sam,” Ash said soothingly. “I took her to the hospital, she escaped Sunnyshore. By all accounts, they couldn’t beat her, no matter how hard they tried, but she was eventually overcome with numbers and fled.”

“What happened out there?” Lance demanded.

Ash gestured for them to take seats as he claimed the head of the table. A moment later they sat, and he looked around.

“Firstly, the woman,” Ash said. “The one that sparked the riots that led to this problem in Sunnyshore City. She had a disguise on, but Espeon broke it. Her name is Domino, but she is better known as the Black Tulip. She once worked for Team Rocket and was arrested when the organisation vanished years ago.”

“When you destroyed them?” Steven asked.

“Technically yes, but not in the way you’re thinking,” Ash said. “I broke the organisation once but didn’t capture Giovanni. That was when Domino was arrested. It was four years after that when I finally caught him, in the aftermath of the attack on Silver Stadium. But she escaped from prison. That in itself doesn’t surprise me; she was one of Team Rocket’s most capable agents. What does surprise me is the way that she brought Sunnyshore down, and nearly was able to run coups in Johto and Hoenn. They targeted all the Gyms as well as striking at the heart of the Pokémon League in each office, especially in the absence of the regional leaders.”

Steven opened his mouth, but Ash turned his gaze onto the Hoenn Champion who decided against talking.

“I put the coups down, but Sunnyshore has fallen completely. Domino is now running the city as an alternative to the Pokémon League.”

“What do you mean, an alternative?” Mellanie asked, her voice quiet.

“The Pokémon League wasn’t always the government,” Steven said. “It has been for more than three centuries, but a long time ago, the regions were split apart. Wars were common, as the victors looked to impose economic punishments on the losers. With four regions, nobody could ever gain a dominant advantage. If a region lost a war, they would build an alliance with another region and win the next one.”

Ash looked hard at Steven who seemed to shrink away, quailing under the intensity of the gaze.

“The Pokémon League is not perfect,” Ash said. “And I was not a perfect Pokémon Master, but it is better than the alternative. Domino is looking to build a separate kingdom, under new governance, a governance based around her authority and nothing else. My Pokémon have stopped her from having two more regions and leaving Kanto isolated, but we need to push back soon.”

“How?” Mellanie asked.

“It is time to stop playing around Mellanie,” Ash said softly, turning his attention onto his first ever student. “A long time ago, when you first started training with me, I explained that sometimes you need to use more powerful attacks to defeat more powerful Pokémon. It is a lesson that you have learned well; when to attack hard and when to be more cautious. This is not a time for caution; you need to get a grip and win.”

“Last time I did that, we lost an entire plane worth of trainers from Johto.” Mellanie said. “I won’t let anything like that happen again.”

Ash nodded. “Your attempt to defend people is admirable but let me ask you something. If you could stop a full-blown war between Sinnoh and the other regions, what price would you be willing to pay?”

Mellanie looked at Ash, before shaking her head. “No, I won’t sanction jeopardizing others live. Planes stay grounded.”

Ash glared at Mellanie, a look that made her retreat back into her chair.

“This is not the time to lose your spine Mellanie,” he said, his exasperation clear. “We need the Mellanie who shouted at me for being too dismissive of her. That Mellanie would have acted decisively.”

“But…”

“Your decisions affect people,” Ash barked. “That comes with the job. If you want it, you need to accept that. I can’t take the city back by myself.”

“You don’t have the power?” Lance asked.

“I’m not sure,” Ash said. “My Pokémon are ferocious, and beating them would take some doing, but that isn’t the point. I cannot overthrow one tyranny by myself, it would not address the root cause of the problem. I will not use my Pokémon in this way, acting by myself.”

Mellanie looked at Ash, a canny look in her eye. “But you could use them to protect anybody travelling?”

Ash took a moment, before nodding. “Alakazam can bring trainers to Sinnoh, although there can’t be many. He is strong, but even he has his limits.”

“How many?”

“Over that distance, we are looking at no more than ten,” Ash said. “The distance between the regions is huge, and he is still tired from putting down the coups. He will need time to recover, but we cannot spare the kind of time he will need right now.”

“But you’d prefer him to move less?”

“Yes.”

Mellanie turned to the three regional leaders. “Your Elites are now in charge of defending your regions. Brief them on the threat but warn them that you will be unable to return. We’ll go to Sinnoh as a unit of the most powerful trainers that the Pokémon League has.” She turned back to Ash. “Happy with that number?”

“It is better.”

“But…” Lance started, only to stop when Mellanie flashed him a look of pure authority. Mellanie was fired up, giving orders and instructions quickly.

“If they have attacked the other regions before, they might do so again,” Mellanie continued. “Liaise with your gym leaders and be ready to defend. Nominate an Elite to lead your regions defence instead.” She turned her attention to Ash, who inclined his head as she looked at him.

“Where is Cynthia?”

“I don’t know,” Ash admitted. “I’ve been a little busy to keep track of her, but I will send the scouts out while you assemble the trainers that you’re bringing.”

“How long do we have?” Lance asked.

“Not long,” Ash said. “We need to move as quickly as possible, but I understand that you need to get trainers together.”

“This evening,” Mellanie said. “Ash, get your Pokémon ready. I’d rather not fight, but if we have to, they will need to keep us protected. I want us to strike for their leadership, and your Pokémon will need to protect us if we are to move fast.”

“Understood,” Ash said, rising from his chair. “I’ll try to find Cynthia in the interim.”

He strode for the door, closely followed by Mellanie, leaving Lance, Steven and Sam behind them.

“What just happened?” Steven asked. “They went from indecisive arguing to rapid-fire decisions in a heartbeat.”

Sam shook his head in amusement. “They just connected in a way that they haven’t done for years. Mellanie has always been the one who knows Ash the best. It may have been crazy to watch, but our chances of winning just went up by a significant margin. When they work together, you’d be amazed what they can do.”


“What part of ‘do not reveal yourself until I order you to do so” was difficult to understand?”

Domino glared at her superior as she stood in his dark room, feeling his fury.

“It wasn’t through choice,” she snapped. “He broke into my office and next thing I know he’s smashed apart the illusion.”

“Yes, he does do that,” the man said, anger apparently forgotten. “Although I expected a more direct approach.”

Domino scoffed. “He came straight for who he thought was the leader of the revolution against the Pokémon League. I’d call that direct.”

The man shook his head, the outline just visible through the darkness. “And then he walked away, leaving you unscathed.”

“I could have fought him…” Domino started, but another voice cut across her.

“You wouldn’t have stood a chance. He is far stronger than you could fight.”

