
A Cup of Hot Cocoa

Summary: There's really nothing else like it in the world - especially when I get to share it with you. Mystery-Dungeon-themed fluffy oneshot. Merry Christmas.


My partner and I trudged into the warm, dimly-lit room, leaving sopping-wet footprints from our snow-soaked bodies. I quickly closed the trapdoor leading to the area and sat her down, and I noticed that despite her Fire typing, she was shivering. I gave the Vulpix a little peck on the cheek, and she smiled slightly, trying to look strong despite the fact that she obviously was very cold. I sighed inwardly - I should have tried harder to talk her out of going to Sky Peak for today's rescue mission (yes, even exploration teams worked during the holidays), but nope, she wouldn't listen, and now we arrived, successful but freezing. I could barely feel my Aura tassels hanging from the back of my head.

"Don't worry, Rose, Spinda's sure to have something that'll warm us right up!" I said cheerfully, and she nodded in agreement. I ambled over to the counter, where Spinda sat, cleaning a drink glass, his body teetering and tottering with each step he took. I rapped on the counter a few times to get his attention, and he gave me a shocked look, nearly dropping his glass.

"Bill!" He cried out, half in alarm and half in happy surprise. "What are you doing out in this weather? You'll catch a cold before long!"

"Heh... Rose insisted we go out and do a rescue mission over at Sky Peak today..." I sniffed a little bit, and rubbed my nose to keep it from running. Spinda's eyes looked as if they were going to jump out of their sockets and slap me silly.

"Sky... Sky Peak! Sky Peak, in the middle of the worst snowstorm we've seen in years, on the eve of Christmas, one of the most important holidays here in Treasure Town? She's insane!" I chuckled and nodded, then felt someone push me onto the counter, knocking the wind from me. Looking behind me, I saw Rose, looking at me mock-accusingly.

"Oh, so now I'm your insane partner?" She called out, and I blushed heavily under her gaze. She walked next to me and bounded up onto a chair, sitting down and shivering. "Brr... it's cold out there."

Spinda gave her a disapproving look. "I'd say it's cold out there, young lady! Like I told Bill here, this is the worst snowstorm we've seen in years! I can't imagine anyone liking the weather right now!"

"Not even Ice types?"

"...well, you've got me there."

Rose barked out a laugh before coughing a little, and Spinda shook his head. "Well, you obviously came in here to get something warm to drink. Whaddya want? Any special ingredients you brought with ya on this..." He winced at the weather. "...fine day?"

I shook my head. "Nah... just a heated chocolate drink... two if you can spare it." Spinda shook his head back at me.

"Sorry, I've only got enough to make one... this stuff doesn't come by easily, you know. I waited weeks on the Kecleon brothers just to get enough to make five of these drinks... you're lucky that you know about them at all, being an official exploration team and all." I smiled.

"Alright, then, I guess Rose and I can share it. Is that alright with you?" I turned to her, and she nodded slowly, eyes twinkling mischievously. I gulped.

"What are you planning?" She burst into giggles, and I couldn't help but laugh along with her. I wrapped her into a hug, holding her tight, feeling the cold seeping off of her fur. We both shivered simultaneously as we watched Spinda work his magic.

"Hum-dee-dum... first off, the chocolate..." He poured out a few large, brown chunks of the sweet treat into a bowl and set it near the fireplace, then grabbed a thick mug and a tub of Moomoo milk. He poured a small - very small - amount into the mug before grabbing the now-melted chocolate and dumping it in as well. He grasped the mug in his paws and lifted it, and I reached out in alarm.

"Ahh, Spinda!" I yelled, and he stopped and looked at me. "Eheh, stirred, not shaken." Spinda reddened a bit at his mistake, and he grabbed a spoon and vigorously stirred the concoction. Small wisps of steam billowed from the mouth of the cup, tantalizing both Rose's tastebuds, and mine as well. She stared at the drink in excitement, and I rubbed her back, which still shivered. Spinda blew on the drink once or twice to cool it, looked at us, then thought better of it and handed it to us, sticking two straws into the mug.

"Here you go. Drink it up quick, I don't want other customers getting curious. Then they'll all want hot chocolate." He grumbled, grabbing a dishcloth as he began to clean his spoon and bowl.

"Thank you, Spinda." Rose and I said, as we hopped off of the barstool and made our way over to a stump of a table near the window. I carried the drink, and Rose's tails rapidly curled and uncurled in anticipation. As we sat down, she let out a groan, cricking her back, and then snuck one of the straws away and took a gulp of the hot chocolate. As the sweet taste made its way to her, she let out a soft sigh of contentment, and she began to swig the stuff down greedily.

"Hey now, leave some for me!" I said, swatting at her ear playfully, and she dodged away laughing. As we both felt the warmth enter our tummies, we breathed in and out, happy to enjoy ourselves after a long day of work, and Rose glanced out the window and gasped.

"Bill, look..." She whispered. Curious, I rubbed away the fog clinging to the glass and looked outside, gasping slightly myself. The snowstorm had finally dropped to a gentler level, and the entirety of Treasure Town (at least as far as we could see) was covered in the white stuff. Despite the temperature and time of day (or rather, time of night), we could see Pokemon playing outside: Marill and Azurill having a snowball fight, the Kecleon brothers shoveling snow off of their roof, Miss Kangaskhan watching her little baby attempt to catch snowflakes on his tiny tongue. Other Pokemon rested near Elder Torkoal, who was giving off a warm body temperature to keep the snow away.