Domino spun, glaring into a different dark part of the room where the new voice came from. “What the hell?” she demanded.

Her superior laughed, the sound chilling her.

“You haven’t met our ally yet, have you?”

“Let me guess, he won’t come out of the shadow’s either?” Domino growled.

“Let’s just say that I’d prefer to be hidden until it is safe for me to appear,” the voice said, amusement laced through it. “Especially since you’ve done such a wonderful job of keeping him focused on you.”

“So, I take all the risk,”

“And all the reward my dear.”

Domino glared at her superior who flicked his hand at her dismissively. “Leave us Domino. Continue to manage the city until the Pokémon League strikes back. It will be soon.”

Domino turned, storming out of the door. No matter how angry she was, she knew better than to fight against the man who had led her through the whole revolution.

“She seems angry,” the voice remarked from the darkness. The man chuckled.

“She faced Ketchum and lost badly. She’ll fight harder next time.”

“And you can defeat him?”

“Without his Pokémon, Ketchum is significantly weaker. I can bring him down if you can hold up your end of the bargain.”

“Of course, I can,” the voice seemed almost affronted at the insinuation. “Ketchum’s Pokémon will be a marvellous addition to my collection. And with him out of the way I can go after other targets.”

“You have other targets?”

“Of course. Now is not the time though my friend.”

The man rose from his chair slightly. “We are not friends.”

“No, but we are brothers in arms through necessity.”

“Doesn’t make us friends”

The voice chuckled. “Very well. I shall see you when Ketchum returns.”


Sam stepped into the hospital ward, looking down at the figure lying in the bed in front of him. As she saw who stood over her, Alicia struggled to sit up.

“No, rest,” Sam said. “You’ve earned it.”

“I’m sorry…” Alicia said quietly as Sam found a chair and pulled it up alongside her bed. “I failed you.”

Sam shook his head. “You didn’t fail me,” he said soothingly. “You did more than I could ever ask of you.”

“But I wasn’t able to restore Sunnyshore…” Alicia started, forcing herself to sit back up, but she stopped talking as she felt Sam take her hand in both of his own.

“I’ve just come from a meeting of all the regional leaders,” Sam said. “We were joined by Ash Ketchum. Even with all of his Pokémon he has sought out our help to restore peace to the city. He is the strongest trainer in the world. I could never ask you to do what he cannot. Now lie back and rest, you need to recover.”

Alicia sighed as she finally let herself lie back down, resting on her side so she could still see Sam sat next to her.

“What happens next?” she asked.

“We are going back,” Sam said. “Mellanie, Lance, Steven and myself. And Ash. We’re hoping to take out the leadership so that we can find out what happened to the plane from Johto. Once we know we’ll be able to bring the entire power of the Pokémon League to bear on Sinnoh.”

“More fighting…” Alicia said sadly. “I can’t believe that it has come to this.”

“Hey,” Sam said softly, stroking Alicia’s hand gently. “We aren’t the ones who forced this fight, but if I know Ash we will be the ones who end it. You can rest, and when you are ready to join the rest of the Elites, you’ll be able to assist in the defence of Kanto.”

“Defence?” Alicia asked, trying to push herself up once more, but this time Sam had had enough. He pushed her back down onto her bed, a stern look on his face.

“It is a precaution,” he said, trying to soothe Alicia once again. “With the regional leaders heading to Sinnoh, we want the regions to be protected. In your absence, there were attacks on Hoenn and Johto and we don’t want to risk leaving ourselves vulnerable to a follow-up.”

Alicia fought for a moment against Sam pushing her back down for a long moment, before eventually relenting and lying down again with a groan.

“You need to rest Alicia,” Sam said.

“No, I need to be doing my job.”

“You did your job,” Sam said quietly. “You did more than you needed to.”

“But I failed…” Alicia started, but Sam cut her off.

“Listen to me Alicia,” he said, his voice firm. “We lost communication with the police in Sinnoh more than a day before Ash found you. He followed your tracks from where you rode Arcanine. How long did you hold out for in Sunnyshore City?”

“I don’t know” Alicia admitted. “A long time. I ran through all my antidotes, all my potions, everything I’d usually carry. I think I was one of the last trainers still standing in Sunnyshore.”

“There you go,” Sam said. “You held on longer than anybody else, you would have been facing an entire city of opponents. You need to recover because I need you at your best if they come to Kanto.”

“But…”

“But nothing. I need the strongest Alicia I can get, the Alicia who has beaten off so many challengers of my Elite Four, the Alicia who was able to defeat more opponents than anybody else. I need you at your best, and right now this isn’t it.”

Alicia looked down as Sam reached for her hand once again. “You really know how to make a girl feel good, you know that?”

Sam laughed. “I know. And when you are ready, Misty will be expecting you. But until then, rest and recover. That’s an order, understand?”

“Fine,” Alicia said sulkily as she rolled to lie on her back. She heard Sam push his chair back as he rose to his feet and rolled back again. “Sam?”

“Yes?”

“Thank you for coming to see me.”

Sam grinned down at her before reaching out and squeezing her shoulder. “You are very welcome. I look forward to coming back and seeing you back on your feet.”


Alakazam shut his eyes for a long moment before forcing them open. He had been pushed to the limit in the last few days, orchestrating the defence of two entire regions. He knew he had done well, but their trials weren’t over. Ash still needed him to continue to move them across regions, needed the flexibility that his Teleports gave them. It meant that they could cover an awesome amount of ground, despite only having fourteen Pokémon.

“How are you holding up?”

Alakazam inclined his head to Meganium as she approached him. With her being the most motherly of the team, he had expected a visit from her before too long.

“My strength is holding,” Alakazam said. “I will endure.”

Meganium wrapped her vines around Alakazam, transferring energy to her teammate. He smiled at her slightly as he felt some of his strength begin to return, straightening up to his full height.

“You have my thanks, Meganium.”

“It is the least that we can do for each other” Meganium said. “You’ve saved me a lot of pain walking over the last few days”

Alakazam looked at her, a slightly confused expression on his face. “Please rectify my misinterpretation, but are you endeavouring for comedic value?”

“I was,” Meganium said as she withdrew her vines. “Was I successful?”

“Your experiment was unsuccessful”

Meganium snorted as she moved away. “You’ll always be more amusing than I can ever manage”

Before Alakazam could respond, he felt something in the back of his mind.

“Cynthia”

Meganium stopped, turning to face him. “My name is Meganium, or have you forgotten?”