Even the Guild was outside playing. Sunflora and Loudred were building a snow-Pokemon (each of them blushing heavily), while Croagunk slept up in a tree. Bidoof was trying, unsuccessfully, to help Sunflora and Loudred with their snow-Pokemon, earning him a fat snowball from Loudred for his trouble. Chatot, perched on Wigglytuff's head, spoke amiably with Team Charm, who seemed to be distracted by Team AWD, who eyed them distrustingly, and I chuckled under my breath.

"I guess we should ask Team Charm why AWD's looking at 'em funny the next time we see 'em." Rose nodded happily before removing her lips from the straw and hopping over to my chair, falling into my lap with a thud.

"Ooof!" I exhaled loudly as her weight piled onto my torso, and I wheezed a bit before regaining my senses. My eyes narrowed deviously, but as she nuzzled my neck, I sighed and laughed.

"I can't stay mad at you, even if you're insane sometimes." Her eyes sparkled, and she licked my cheek before wrapping me into an odd hug.

"It seems like it all happened so long ago, doesn't it?" Our moods turned slightly somber, and I stared up at the ceiling, trying to avoid Rose's gaze.

"Yeah..." We thought back to Dusknoir, to Grovyle and Celebi. "I wonder if they got brought back like I did..." For a while, Rose and I simply stayed like that, wondering, but soon she licked my face again.

"Well, there's no sense wondering. Maybe sometime soon we should see if we can meet with Dialga again and find out!" She stated confidently, and I stared at her before breaking out into a grin and tousling the tuft of fur on her head.

"Yeah, maybe we should do that." She nuzzled my cheek, and my grin smoothed out into a smile, both of us finally warm and toasty from the hot chocolate drink. I snapped my fingers (pawpads? Stubs? I still didn't know) and dug into our treasure bag, and Rose gasped as I pulled out a small, blue-wrapped box - a Sky Gift - and handed it to her promptly.

"Merry Christmas, Rose." I said. She gently opened the lid of the box, peering inside. I wanted to do the same, but it wasn't my place; it was her gift, after all, not mine. She let out a squeal of joy as she pulled out a big, fluffy strip of fabric, wrapping it over her Pecha Scarf before she wrapped it around my neck as well.

"Oh Bill! Thank you so much!" She liberally began to nuzzle my face, and I laughed at her antics, her infectious joy spreading to me. I hugged her tightly, blushing a little at her affectionate behavior, and looked at her dark red face, the twin hazel eyes staring deeply into my red ones.

"Love ya." I gave her a quick kiss before strengthening my hold on her so she couldn't get me back, and we both stared out at the winter wonderland that was only hidden by a pane of foggy glass. I knew that soon we'd have to break apart and walk back to the bluff, so we could rest up for another day of exploring, but for the moment, we simply held each other close, savoring each other's company. She poked my shoulder with her snout and I turned to look. She cocked her head and smiled cutely.

"Love you too."






Louder than Words

Summary: The day after a near-tragic accident, he decided that he would delay telling her about his feelings no longer. A somewhat fluffy standalone oneshot based in my Unova Reflection.


The first thing she knew when she regained consciousness was that her eyes were tightly shut.

The second thing she knew was that her arm felt like it had been hit by a Buffalon. Really, really hard.

Erin sat up, groaning, and her head suddenly spiked, pounding and aching relentlessly. She attempted to grasp it with her hands, yelping loudly when her right arm jolted suddenly in immense pain, and she grasped at it, feeling the hard plastic of a splint covering the bone, holding it in place. She hissed until the pain subsided, and she suddenly felt a pair of paws grasping her good hand.

"Erin, you're awake...!" She opened her eyes to look into a Futachimaru's big, worried black ones. She smiled lopsidedly at him, and his face grew ecstatic.

"Cyan." She let out an 'ooof!' as the otter leapt at her, pinning her to the bed and nuzzling her cheek softly, and blushed as he did so. "Cyan, what... why are you...?"

"I'm... I'm... I just..." He stroked her cheek and she shivered. His voice was muffled and rather difficult to hear, and it sounded... blubbery? She patted his side as he stepped back, and she was surprised to notice dark, wet patches under his eyes. Unless he had used a Water Gun on himself, wet patches under your eyes only meant one thing, and that thing was completely out of Cyan's character, at least not since he had evolved into a Futachimaru.

"Cyan... were you... were you crying?" He sniffled a little before rubbing his nose and clearing his throat, obviously trying to stay calm.

"Why shouldn't I, Erin? You nearly... nearly..." He broke into a fresh round of tears and grasped Erin tightly, hugging her, causing Erin to blush heavily again. She looked at her splint, a green plastic thing attached to most of her arm, and sighed, letting her enjoy the feeling of Cyan doing nothing more than holding her. They stayed there for a while, Cyan sobbing into Erin's pillow, until a few small strands of sunlight began to make their way through the curtains, one landing on the two of them. They pulled apart, Cyan having finally regained his composure, although he did have to wipe his eyes every so often. Erin looked at her splint again, then back at Cyan.

"How... where did this come from?"

Cyan sighed. "You... you don't remember? The Electric Rock Cave?"

Erin closed her eyes and hummed, thinking to herself. She remembered a stone creature, she remembered dodging Stone Edges, and she remembered a shaking... and that was it.

"Only bits and pieces. I remember we were fighting an upset, abandoned Gigalith, and there was this big shaking that came out of nowhere, and that's it." Cyan listened to her speak, and shuddered as he let out a deep breath.

"The Gigalith... used Earthquake to try and... try and drop a stalagtite on me. But you... you pushed me out of the way, and you got hit instead." His voice was quiet, as if he didn't want to talk about it, and he looked out the window as he finished his sentence, leaving Erin quiet and solomn. The Kojofu felt at her splint with her good arm, the soft yellow paw brushing against the hard, green plastic as she processed what Cyan had told her. Now that she thought about it, she did remember a stalagtite, and she did remember seeing it right above her, as well... as the last of her short-term memory loss faded out, she was left with a fuzzy, but still complete, picture of what had happened to her in the past few hours. She stared at Cyan, who continued to look through the glass at the city outside.

"But... you didn't get hurt, right?"

"I... Erin, I..."

"Yes?"

Cyan finally turned his head. "Thank you for saving my life."

She smiled. "It... it was nothing."

Cyan smiled at her before yelping in surprise as a pair of arms wrapped themselves around him, squeezing him into a tight hug. Their skinny, blue-eyed, red-shirted trainer let out a quick 'morning, buddy." before turning towards Erin. His eyes widened, but his voice remained calm.

"Erin, you're awake. Are you feeling all right?" She shook her head no and pointed at her splint.

"Heh, I guess you already noticed that we got you patched up." He chuckled, and she nodded.

"Well, here's the plan: you're obviously not fit to travel until you get used to your new splint, so we're staying in Hodomoe for a couple more days. For now, I want you to stay in that bed and rest that arm. You might have some Regeneration ability that makes you heal faster, but I'm not going to have you pushing yourself too hard." The boy looked at Cyan, his bright blue eyes twinkling with mirth.

"Well... did you tell her yet?" He whispered, although Erin felt that Bill had deliberately spoken loudly enough for her to hear. Cyan blushed heavily and began to babble out a stream of gibberish, shaking his paws at their trainer's face before their trainer grasped the two fuzzy appendages and held them firmly, causing Cyan to stop moving. He laughed at the Futachimaru's antics before noogying his head, picking him up and lifting him onto his shoulders, face still squirming with concealed laughter.

"Erin, you stay here. Cyan and I will go get you something nice to eat." Erin began to protest – she didn't need special treatment just because she was hurt, and besides, this would delay their journey around Unova, and that would be bad and… and after looking deeply into her trainer's resolute eyes, she gave up with a frustrated sigh. Bill stood up, his shoes making a soft noise against the carpet as he walked to the door, and with a click, he opened it, making a gesture for Erin to stay where she was.

"We won't be gone for long. C'mon, Cyan." Cyan wiggled a bit, gave a quick, over-the-shoulder wave to Erin, and the two of them left the room, the door closing behind them. Erin stared at the door longingly for a few minutes, and then let out a grunt of unhappiness at her current situation.

"Fine. I can take care of myself anyway." She stomped on the squishy bed in frustration, causing her to flop onto the soft, downy pillow, causing her to yelp in surprise. As she unfurled herself from the fluffy cushion, she stared silently at the large, square piece of furniture before grinning wildly. With a deep breath, she jumped into the air and landed, bouncing even higher than she had jumped, and she fell onto her back, laughing as she did so. Yes... maybe she could find something to do in this room.




Cyan and Bill exited the Pokemon Center after giving a heaping helping of thank-yous to the nurse, and stood, unsure of where to go. Bill shivered from a sudden cold wind coming from the north, and Cyan looked down at him concernedly.

"It's nothing, Cyan, I'm fine. I'll just get a new jacket while we're here. Right now, we need to find a place to get Erin something to eat." Cyan nodded as his ride swerved directions, heading towards a large, well-covered tent.

"And, unless the locals were wrong, I know just the place..." He moved his hand forward to push away the flap, entering a large area full of people, tables, and all sorts of delicious food. Cyan eyed everything wondrously as the pair stepped through the crowd, browsing the selection of goods.

"Hodomoe Farmer's Market, the locals' pride and joy... er, actually, Cyan." Cyan let out a "Futachimaru?" of question and stared down at his trainer's head. "Do you... uh heh, know what Erin likes in terms of food?"

Cyan groaned, although he had to admit that there was a good reason for not knowing - other than the fact that they mostly ate the standard pokechow or the occasional restaurant meal, the language barrier sort of posed a problem for communication of favorite foods. Thinking for a moment, he pointed towards an area filled with meat, and the two made their way over. Bill stared down at the selection of products, scanning both their name tags and the price tags, before turning back to Cyan.

"So, buddy, what out of this does she like?" Cyan climbed down the front of Bill's shirt and hopped onto the ground to inspect the choices, although he had to stand on his tiptoes to get a decent view, and moved across the floor, looking at each and every item. A few of the choices, such as the freshly-caught Basurao and the imported Magikarp made his mouth water, but he realized that he needed to pick something Erin would like, not him, and made his way over to the other sections, seeing other options like ground Tauros meat and roasted Pidgey. He slightly wished that Farfetch'd were carried, but after browsing through Bill's Pokedex one sleepless night and reading about the outlawing of hunting the rare bird, he didn't get his hopes up.

"Hm. Cyan, why don't you stay here and pick something out while I go get something to drink? I know just what every Pokemon likes to drink when they're under the weather." His trainer grinned as he began to walk off. "And besides, this'll give you some alone time to think about telling her before I do!"

Cyan blanched, then blushed as his trainer cackled all the way to a nearby stand. Letting out a huff, he turned back to the delicious food and stood, not even paying attention to it as he stared at the floor, deep in thought. His trainer, tell Erin about how he felt?

...despite his better judgment, he wouldn't put it past Bill to spill the beans, especially after such a scare the day before. Then again, after said scare from the day before, and the short talk they'd had afterwards, he also knew that Bill knew that this would make him incredibly upset. Right? He had to understand that. He toyed with his Everstone pendant as he thought, spinning it round and round before grasping it tightly, eyes shining with an idea.