“I am aware of your moniker,” Alakazam said, oblivious to the sarcasm. “Ninetales has successfully unveiled the location of Cynthia Shirona”

“I had guessed,” Meganium said. “We need to tell Ash”

Alakazam nodded and crossed his spoons. A moment later the two of them appeared in a training area under Indigo Plateau. In front of them was Ash, chatting to Machamp, Espeon by his side to translate. As soon as they appeared, Ash broke off his conversation, turning to face the leader of his scouts.

“Alakazam.”

“Cynthia Shirona’s location has been verified.”

“Good work,” Ash said. “Can you take us there?”

Alakazam nodded, crossing his spoons once again. This time he felt the drain as he teleported further, appearing in a building that Ash recognized well. The tall colonnades surrounded the darkness that had once hidden one of the most fearsome of trainers. Now the two torches at one end burned brightly, casting further light into the gloom. Stood facing away from Ash at the end of the room, facing the plinth between the torches stood Cynthia, easily recognizable from behind. Between the two torches sat Sabrina.

“She was in Saffron City?” Ash asked, baffled. Alakazam nodded before gesturing to Sabrina who had risen from her seat on the plinth, floating gently down the stairs towards him.

“Champion,” Sabrina said, her voice easily carrying the distance of the room. “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“I’ve not been called Champion for some time,” Ash said quietly. “And I am here for Cynthia, not for you.”

“You will always be Champion to me,” Sabrina said as she touched down to the ground in front of Ash. “I was sorry to hear the way that you lost your title. If you had come to me, I may have been able to assist you.”

Ash looked at her, surprise causing him to hesitate. “I… did not consider that Sabrina. Thank you for your kind words, but I think the standard response is to say that what is in the past is done.”

“Indeed,” Sabrina said before turning back to Cynthia who had been watching the exchange in silence. “Cynthia, whilst I appreciate you thinking that I could have valuable input into what you should do next, I feel that Champion is in a better position to aid you. My advice, however, remains unchanged. Do not go to Sinnoh. There are forces at work there which would benefit from you making such a mistake.”

Sabrina vanished into the darkness, leaving Cynthia and Ash alone. Ash watched Cynthia take a step towards him before faltering.

“Why are you here?” Ash asked.

Cynthia shrugged. “When I became the Pokémon Master again, Sabrina came to Indigo Plateau. She was not happy with me, but I explained what had happened.”

Cynthia paused when she saw Ash raise an eyebrow.

“The truth,” Cynthia clarified. “I explained the truth of what I did to you. She was surprisingly understanding. She said she knew what it was like to have psychic strength cloud your mind.”

Ash chuckled, the sound escaping before he could stop himself. “That is an understatement.”

“She is highly intelligent and one of the strongest psychics in the world,” Cynthia continued, ignoring the interruption. “I know that my region is in chaos, and Sabrina is one of the few I could go to.”

Ash nodded slowly. “That actually does make some sense. However, I’m afraid that we need you at Indigo Plateau.”

Cynthia shook her head. “No. I’m no longer Sinnoh Champion. I want no part in trying to prop up Mellanie’s failing regime.”

Ash took a step forward. It was not the most threatening of moves but Cynthia stepped back regardless.

“I was not asking,” Ash said. “I have more important things to do than chase you across the four regions. I agree with Sabrina that you should not go to Sinnoh, but we need you somewhere safe.”

“I’m safe here…” Cynthia started, but Ash cut over her.

“You are safe here, but in Indigo Plateau we can keep an eye on you.”

“You don’t trust me.”

“I don’t, although that is not the problem,” Ash said. “The problem is that something very wrong is going on in Sinnoh, and I don’t want you anywhere near it. At Indigo you are protected, we can keep an eye on you and we can make sure that nothing like three years ago happens again.”

Cynthia bowed her head. “I’m sorry…” she started again, but Ash sighed.

“Look, as I said to Sabrina, what is in the past is done. That said, I would like to avoid a repeat. Will you come with me to Indigo?”

Slowly, Cynthia nodded.


Mellanie led Lance, Steven and Sam into the training facilities where Ash waited. As they entered, they saw Ash talking quietly to one of his Pokémon. He turned as they arrived.

“Are you all ready?” Ash asked, forgoing any niceties. When he received four nods from those in front of him, he turned to Mellanie.

“We’ll initially teleport to the outskirts of Sunnyshore City. I know that Domino hasn’t had long but the way that they struck for Hoenn and Johto suggests that a lot of planning went into this revolution. I’m hoping to avoid an all-out war, but there might be a standing army of her followers in Sunnyshore. If that is the case, we need to work out their weaknesses before we strike for the city itself.”

“And Cynthia?” Steven asked loudly, breaking into the conversation. “Did you find her?”

Ash turned his gaze onto the Hoenn Champion who seemed to diminish under the intensity. “She will remain in Indigo Plateau. Ultimately, we will need some continuity of the Pokémon League leadership if the worst happens, and while she was impeached, she knows the way the league works better than anybody other than us. She is our reserve.”

Steven nodded before paling as Ash stepped towards him.

“What you need to understand Steven is that I am here to preserve the peace. I am not here to deal with your damaged ego from being pushed aside by me.”

“I’m not…”

Ash’s eyes flashed a vibrant blue that caused Steven’s words to catch in his throat.

“I promised to protect your region, and that is what I did,” Ash said firmly. “But when it comes to striking back at the revolutionaries, you need to follow my orders without question. That includes accepting that there are some things that you won’t know because you don’t need to.”

“That is what cost you last time Champion…” Steven started, but Ash was already shaking his head.

“I accept that you are not used to not knowing everything, but this is one occasion where you will have to accept it. Can you do that?”

“Why can’t you just be honest and open with us?” Steven asked.

Ash took a deep breath. “Very well. If that is truly how you feel. We are going to Sinnoh to try and prevent this revolution from spreading any further. Cynthia will be here because she cannot go to Sinnoh, and I want her protected. If she were to come to Sinnoh, the return of a leader who has caused such anger may be enough to relight the fire of revolution that we are trying to stamp out. The people of Sinnoh feel left behind by the Pokémon League, largely due to Cynthia being their leader but never in the region. I didn’t initially tell you this because she is your friend, but she is responsible for the troubles that we now face. And because of the way that you returned her to the tile of Pokémon Master, you are partly to blame as well. I can face my share of the blame for what we face, but are you big enough to do the same?”

Steven swallowed his words as Ash turned away, striding to stand next to Alakazam.

“Are we all ready?” he asked. When he received nods from those around him, even Steven who still looked shaken, Ash turned back to Alakazam.

“Take us to Sinnoh.”
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17. Chapter 17


Ash stepped forwards, his Pokémon already appearing around him. He looked back at Alakazam who stood steady, meeting his trainer’s gaze. Espeon stood by his side as the rest of his team fanned out, immediately forming a perimeter. Ash waited a moment for it to be secure before turning to his companions.

“Welcome to Sinnoh.”

“Where are we?” Mellanie asked, squinting at the buildings she could just about see in the distance.

“Approximately one mile outside Sunnyshore City,” Ash said.

“Are we walking from here?”

Ash shrugged. “We can. We could teleport closer. Whatever we do, we need to be prepared when we get closer to the city.”

Mellanie nodded, before turning to Lance, Steven and Sam. “Thoughts?”

“We can walk a mile,” Lance said instantly. “And if we don’t teleport, it might catch a few of them by surprise if we ever have to.”

“Agreed,” Steven said. “We’ll see any attacks coming as well. If we teleport it, we could teleport into an ambush.”

“That is unlikely,” Ash said. “Alakazam is not stupid. Far from it. And whilst he has been teleporting Pokémon all over the regions without rest for the last two days, avoiding a concentration of minds is easy for him. I would also be very surprised if none of our opponents know of my Pokémon’s capability of teleporting in and out of an area.”

“So why did you bring us here?” Lance asked. “You enjoy the hike?”

Ash let a smile flash across his face. “Because now you can see where we are, we can decide exactly what our strategy can be. We can advance on the city and see what the revolutionary response it, or we can teleport straight in for Domino and snatch her.”

Mellanie swallowed as eyes turned to her. “If we take Domino without even looking like we are trying to negotiate, it could end badly.”

“I agree,” Steven said. “We need to play this smart. We have the power to break out of any trap with the Pokémon we are bringing, so let’s take advantage of that.”

“One question first though,” Sam said, speaking for the first time. He turned to Ash. “You said you weren’t sure if you had the power with your Pokémon to win against the entire city. Is there any way that we could not fight our way out of any problem we might face?”

“As long as I have my Pokémon, we will always be able to retreat,” Ash confirmed. “Odds are not a problem.”

“So remind me why we’re here?” Lance asked.

“Because I only have fourteen Pokémon, and one of them will need to coordinate,” Ash said flatly. “They are extremely strong, but a city is a big place. It will be hard for them to cover its entirety by themselves. Each of you can face at least half as many as a single one of my Pokémon. It will help us cover a little more of the city, and Alakazam can move you around if needed. There is also a chance, albeit very small, that I’ve missed something. You’re here to help if I have.”

The silence that fell was almost total, Ash’s tone had left no room for any argument.

“So, we walk?” Mellanie asked eventually.

“We walk,” Sam confirmed. “Pokémon out?”

“Not yet,” Mellanie said. “Ash, keep yours back. I want to try to negotiate first, find out what we can do to end this peacefully. Having your Pokémon standing over them will make that harder.”

“Very well.”

They set off, heading for the city they could see in the distance.


“They are here.”

Domino looked up to see her superior stood in front of her.

“How do you know that?”

“I have my ways. They are a short way away. I suspect they don’t know that we know they are here yet. Interestingly, they are walking towards us.”

“Perhaps they haven’t come for a fight?”

“I may have misjudged Mellanie Rigger,” the man mused. “I thought she’d come swinging for us, but instead it looks like she wants to try to negotiate. I can’t think of any other reason that she hasn’t come straight for you, especially if Ketchum is with them.”

“Wait, you thought she was going to come straight for me?” Domino snapped. “Did you even have a plan for protecting me?”

“Relax Tulip,” the man said with a smirk. “If they had come straight for you, we would have been ready for them. They would not have gotten out of this room with you.”

“And you didn’t think to use this trap when Ketchum came for me before?” Domino growled. “Am I expendable to you?”

“Are you getting concerned?” the man asked, amusement through his voice. “For a Rocket Agent, I expected a great deal better.” This seemed to entertain him as he grinned broadly at his subordinate. “Do not worry, you are not expendable to me just yet. I want you to help me bring down Ketchum when we take his Pokémon out of the scene.”

“But…” Domino started before being cut off by an arm cutting down.

“Enough Tulip,” the man said. “Head out to the edge of the city, prepare to greet our guests.”

Domino stalked out of the office, glaring at her superior as she passed him.

“You know I prefer Black Tulip.”

“I’m sure you do,” the man said. “And when you have earned the title, I’ll call you whatever you like.”

Domino threw him another venomous look from the doorway before storming away, leaving a thoroughly entertained man behind her.


Mellanie stopped, her arms held out around her. They had reached the outskirts of Sunnyshore twenty minutes earlier and were making steady progress into the city. The large grassy areas outside the buildings that were indicative of the suburbs were beginning to give way to more built-up areas. Mellanie looked around her as lines of people filed out of the gaps between buildings ahead of them, all of them wearing the same plain grey uniform, free of any identifying feature. Around her, Sam, Lance, Steven and Ash all halted, waiting for her to give a signal. As the lines met, completely blocking the path forwards, Mellanie turned slightly.

“Stay here. Be ready.”

She then stepped forward, eating into the distance between her small group and the line of opponents. As she closed the gap to a mere fifteen metres, she stopped and waited. A long moment later, a figure stepped through the line, striding forwards confidently.

“Mellanie Rigger. The Pokémon Master herself. I’m honoured that you’ve come to my city.”

“Domino. The Black Tulip.” Mellanie retorted. “I suppose we should have guessed it would be somebody like you. Tell me, how did you manage to escape prison?”

Domino laughed. “That is old news Rigger. And trust me, for an agent like myself, it is not difficult. There are still a lot of ex-Rockets in your police force.”

“Interesting,” Mellanie said. “So, you needed help?”

“I did not,” Domino growled before taking a deep breath as she saw a hint of a smile on the face of the Pokémon Master. “Interesting.”

“Oh?”

“I’m beginning to see why you have risen so high whilst still so young,” Domino said. “You know just what to say to get under somebody’s skin.”

“I apologise,” Mellanie said. “That was not my intention.”

“Yeah, right,” Domino said sarcastically. “What do you want Rigger?”

“To talk to you,” Mellanie said. “I don’t want this crisis to have to be resolved with fighting.”

“Good,” Domino said. “It doesn’t have to be. Walk away.”

“I’m sorry?” Mellanie asked.

“Leave me Sunnyshore,” Domino said. “The city is mine, and you’ll not get it back without a fight. If you don’t want one, then leave. You are a new Pokémon Master, you cannot afford the turmoil that you face if you try to fight me for the city. Not least, you shouldn’t even be Pokémon Master.”

“What do you mean, ‘shouldn’t even be Pokémon Master?” Mellanie growled.