When was Erin going to evolve, anyway? She had always been carrying around a tiny stone that apparently increased her power due to her unevolved state, but he had no idea when or how she evolved. He knew that with the training that Bill had been putting him through, along with the harsh, but victorious, battle from yesterday, he would evolve soon were it not for his Everstone. Maybe, maybe Erin also evolved from extensive training? Or maybe she evolved from one of those fancy magic stones, like Eiko and Vivi had? He plucked one of his swordshells from his waistband on instinct, deftly spinning it around in his paw before smiling proudly. He really was beginning to use them like a professional. Nothing like how unwieldy he had attempted to use it as an Oshawott.

"Cyan!" A pair of fingers snapped in front of his face, and he was jolted out of his trance to see Bill squatting low in front of him, a small box in his hand, filled with six bottles of fresh, white Moomoo Milk. Cyan's eyes widened at the sight - the most delectable drink any Pokemon knew... well, maybe except soda or lemonade. Humans knew how to make delicious stuff. Well, Moomoo Milk, the most delectable and natural drink that every Pokemon wanted and few wild Pokemon tasted. He pointed at it and began to jabber uncontrollably. Bill laughed at him before patting him on the head.

"Now, now, buddy, this is for Erin." Cyan continued to babble, but the words did sink in. Of course it wasn't for him. Erin needed to recover, after all. "However, maybe she'll let you share some... if you ask nicely, of course."

Bill finished his sentence with a sly tone, and Cyan immediately stopped, which only made his trainer laugh harder. "C'mon, show me what you chose for her to eat and then we can head back. I can't believe how distracted I got... it's almost five in the afternoon, and we got up at... I dunno, like, ten in the morning." Cyan jumped what felt like thirty feet in the air in surprise. Seven hours? It had only seemed like a few minutes. Panicking, he thrust his paw out at a random area, and Bill looked over to see a small, boxed-lunch-style plate of meat loaf. He scanned over the price tag, eyes narrow, then smiled at Cyan.

"Good choice, Cyan. I think she'll like this." As he waved over the stall owner to buy the food, Cyan breathed out, panic fading, and climbed up Bill's shirt to sit on his shoulders. Bill shook the man's hand and took the meat loaf, and they began to walk back to the Pokemon Center. The sun was still somewhat high in the sky, and they paused a moment to watch the Hodomoe Drawbridge getting pulled back up, a boat blowing its horn to pass through the canal.

"Cyan? Can I give you some advice?" Cyan looked down and nodded. What could Bill possibly want?

"Actions speak louder than words." Cyan went as stiff as a board, gripping his trainer's hair tightly as he laughed, breaking into a quick jog. Somehow, all that did was make him more nervous.




Erin rolled over to her side, jolting awake as she heard the door move. As her eyes fluttered open, she saw her trainer walking into the room, carrying a box and a six-pack of white bottles. Cyan sat on his shoulders, looking decidedly off. She slowly sat up, rubbing her eyes with her good hand (wincing slightly when she instinctively attempted to use her other hand), and began to make her way off of the bed. Before she could land, Bill had quickly moved over and grabbed her, gently setting her down on the floor. Cyan hopped off of Bill's shoulders and stood next to her.

"Alright, Erin. We found something for you at the farmer's market. Cyan picked out your meal, and I got you something to drink that I think will help you heal quicker." He patted one of the white bottles. "You can start eating if you want, but I'm gonna be out for a while longer - I need to buy myself another jacket before winter finally arrives, and I think it'd be good to get that done sooner rather than later."

Bill stood up, and Cyan strolled over to him before being buffeted by a hand. "No, Cyan. I want you to stay here."

Cyan looked at him, and noticed him wink. He blushed, but nodded to show that he understood. Bill smiled, rose, and waved before walking out the door, leaving Erin and Cyan to look at each other silently. Cyan let out an awkward chuckle.

"Well... uh... I guess it's time for you to eat." Cyan picked Erin up gingerly and attempted to climb up onto the table where the food sat, but continued to lose his grip. Erin flipped over onto his back so that he would have an easier time, and Cyan blushed as he felt the warm breath on his neck. He finally made it to the top of the table, and Erin hopped off of his back, sitting down and opening the box containing the meat loaf. She sliced off a small piece with her claws and began to eat. Cyan simply sat nearby, thinking quietly. Erin looked at him.

"You know, if you want some of this, you can have some." Cyan seemed to brighten up as he walked over and sat next to her, slicing the meat loaf with his swordshells and taking a piece in his paws. Slowly, he chewed it, letting the slightly spiced flavor roll around in his mouth, and swallowed. Erin patted his back.

"Are you alright? You've been acting off since you came back with Bill." Cyan looked away, then shook his head.

"...No. I'm not." He shuffled so that his back was turned, and Erin heard him doing... something. Something that made scratchy sounds like her claws on a chalkboard. She tried to look over his shoulder, but he hunched his back so that she couldn't. Letting out a huff, she brought her attention back to the loaf. They stayed that way for a few minutes, Cyan working busily on whatever it was while Erin ate.

"Cyan, what are you doing?" She put her paw on his shoulder and squeezed. "You don't have to keep secrets from me."

Cyan froze in place and she heard the sound of his swordshells cleanly cutting through something. She waited and watched him turn, holding something in his paw. His eyes were deadly serious. "...Cyan?"

Slowly, he took her good paw in his, rolling it over to open her palm, and he pressed something cold and hard into it before closing her fist and placing his other paw on top. She wriggled her fingers around the item, noting the rough texture and the strange feeling it gave her. She looked at Cyan's closed eyes and bowed head, and felt her cheeks grow hot with confusion.

"Will you accept this gift from me?" He said, almost inaudibly, and he kissed her paw before letting go of it, causing both their faces to flush. Cyan stepped back, head still bowed, and Erin opened her paw to reveal a small, soft gray piece of stone. She turned it over, noting the odd markings around a flattened side of it. She held it close to her before speaking.