“You lost,” Domino pointed out. “Normally that is enough for the Pokémon Master to step aside. It should be Ketchum back there who is Pokémon Master.”

“And yet, here I am,” Mellanie snarled, fighting to control her temper.

“Indeed,” Domino said. “So how about a deal? You leave me Sunnyshore, we don’t start a war here today. It is a genuine offer.”

“You know I can’t accept that,” Mellanie said, her voice settling into a quiet fury. “I want a peaceful solution, but Sunnyshore will return to the rule of the Sinnoh region, no matter what you try to do.”

“Then we are at an impasse,” Domino said before looking past Mellanie. “Because I speak for Sinnoh now. I defeated the Sinnoh Champion. Lucian was beaten by me, and that grants me his region. Or do your laws not apply to me?”

“They do apply,” Mellanie said. “But you had to defeat him in a proper match, not in whatever farce you set up.”

Domino shrugged. “So be it. You’re not getting this city. So turn around and walk away Rigger, because this is bigger than you can face.”

Domino turned and strode away, leaving Mellanie glaring after her back. After a long moment, Mellanie turned and headed back to the group waiting for her.

“What happened?” Sam asked.

“She won’t talk,” Mellanie said softly. “So we will snatch her. We tried to negotiate and it failed completely.” She turned to Ash. “I want you to seize Domino and bring her to Indigo Plateau. Will you do that?”

Ash took a moment to consider the question. “I can, but it is risky. We could set off an even worse crisis than we currently face. There are a lot of enemies in this city, and if they spread out across Sinnoh, it will be difficult to contain them. Anybody who is unhappy with any way that they have been treated by the Pokémon League may join them.”

“Unhappy?” Lance asked.

“People who have been rejected from a Gym, those who feel like they haven’t been given the treatment they think they deserve. There will be people who are unhappy at losing in a tournament. Those who have been overlooked for anything. Any large organisation like the Pokémon League will have those who are disillusioned with it. Our risk is that they will all join in this revolution if it spreads.”

“Then make it subtle,” Mellanie said. “She is the leader here if you take her without anybody knowing they will begin to fall apart.”

“It is risky…” Steven started, but Mellanie turned to him.

“It is better than the alternative. You all asked me for a decision before, and this is it. Snatch Domino when she is alone, and then wait. The revolution will fall apart and we can retake Sinnoh.” She turned back to Ash. “Will you do it?”

Ash nodded. “I will. I will have Alakazam return you to Kanto, and then I will seize her when she is vulnerable.”


Ash crouched on the top of the building, looking down on the square at the centre of Sunnyshore City, the centre where so many of the problems had originated. Domino was making her way across it very slowly, apparently lost in thought. At his side, Espeon and Pikachu felt his impatience as she slowly approached the building underneath them.

“She is moving remarkably slowly,” Pikachu observed. “Do you think she knows that we are coming for her?”

“I don’t know,” Espeon replied. “But this is getting painful. Can she hurry up?”

“Maybe she does know,” Pikachu said, thinking out loud. “And she hopes that if she takes long enough we won’t snatch her. She’ll just stay down there for the rest of her life until we get bored and strike anyway.”

“We don’t want to make it so public,” Espeon said. “Mellanie is right, we can’t allow anybody to know that it was us that took her.”

“So we create a cloud or ask some nearby Pokémon to attack and take her in the chaos,” Pikachu mused. “There must be a way.”

Espeon was about to answer when she heard Ash cough, a quiet sound but no less pointed for it. She grinned up at her trainer who just shook his head in disbelief.

“Enough guys,” Ash said softly. “She is nearly inside.”

He rose to his feet as he backed away from the edge, staying hidden from eyes far below him. In the middle of the roof, Alakazam sat, meditating. The Pokémon was still yet to show signs of the exhaustion that Ash knew he must be feeling. He was proud of the endurance of the leader of his scouts.

“When she is alone,” Ash said quietly. “Teleport her here, then on to Indigo. Espeon will stop her from shouting out.”

Alakazam opened one eye to nod, before closing it again. Focusing. Preparing. Waiting.


Domino heard the ding as the doors shut behind her and relaxed against the wall of the elevator. She hadn’t expected the meeting with the Pokémon Master to go so smoothly. In fact, she hadn’t expected the Pokémon Master herself to arrive, although it wasn’t overly surprising. The pressure at Indigo Plateau would be building. Mellanie needed to find a solution to the crisis soon, or even more questions would be asked of her position. Domino smiled slightly as she thought back to the time that Team Rocket had attacked the Pokémon League during the reign of Ash Ketchum. She had been in prison but had followed the story in what little news made it through to her. Ketchum had destroyed the Rockets within a few days. By comparison, whatever Mellanie did would be a failure.

Domino was surprised that Ketchum had been there when she had met the Pokémon Master. He had stayed in the shadows throughout the whole affair, aside from her encounter with him in her office. It meant that she was unable to get a good idea as to what his plans were. Ketchum was keeping his hands close to his chest and it was frustrating. He was the final thing that could stand in their way. Nobody else in the world had the power needed to face against the army that they had assembled. Not without a loss of life that the Pokémon League would not want to accept.

As the lift ascended, Domino closed her eyes for a moment. As the lift came to a stop, she felt sunlight on her face and arms. It took a moment for her mind to realise that there was no sunlight in an elevator, and she opened her eyes, blinking in surprise. Stood in front of her was Ash Ketchum, a Pikachu on his shoulder grinning down at her. At his side stood his Alakazam and Espeon, the latter with eyes glowing an electric blue. Domino tried to move but found her muscles locked in place. As she watched on, Alakazam crossed his spoons and the scenery around them changed once again. Domino felt the hold on her relax slightly and she twisted her neck, trying to look around. They were stood in the centre of what appeared to be a training field, surrounded by Pokémon that she recognized well. Even after years of absence, he still had the most recognizable team around. Everybody in the world recognized Ash Ketchum’s Pokémon, although few ever got as close to them as she currently was. Being the centre of focus of such a powerful force caused a worm of fear to creep into Domino’s stomach, making it churn.

Footsteps sounded across the field, and Domino fought against the force holding her in place to see an Officer Jenny approaching, Mellanie Rigger at her side. They were utterly unrushed, their relaxed body language screaming at her. She felt her arms get dragged forwards and watched the hand-cuffs clip shut, hardly feeling the cold metal against her skin. There would be no escape from prison this time. She had tried to fight against the Pokémon League and she knew that she would never be forgiven for it. The last thing that she saw as she was led away in silence was Ash Ketchum, staring after her with a thoughtful expression on his face.


“What is your next step?”