"Thank you, Cyan, but... what is it?"

The otter seemed to sigh before grasping something at his chest. Erin gasped - he had cut his Everstone pendant in half. She stared at the stone in her hand as if it was a foreign object before dropping it onto the table, where it made a modestly loud plink.

"Cyan... this is... but... why?" Cyan turned and looked at her, and she was surprised to see that his eyes seemed red with tears.

"Because... oh..." He grunted out of frustration. "Dammit... why is this so hard to do!"

Cyan stomped on the table furiously, and Erin shied away to let him vent his unhappiness. His mind was racing - was she mad at him? Why did she drop it? Why was this so difficult to say? He felt a paw on his shoulder, and he stopped moving.

"Cyan... thank you... for the Everstone. But, please, I just want to know why..." She trailed off. Cyan's mind seemed to clear of all thoughts, and he trembled a little before whipping around and pressing his lips on hers. She felt her stomach turn to butterflies. He blushed profusely. And they both didn't hear the door open, a green jacket swishing inside.

"Woah!" Bill yelped as the two Pokemon turned to look at him, embarrassed looks plastered on their faces, and the pair leapt apart to try and salvage the situation. Bill smiled somewhat calmly as the otter and the weasel attempted to hide their blushes. "Oh! I, uh... heh, I'll go take Refia for a walk."

He left the room, chuckling slightly, and the door clicked closed again, leaving Cyan and Erin in silence. Cyan turned away from Erin, his face wistful as he stared at the window, and Erin walked up to him, standing at his side. He let out a deep sigh of annoyance, folding his arms and ducking his head, and Erin gave him a calm look.

"This didn't go at all the way I wanted it to." He said, and Erin blushed before she felt him pressing something into her palm again. This time, she held the Everstone tightly to her chest, feeling the evolution-stunting energies washing over her, and she smiled, nuzzling Cyan's cheek affectionately. She saw him stiffen and she laughed at him.

"You need to loosen up a little, Cyan…" She said coyly, a teasing tone creeping into her voice. "I don't think I'll be able to put up with a mate who freezes every time we do something nice together."

That broke his trance, and he playfully pushed Erin's good shoulder. "You're one to talk – you froze up back in Sanyou, when you punched out Refia, remember?"

"Y-yeah, but that was because we had just met!" She smiled as Cyan began to go back to his typical self. Was this all that was wrong with him? Silly.

"Doesn't matter!" He shot back, beginning to laugh uncontrollably. Erin felt herself bark out a chuckle as well, and soon the room filled up with the merry noise. Bill took that moment to re-enter the room, and soon the lights were out and Erin was snoozing in the cozy Pokemon bed, cuddling into Cyan's chest.




"Cyan?"

 "Mmm?"

 "I just wanted to know... that day... why did you kiss me? Why didn't you just tell me how you felt?"

 "Well, I was nervous... and Bill had told me something earlier."

 "What did he say?"

 "He said, 'actions speak louder than words.'"

"...did he now..."

 "Yeah. And you know what?

 "What?"

 "I think he was right."






Always Be With You

Summary: "While now might not be the best time... I promise we can try someday." A Mystery-Dungeon-themed oneshot, Hero/Partner.


A current of warm summer air blew in through the toothy, gaping hole in the side of the bluff, washing over my face and bringing me back to consciousness. The ever-annoying call of the more wild Wingulls emanated from the small flock of them that were perched on the top of our home, and soon enough I was fully awake, and fully irritated as well. I reached over and grabbed a rock from near the wellspring, tossing it up at the ceiling, and grunted in mild satisfaction as my frustration dissipated somewhat. I breathed in and out slightly, wrapping my feet into a pretzel-shape and clearing my mind, beginning to meditate.

Unfortunately, a soft, slightly gooey something-or-other to the face broke my concentration.

My mouth flattened as I opened my eyes, looking at the blue stewed berry in between my legs, the juices that oozed out of it staining the straw bed blue. Deftly plucking it out of my lap, I popped it into my mouth and chewed, letting out a slight 'mmmm' of happiness as the sweet, slightly tangy Oran taste delighted my senses. My face broke into a goofy smile as I glanced offhandedly at the one who had launched the edible projectile at me, her hazel eyes twinkling with merriment.

"You really ought to teach me how to cook someday, Rose," I remarked, and she boiled over with giggles, prompting me to chuckle as well. She trotted over, carrying a small wooden bowl filled with warm, mushy fruits and berries, and placed it in front of the both of us. I breathed in the scent of the meal.

"...aaaaahhh, this smells great!" I complimented, and Rose's nine cream-colored tails furled and unfurled in pride.

"It's nothing much, just took a little practice with Chimecho..." She muttered, bashfully looking over at the wellspring, and I reached over and ruffled her headfur.

"Hey, it's better than I could do. I burned myself unconscious," I said, emphasizing the last word, and she smirked at the memory of the last time I had tried cooking. That is, I had royally screwed up - and burned myself, obviously - and would never live it down. Rose nuzzled my cheek and licked her lips before sitting down and taking a hesitant bite out of the fruit. Resting myself next to her, we both began to share our morning meal. It was in the middle of the meal that our latest adventure would really start.

"So..." I began, and Rose looked up at me, the blue Oran fruits staining her fur an odd bluish color. She looked adorable. "What are our plans for today? Things have been pretty quiet around here for a while... maybe we could go to the guild and check out some of the new job requests?"

She gulped down her bite of food and sighed. "I don't know... to be honest, I... don't really want to."