Mellanie took a moment to consider her answer, walking around her desk to sit down and look at Ash who had taken a seat in front of her.

“I wanted to ask for your opinion,” Mellanie said eventually.

Ash rested his elbows on the desk between them, his eyebrows raised.

“Oh?”

“We both know that you’re better than me at this,” Mellanie said quietly. “And we both know that if you hadn’t been forced to leave it, you would be Pokémon Master. So, what would you have done?”

Ash smiled slightly, the corners of his mouth turning up. “Many things differently, that I can assure you. But I have been doing much of what I would have done regardless. I was able to block the coups in Hoenn and Johto. I learned a long time ago that it is easier to let your opponents make the early moves and counter them, drawing them into the open while you still are in control of the overall challenge. That is what I have been doing here, and that is what I will continue to do.”

“You let them attack Sunnyshore City?” Mellanie asked in surprise.

“No, you did,” Ash said, his bluntness stopping Mellanie short from responding. “Your vindictive campaign towards Cynthia gave them the platform for the revolution.”

Mellanie started to bluster, but Ash put his hand up. “That doesn’t mean that you were wrong, but it does mean that our responses would have been different.”

“I know you’re making a point, but if you could get to it quicker…” Mellanie said, her voice tight with restrained anger.

“If you are going to take my advice, then you step aside for this crisis,” Ash said. “You said it yourself, under different circumstances I could have been the Pokémon Master right now and I’d be the one dealing with these problems.”

“You want me to stop being Pokémon Master?”

“No,” Ash said soothingly. “Not publicly. But until this crisis is over, my word goes. You follow my instructions. Lance, Steven and Sam follow my instructions.”

Mellanie rose from behind the desk, hand extended. “Very well. Resolve this crisis and I’ll forgive you for leaving me all those years.”

Ash’s eyebrow flickered upwards for a moment. “That was not what I asked for.”

“And yet it is what I offer.”

“Very well. I accept.” Ash reached out and shook Mellanie’s hand before settling back into his chair.

“So our next step?” Mellanie asked.

Ash smiled. “Remember what I said about countering until they are in the open?”

Mellanie nodded.

“That is what we shall do. They are ready for a confrontation. Without their leader, we can end this revolution. Whoever leads them now will not be able to face me and my Pokémon, and they will be in disarray. Now is the time to strike.”

“Strike where?” Mellanie asked.

Ash rose from his chair, a look on his face that chilled her blood. She had only seen it once before, shortly before he challenged one of the most powerful Pokémon that she had ever met by himself. The feral grin was enough to confirm in her mind that she had made the right decision by giving him command of the response.

“We strike at the heart of Sunnyshore. Their officers will be there, trying to work out what happened to Domino. Anybody senior in the revolution, all in one place. Take them, and we end it with a stroke.”


This time when they appeared, it was in the centre of the office of the Sinnoh Champion. Ash was stood, a Pokéball in each hand to accompany Espeon, Pikachu and Alakazam who were already out and ready to fight. There were four men in the office, all of whom were instantly flattened against the wall beside the door as Ash advanced.

“Espeon, tear their minds apart,” Ash ordered. “Find out everything you can.”

There was a silence as the four trainers behind Ash stood in shock at the speed that he moved. Their eyes had barely adjusted to the new light and he had already taken down four opponents.

“What do you mean, ‘tear their minds apart’?” Steven asked nervously.

“Espeon is reading their minds,” Ash said tonelessly as he stood in front of the four terrified men. “I want to know who is in charge without Domino in place, who we are going after.”

“Why didn’t you do this to Domino before we left?” Steven asked.

Ash turned around, his irritation obvious. “I did. She didn’t know. There is somebody who has stayed in the shadows thus far who I suspect will have taken it over, but Domino didn’t know his name. She had a… complicated relationship with him.”

“Complicated?”

“They both acted like they were superior to the other. Interestingly, the person is the one who helped Domino escape from prison last time. The revolution is inspired by Domino publicly and managed by this second person in the shadows. We find him and we end it. Can we have the rest of this discussion later?”

“When were you planning on telling us?” Steven asked, grumpily. “You’ve brought us into a hostile city and withheld important information from…”

Steven’s words died in his throat as Ash stepped away from the men he had pinned against a wall and planted himself in front of the Hoenn Champion.

“You are correct Steven, we are in a hostile city. This discussion can be continued later. I didn’t pass on the information because you didn’t need it.”

Steven took a step back as Ash swept his arm to encompass the room.

“Can I get back to what we are here for?” Ash asked. Steven swallowed nervously and nodded. “Good.”

Ash turned to Espeon who was now watching him patiently. “Are you done?”

The Sun Pokémon nodded.

“And?”

“They do not know the name of this other person, but his power reaches throughout the revolution. It would appear that he is the leader. He was the one who was able to orchestrate the initial riots before Domino took her place as the public leader.”

“And find him we will,” Ash said.

“How?” Sam asked.

Ash turned with a slight smile. “He will come to us. If his influence stretches as far as these men think it does, we’ll be able to bring him to us in a challenge that he won’t be able to avoid.”


The door to the room opened, and the man in the chair in the shadows looked up. In front of him, a grunt stood with his hands on his knees, panting hard.

“Report.”

“The Pokémon Master is here,” the grunt gasped. “She’s got the regional leaders with her. And Ketchum.”

There was movement in the shadow as the man rose to his feet. “Where?”

“They are in the square.”

“And Ketchum’s Pokémon?”

“Spread throughout the city. We are taking huge losses trying to contain them.”

“How long ago?”

“They appeared just over ten minutes ago. I waited to be certain that this was his attack before I ran here.”

The man swept out of the shadows, the light casting his features into sharp relief. The grunt took a step back before he could control himself, but internally he had no idea why. The face in front of him was completely normal. If he had tried to pick it out on a street, the grunt knew it would be virtually impossible.

“Then we reach the endgame,” the man said as he swept past his stunned grunt. “I will deal with Ketchum. Bring our reserves to the square.”


Ash stood, patiently waiting. At his side, Alakazam had his eyes closed as he orchestrated a city-wide onslaught. Espeon stood next to him, waiting as a reserve. Mellanie was also waiting with him, but they had sent out the regional leaders.

“How long?” Mellanie asked.

“There is a significant movement towards the square,” Espeon said. “We are preparing to pull everybody back here.”

“Wait until the leader reveals himself,” Ash said quietly. “I want them all to appear together at the right moment.”

“Understood.”

Ash continued to watch as two lines of men and woman arrived in the square in front of him at a jog. He ignored them, instead turning to consider the building behind him.