"Don't tell me you're getting tired of adventuring with me!" I said, mock-horror creeping into my voice, and she gave me a small smile before walking over and rubbing up against me. I wrapped my arms around her neck, being careful not to spear her on my (thankfully small) chest-spike, and rocked back and forth, getting a throaty purr out of her in the process.

"I'm not... tired of it. I'm just..." She stopped, eyes staring upward in thought. "I don't know... I've just enjoyed how peaceful it's been for the past few days. No work, no urgent missions. Just slow, lazy days that I get to spend with you."

She ended her statement playfully, swatting my nose, and I laughed as we continued to rock in place. "Well, we have to start taking jobs again sometime, or else we'll run out of Poke before long."

"I know..." Her face turned wistful as she sighed, and I frowned.

"Is something... wrong?" She shook her head no in what I guess was a panic, and I could tell that she knew she hadn't fooled me. "You don't have to hide it, you can always talk to me. You know that, right?"

She sighed again and stared up at the ceiling before speaking again. "I know. Thanks, Bill," and she nuzzled my cheek one more time before squirming away from my hug and walking towards the door, a wide toothy smile plastered on her face. "Maybe you're right, let's go look at the job bulletins."

I stared at her sudden mood whiplash, rubbing my chin confusedly, before shrugging. She obviously had something bothering her, but I guess I'd ask her later. Hopping up, I ruffled her headfur again and shot a grin right back at her.

"If our track record is any indication, an adventure is just what you need to get that spark of excitement back." Standing up, I walked over and flung our treasure bag over my shoulder. I took the tight belt I always wore and tied it around my waist, letting the two ends dangle in the back, and I walked over to Rose to tie on her trademark baby-blue ribbon. She blushed heavily (quite a feat with all that fur, I thought to myself) as my paws worked around the scruff of her neck, but she thankfully sat still. Now ready to go, I pushed open the trapdoor leading up to the top of the bluff, the sunlight blinding me for a moment before my eyes adjusted.

"It's still pretty early in the morning..." I hopped out and reached down to help Rose out, and as she closed the trapdoor and hid it with our bush, I went to shoo away the Wingull that I had heard before. A couple 'git!'s and a wave of my arms was enough to send them shrieking into the air, and Rose and I watched as they zoomed out towards the open sea. Along with the orange-gold sunrise (although it was mostly over by now) coming from the eastern mountains, it made for a picturesque sight.

"Oh, Bill... it's so beautiful..." Rose cooed as she checked over the hiding bush one more time, and I chuckled as I leaned against our flagpole, the flag still due to the lack of wind. Rose came up to me a few minutes later, and I smiled as she nuzzled my cheek. "Shall we go?"

We left the bluff and entered the mostly empty Treasure Town. It was very early morning, so most of the citizens were asleep or groggy. That was one of the best (at least Rose and I thought) perks of staying on the guild's time schedule after graduation: you always woke up early enough to enjoy the quiet time of the town. The only stall that was open this early was the Kangaskhan storage tent, which was known for being a business with early opening hours.

"Hello, miss Kangaskhan!" Rose piped up, and the large creature turned around, a finger placed to her lips. Rose cowed, if only slightly.

"Sshhhh, the baby's asleep." Miss Kangaskhan gestured towards the young child that always hung around in her pouch, who was softly snoring, occasionally letting out a quiet hiccup. It was actually pretty cute, at least I thought.

"Hard to believe that that's the little guy who causes so much trouble in the storerooms," I remarked. I noticed Rose stifle a chuckle, and Miss Kangaskhan shrugged. "Remember when he got into our part of the storeroom?"

At this, Rose and Miss Kangaskhan both did chuckle, and I did as well. Boy, was that a fiasco. It had been about four weeks after Rose and I had graduated from the guild and found out we couldn't evolve. We had been getting ready for our expedition into the Surrounded Sea when we noticed that the little baby Kangaskhan was missing from his near-permanent spot in his pouch, and all three of us were shocked to find that he had polished off our apple snacks and decided to take a nap on top of our pile of scarfs and things. Trust me when I say his mother game him a good scolding, and he had never touched our supplies since.

"Well, he might be a pint-sized troublemaker, but he's still my little baby," Miss Kangaskhan whispered firmly, and she stroked her child's head as gently as could be. "You might not get it now, but if and when you ever have a child, you'll understand."

"Maybe. We do pick up those eggs and get miss Chansey to look after 'em, but she normally tutors 'em after they hatch, too," I said, glancing at the large, unmistakable Chansey-shaped building a ways away from where we stood. Hearing a quiet yawn, I looked back to see the baby Kangaskhan, out of his pouch, half-awake and tugging on my thigh.

"He always seemed to like you, Bill," Miss Kangaskhan remarked, and the baby rubbed his cheek against my leg. I felt my face flame from the baby's affection, and I knelt down to give it a pat before I picked it up gingerly and plopped it onto my head, where it curled up and began to nap again.

"Hey there..." I said, annoyed at my current predicament. He yawned again and I slowly moved my head towards his mother, who promptly slipped him back into her pouch. Scratching my scalp, I gave her a sheepish smile. "Well, that was... uh... could we get some items out of our storage? Let's see... Rose, what do you think we'll need?"

She didn't answer me as quickly as I had expected, and turned around to look at her, confused at her silence. She was normally quite talkative, at least about the non-personal stuff. "Rose?"

I was surprised to find her shaking quite violently, her tails curled up tight, and her waterlogged eyes told me that she was on the verge of tears. I immediately forgot about asking Miss Kangaskhan about items and strode over to Rose. However, as I reached out to try and grasp her shoulder, she batted my hand away and dashed off without a word. "Rose!"

I didn't chase after her, which in hindsight was probably a bit of a bad idea, and I watched her barrel into the empty streets until she was ought of sight. Turning back to Miss Kangaskhan, she gave me a pitying look and tut-tutted. My eyes narrowed, less in anger and more in frustration.

"What's that look for?" I asked, and she shook her head.

"There's a girl who buckles under her own pressure," The cryptically-worded statement was lost on me, and I folded my arms. Thankfully, Miss Kangaskhan didn't stop there. "There's obviously something bothering her, something around here that set her off. She wants something and doesn't want to talk about it. Remember how long it took for her to spit out that she liked you? It took your whole first adventure, and even then she didn't tell you until a few weeks later. Don't try to tell me otherwise, I remember you two gushing to me about it."

I frowned again, leering at the dusty mat in front of the tent. Miss Kangaskhan was right, of course. We had gone to her for advice ever since we had started working as an exploration team, and she remembered almost every conversation Rose or I (or both of us) had had with her. She was like the mother I never had (or never remembered, rather), and Rose even considered her to be her adopted family.

"She was acting oddly this morning... maybe I should go talk to her," I muttered under my breath, and I yelped as Miss Kangaskhan put her hand on my chin, raising it up until I was peering straight into her confident brown eyes, a complete one-eighty from her typical motherly look.

"You do that," She ordered, and let go of me. My legs felt a little wobbly from the hard, uncharacteristic stare she had given me, but I managed to stay standing. Waving a hasty goodbye, I hoofed it through the city, which was finally beginning to wake up. Electivire gave himself a jolt of electricity to banish the sleep from his eyes, the sound of thwacks and thuds could be heard emanating from the Marowak Dojo, and citizens were breaking free from slumber and beginning to exit their homes. Despite it all, there was no sign of the Ninetales that I hunted for, which meant that either she had gone to the guild to pour her heart out to everybody there (which was unlikely, considering that she had never liked making a spectacle of herself), or she had gone to the one place that she could be alone for a little while. Grunting, I let a little more strength into my legs as I dashed towards the beach.

Sure enough, there she was, laying down on the sandy beach, crying her eyes out. I let out a sigh as I slowed to a stop and leaned against a boulder nearby. I didn't like Rose when she was sad, since if she was sad then I got sad too. I was an Aura Pokemon, for Arceus sake, I had the ability to read emotions (even if I wasn't any good at it). Emotions were my game, my thing, it was only natural that my emotions would also depend on my partner's. Summoning up my courage, I stepped forward until I was right next to Rose and knelt down to her level.

"Rose?" I spoke softly, as so not to startle her. Unfortunately I did that anyway, and she leapt up, dashing a good few feet away until she was standing in the shallow surf. She let her pose slacken when she realized that it was just me.

"Bill... you scared me," She said in a somewhat chirpy tone, probably try to hide the fact that she had been crying. I wasn't falling for it. Placing my paws on my hips, I leaned forward and gave her a knowing look.

"Can it, Rose. Something's wrong, I can tell," She shrank back a bit. Had I been too harsh? I didn't want to hurt her feelings, but whenever she got like this she was just too thick-headed to listen to any advice that was sugarcoated. Dammit, I was worrying too much and not focusing on her. "And I want to know exactly what."

She shook her head. "N-no, Bill... nothing's wrong, nothing at all!" She shook her head and gave me a big fake smile. I didn't smile back.

"Don't give me that, Rose, that's a load of crap and you know it," She flinched, stung by my words, and looked down at her feet. For a good while, all we heard was the sound of the waves lapping against the shore. The soothing ambiance helped defuse some of the stress in the situation, at least for me. I liked water a lot; Rose did too, although not as much due to her Fire typing. I exhaled, only just realizing that I had been holding my breath, and I walked over, tousling her tuft of headfur again.

"Even though you've evolved, you haven't changed a bit," I said. Her head snapped upward to look at me, confused. "You're still stubborn, you still can't spit out your feelings on things..."

I gave her a warm smile and wrapped her into a hug. "Heh, and I still love you."

I didn't have to move my head to tell that she was blushing, since she spat out a couple embers in embarrassment, and she snuggled into my grip. I sat down, letting the cool, salty spray hit us both head on. The wind had picked up now, I noticed. Rose lifted her head to look at me, and I saw that while the lower areas of her eyes were tearstained, she was smiling at me, a genuine smile this time.

"Bill..." She whispered, and I let go, allowing her to move over to my side, where she sat again. I turned to her now that she seemed to be calm again.

"Rose, now that you're feeling better, would you please... tell me what's on your mind?" She tensed again, and so did I. "You know that I'll always listen to whatever you have to say."

She looked down at her feet again and waited a few seconds before mumbling something that I didn't quite hear. "What?"

She spoke again, louder this time. "I... I want to know whether or not you want... a child, someday, Bill."

I froze. Children? She wanted to ask about children? I suppose it made sense, since she only ran off once the baby Kangaskhan started playing with me, but... "What brought this on? You never asked about it before..."

"I... well... I mean... oh, forget it!" She yelled, swerving her head away to look at the entrance to the Beach Cave. I reached over to pat her shoulder.

"Hey... c'mon..."

"I... it's just that we've evolved and everything... I mean, we're getting older... It's been almost two years since I met you, you know that?"

"No way, really...?" I wondered aloud. I didn't really ever find out what specific day I had shown up on, but now that I thought about it, our first adventures took about four months, then a month between... my disappearance... and then about seven months of work before fighting Darkrai, and it had been a year since the Darkrai incident... so I guess she was right. "It all seems so long ago..."

"That's what I mean... I mean, look at the guild. Sunflora and Loudred both graduated and left at the beginning of this year, and they came back to visit last month and had adopted a little baby Cottonee. And, and those two new apprentices, the ones that are using our old room in the guild?"