“I do wonder what happened to Lucian and the other Sinnoh Elites,” Ash said as he looked up at the window that he knew led to Lucian’s office. He cocked his head slightly before turning to Mellanie.

“Does that window look cleaner to you?” he asked.

Mellanie turned and looked at where he was pointing. “The third from the left?”

“Fifth.”

She considered it for a long moment before nodding slowly. “Perhaps.”

“Well that solves that question,” Ash said, satisfaction in his voice. “They reached Lucian through the window. A surprise attack.”

“So, Domino didn’t beat him fairly,” Mellanie said.

Ash looked down at her with an eyebrow raised. “Not exactly the most relevant thing at this moment, but yes.”

Mellanie laughed. “We have to do something to wait.”

“Perhaps deal with the army assembling itself in front of us?” Espeon asked pointedly. Ash looked up to see well over a hundred opponents in the square and shrugged.

“They won’t attack us yet, and we aren’t here for them.”

“You’re not concerned are you Espeon?” Mellanie teased.

The Sun Pokémon flicked her tail. “I think I preferred you when you weren’t so sarcastic.”

“Side effect of having Ash back I guess,” Mellanie said.

Espeon flicked at Mellanie’s leg with her tail, causing the Pokémon Master to grin down at the Sun Pokémon. Espeon rolled her eyes before turning her attention back to the huge number of opponents that they were facing.

“Prepare to bring the others back,” Ash murmured before strolling forwards. He exuded relaxed confidence as he approached the huge group in front of him.

“I’d speak to whoever leads you now,” Ash said, amused to see some of the revolutionaries back away from him despite the fact that he didn’t have a single Pokémon around him. His reputation had clearly withstood years of exile.

The crowd split and a man strode down the gap between the two. Ash watched him approach, analysing him for any weaknesses.

“Do you want me to read his mind?” Espeon asked.

“Yes, but don’t let him know,” Ash answered in his head.

“It will take longer.”

“I know.”

The man stopped a few metres short of Ash. He bowed with an exaggerated movement.

“Ash Ketchum. Welcome to Sunnyshore City. May I inquire as to why you have attacked this fine city?”

“You took this city,” Ash said. “A revolution. In fact, quite a bloody one. I cannot allow that to stand.”

“You are no longer Pokémon Master,” the man pointed out. “I can see her hiding behind you, but you do not have authority here.”

“Actually, I do,” Ash said. “You see, you took this city with force. You then claimed you owned it. By that same logic, force is what you need to have authority somewhere. And I brought a lot of force to Sunnyshore. I’d say that gives me more authority than you.”

The man smiled thinly. “Where is this great force then Ketchum?”

“Now,” Ash sent mentally. Behind him, his entire team materialized as one. Further back, Steven, Sam and Lance appeared next to Mellanie. They were all surrounded by their Pokémon, although none of them seemed overly surprised to be brought back to where they had started.

“Is this enough for you, Eric?” Ash asked.

The man’s jaw dropped. “Where did they all come from? And how do you know my name?”

“You should know that there is more to my Pokémon than their sheer power,” Ash said. “And I recognize you, Eric. You were once a low-level Team Rocket officer that I arrested in a remote Rocket base.”

“Well, I’ve moved on a bit since then,” Eric said. “And you’ll have to destroy us to retake this city.”

“Ash, something is wrong,” Espeon said. “In his head, there is something that he is hiding.”

“Find out what,” Ash said, his voice hurried. “As fast as you can.”

“How did you progress so far?” Ash asked, his voice full of curiosity. “You are right, this is a significant step-up.”

Ash watched Eric’s mouth move, but he stopped listening. Espeon’s panicked voice shouted in his mind, drowning out all other sounds.

“He isn’t the leader Ash! The leader is hiding somewhere! Eric is a decoy!”

Ash stepped forwards, his hand closing around Eric’s throat, breaking off the man’s sentence.

“Where is your leader?” Ash snarled, all pleasantness gone. “I know it isn’t you Eric, so who is he?”

Eric managed to gasp some air in, just enough to get a sentence out as Ash’s hand crushed his windpipe.

“We… caught… you.”

There was an explosion from behind Ash who threw Eric away, spinning in horror. The ground around the edge of the square was gone, destroyed in explosions. Espeon and Alakazam instinctively threw up shields around the humans, protecting Mellanie, Lance, Steven and Sam. They then turned their attention to their colleagues, but it was too late. As Ash watched, small metal squares raced up from the ground, charging for his Pokémon. A moment later, more raced down from the sky above, each racing for a specific one of his Pokémon. Ash took a step forward, only to find four of the squares surrounding him. Electric shocks raced out, causing him to yell in pain. He lashed out, his aura sending two of the squares crashing into a building, but more of the swarm continued to descend.

Too late, Ash’s Pokémon realised the danger. The onslaught had started from too close to effectively dodge, and Espeon and Alakazam’s attempt to protect humans had cost them their best chance of protecting themselves. As Ash sent more of his strength out to defend himself against the machines attacking him, he could only watch, powerless as his Pokémon were swept surrounded by the machines attacking each of them individually. He watched Sceptile fire a Solar Beam that crashed into three of the machines attacking the Forest Pokémon, but as the attack faded the machines seemed undamaged. There was a yell of fear from Sam as a group of the machines struck against the shield protecting them, causing it to waver.

Machamp was the first to be captured, the machines carrying him away into the sky. Snorlax was the next, his large size giving more than a dozen machines the opportunity to attack him. As Ash watched, Onix, Rapidash, Beautifly and Aggron were all captured in quick succession. He sent out another wave of aura, bringing the number of machines targeting him down to a mere two before a shout distracted him.

“Ash!”

He turned to look at the regional leaders frantically recalling their Pokémon as the shield around them fell. Then the sound that Ash feared above all others came. Time seemed to slow as a scream of terror burst from Espeon. The Sun Pokémon was being dragged into the sky by ten of the machines, her Psychic power struggling to make any impact. Ash roared in fury, leaping up into the sky as he strove to reach his companion.

Another force crashed into him from above, slamming him back towards the ground. As he hit the ground, Ash let his aura dominate his body, pouring huge quantities of power into his actions, no longer caring about preserving his strength. He brushed the latest attack off, but the damage had been done. Espeon was too far away for him to reach, closely followed by Alakazam. Pikachu had vanished, and Ash could only assume that his first ever Pokémon had also been caught in the trap. He looked around to see the last of his Pokémon desperately fighting to defend themselves. He reached for his belt to grab a Pokéball, reaching out to recall what few Pokémon he had left. He felt more of the machines attack him, roaring through the pain as he reached out with his hands. He saw Meganium vanish into her Pokéball, her vines protecting her to the last. As he pulled another Pokéball into his hand, another explosion sounded. He felt himself get thrown through the air, a moment of lucidity before he crashed into a wall. The force of his flight sent him straight through, leaving lying in a pile of rubble on the other side. And then it was over. The last of the machines vanished into the sky. Ash looked down at his belt to see a single Pokéball there. Shock threatened to make his muscles freeze but he forced himself to stand, moving out through the whole in the wall that he had created with his body mere moments earlier.

The scene in front of him was almost beyond comprehension. The square that he had seen was almost gone, the heart of the city destroyed. Craters had been carved into it from the power of the explosives let off. More than two dozen of the revolutionaries who had stood in front of him were down, the explosions not saving their own side. The regional leaders weren’t in a much better state, dust covering all of them. Mellanie was on the ground, curled up, shaking. There was a loud sound of motors in the sky and Ash felt his gaze be pulled upwards.

A huge construction descended from the sky. Ash watched it settle a few hundred metres above his head, shaking his head in disbelief. The entire construction measured more than a six hundred metres across, a huge three-dimensional diamond shape with surrounding rings. Every inch of it was armoured, the whirring motors showing how hard they were having to work to stay airborne. As Ash watched, a small hatch at the bottom of the diamond opened. Something dropped, falling to the ground and clattering in between the two groups. Ash stepped forwards to look at it, but a holographic image of a face appeared in the air above it before he could get close. Violet eyes shone out from the face, framed by hair that was just beginning to go a dignified grey. The body attached to the face was clearly in a formal suit, although only the collar could be seen.

“Allow me to introduce myself,” the face said. “My name is Lawrence III. I am a Collector. And I am very happy to be able to add your unique Pokémon to my collection, Mr Ketchum. They will be some of the crowning pieces, Pokémon strong enough to defeat legends.”

Ash didn’t say anything, shock preventing his mouth from working.

“I see that you managed to keep one,” Lawrence continued. “It is a shame, but then this isn’t the first time that you have ruined a collection of mine, is it, Mr Ketchum?”

“I don’t know you,” Ash growled, forcing the words out.

“Well now that isn’t true,” Lawrence said reasonably. “It was a long time ago, but I never forgot. After all, it isn’t every day that somebody frees two Pokémon from your collection, Pokémon that then destroy your airship.”

“What?” Ash gasped.

“Let’s see… It must have been some twenty years ago now,” Lawrence said. “I was in the Orange Islands, collecting legendary birds. You set Moltres and Zapdos free. They destroyed my airship, ruining much of my collection. It did give me the inspiration for this more heavily armoured version, however.”

Ash felt his jaw move, but no sound came out. Beyond the holographic image of a face, he saw another figure approaching. Lawrence’s head rotated.

“Ah, yes, my business partner,” Lawrence said, his voice sounding pleased. “This has truly been a wondrous transaction. It is a shame about Sunnyshore City, but in the pursuit of perfection, some sacrifices need to be made.”

Ash continued to glare at what was now the back of Lawrence’s head, something the collector seemed to feel.

“It isn’t anything personal Mr Ketchum,” Lawrence assured him. “If anything, it is a compliment. I collect unique treasures, and your Pokémon most definitely count. You should be honoured. And it would be irresponsible for me not to take this opportunity when it presented itself.”

Ash chose not to answer, instead choosing to focus on the figure that was casually strolling through the ranks of revolutionaries, approaching him. The figure stopped in front of Lawrence’s head and nodded to the holographic, a hat on his head keeping his face hidden in shadow.

“Congratulations Lawrence, a job well done.”

“Thank you,” Lawrence said pleasantly. “It has been a good day for my collection.”

“You left Ketchum?”

Lawrence laughed. “I told you, him inside my airship was what caused me to lose everything last time. I am the only human to set foot inside now.”

“Well you did everything that we agreed on,” the man said. “I wish you pleasant hunting for your next addition.”

Lawrence nodded, before the image of his face vanished. Without the hologram between them, Ash was able to focus more closely on the man in front of him. Something about his enemy was extremely familiar.

“Ash Ketchum, it is good to see you. I do admit though, you look tired.”

Ash shook his head in an attempt to clear it. “I didn’t plan on getting attacked by a madman today, let alone two.”

The figure in front of him threw back his head and laughed, a flash of his face appearing as the shadow under his hat moved. “Oh, I forgot how much fun you were to face. It has been far too long, Champion.”

The mocking way that the word was said sparked something in the back of Ash’s mind. A memory rose, unbidden. A memory of a laughing, mocking face. A face that smiled as it cut with a knife that burned.

“No…” Ash whispered. “It can’t be…”

“Can’t be what, Champion?” the man said, striding forwards as he reached up for his hat. “Surely you recognize me? You did have me put to death, I’d like to think that stays with you for a little while.”

The man came to a stop a few metres in front of Ash as the hat came off his head. Ash felt his limbs go weak as he looked into the grinning face of an enemy he had last faced years previously. An enemy that had caused more damage than anybody else, an enemy he had executed. Or so he thought.

“After all,” Agent said, a warm smile on his face. “I’m the only one who ever beat you.”

A/N 

This chapter is late. It was also horrible to write. I’ve rewritten it twice, the second time overnight because I was so frustrated at not getting the tone I wanted. I’m happy-ish with it, and I think it is time for it to come out. Kudos to those who guessed either half of the villain duo that Ash faces. I don’t think anybody got both (at least if they did, it wasn’t in a review or PM) so at least I’m not hopeless at reveals. It was a bit cliché, but I couldn’t resist!

Agent is alive. And even more remarkably, there is a reason for his survival. Oh, and he has a city. In the hands of a ruthless terrorist. This might start to get rather interesting. Not least, there is a bit of an issue for Ash.

To answer a couple of reviews; 

NanobotEX - You are correct, Alakazam is an extremely powerful Pokémon who should not be getting tired from moving a few people around. Except that the distances are pretty impressive, and like all Pokémon, he needs recovery time. He moved an entire island whilst rested and having time to work. Teleporting a large group under pressure whilst not rested is a bit more difficult. Always great to hear from you though!

ExBlaze - I’m based in Europe. So Western Europes Friday and Saturday!

Also, a fair few people pointed out some italics problems in the last chapter. I have no idea what caused it, but I did spend an unhappy couple of hours trying to root every last one out. I think I caught them all, but if I did miss any, please do let me know.

I will try to have the next chapter out in the next week. No promises, but I will do my best. Hopefully it will be slightly easier than this one!

Until next time,

Iama2p