I raised my head in thought. Last time we had visited, Bidoof had introduced us to the guild's two newest members, a rather mousey-ish mole girl named Drilbur and a shady-looking guy named Sandile. Apparently they had both joined up as "Team Diggers", and Bidoof had wanted them to meet his 'former students'. Drilbur was very friendly, but Sandile seemed reluctant to have anything to do with us. Either way, they were both pretty nice and I had a good time visiting with them. "You mean the two new kids? What about 'em?"

Rose sighed again. "It's just... Sunflora and Loudred seemed so happy with Cottonee, and the guild seems really happy with their two new apprentices... even Miss Kangaskhan seems to be really happy with her baby. I just..."

She trailed off, and I wrapped her into a hug again. "You want to know what it feels like to be a mother?"

I guess I had hit the nail on the head, since she nodded. "I... I really do... yeah."

We were silent, which gave me plenty of time to think. I wasn't gonna lie, I agreed that both Sunflora and Loudred seemed really happy when they were playing with Cottonee. The tyke was an adorable little thing... and so fluffy. And Miss Kangaskhan had always adored her child, despite his occasional hijinks. I wasn't sure if I could breed or not, since I was a human-turned-Pokemon, after all, but who knew. I was glad that Rose had gotten it out in the open, since I could tell from her aura that she had taken a huge load off of her mind. I lay down on the sand, my arms spread wide, and Rose flopped onto her side next to me, her muzzle inches away from my cheek, sunlight making her fur seem golden. Arceus above, she was beautiful.

"Well..." I started, and I turned my head to look at her. "I don't really know... it's a pretty sudden thing to ask."

Her head sank, disappointment written all over her face, and I quickly rolled onto my side, using my paw to lift her chin back up to look at me. I gave her a smile.

"But... I think I'd like a child too. So while I don't think now is the best time... I'll promise that we can try to have one someday. And no matter what, I'll always be with you," I finished, and her eyes sparkled with happiness. She quickly crashed her head into mine, licking me all over, and I laughed at her affectionate treatment. Wrapping her into yet another hug, I felt her body temperature rise, probably a side-effect of her euphoria.

"Thank you so much, Bill... you don't know what this means to me... I love you..." She whispered into my ear, and I stroked her back. Her happiness rubbed off on me, as I started to feel an inexplicable joy fill my heart as well. That was the power of emotion... when she was happy, so was I.

"Rose... I love you too," I told her back, and I lifted her up and stood. A childish giddiness took over me, and I bopped her nose. "Race ya to the bulletin boards!"

Before she could react, I took off, leaving the waves behind. And less than a second later, Rose followed, laughing all the while.






Parents

Summary: As one journey ends, another begins. And they'll take it on together. Samurott/Mienshao.


A cool breeze blew through the garden, a flurry of leaves flying off of the tree they had once hung from. A sea of red, brown, orange and green enveloped the yard behind the villa, the pattern only broken by the occasional leaping of an Emolga from tree to tree, gathering the sun-ripened fruit from the branches to bring to her fellow Pokemon. She grasped the firm skin of a bright blue Oran berry and tugged it loose, nearly losing her balance in the process, and bit into it before jumping out of the tree and gliding over to a large blue creature. Slowing to a stop in front of him, she spat out the berry and spoke.

"Cyan? You wanted this berry, right?" She asked, and she couldn't help but shiver a little as the Samurott lazily raised his head to gaze at her. His body was adorned with multiple armor-esque shells, with swords hidden in the gauntlets on his forelegs. A wise-looking, bushy silver mustache adorned his muzzle, and he was crowned by a large shell with a vicious spear-like protrusion in the front. She gulped a bit as the formidable Pokemon looked at her with his striking red eyes, and held out the Oran berry, looking away with her eyes clenched shut. However, she jumped when she felt a soft, fuzzy feeling in between her ears, and she looked up to find the Samurott nuzzling her with his nose.

"Yes, Sara, this is exactly what I wanted. Thank you," His voice was soft and sweet, the complete opposite of what his appearance gave off, and she immediately slackened her posture, giggling a little as the coldness of Cyan's nose tickling her ears. She watched with awe (and not a little fear) as the sea lion speared her held berry on his helmet before plucking it off with one of his front paws, placing it to the side of his designated bed. He reached out and gave her another pat before speaking again.

"That's all I need you to get me for today, Sara. Why don't you go play with Arc?" Cyan suggested, and the Emolga's face broke into a happy grin.

"All right! Thank you, Cyan," She exclaimed, and she dashed off to go find the aforementioned Victini, tail wagging in delight. The Samurott chuckled as he watched the flying squirrel leave, and he picked up the Oran berry again, stomping towards a small barrier of shrubbery and vines. Pushing his way through them, he found himself at a small pond, water sparkling from reflected sunlight, a couple rocks plopped on the edge of the waterside. In between the two rocks was another Pokemon, along with an odd, oval shaped object. He smiled, letting his pose droop a bit as he breathed in the fresh, clean air. He lowered his head to the pond, lapping up a few quick sips before walking over to the Pokemon between the rocks. As he reached her, he stopped to look. Despite the fact that he saw her every day, he felt his face flame.

A tall, monk-like body tended to an egg, the pink fur contrasting the occasional purple patch of fuzz. Sleeve-like flaps drifted down her arms, keeping her nimble paws out of his sight, and her long tail flicked back and forth, drawing his attention for a moment. She turned around to face him, giving him a good look at her brown eyes, augmented by her purple eyelids, and as she gave him a warm, loving smile, he couldn't help but smile back.

"Cyan," Her voice was calm, but firm, and he felt himself move forward at the sound, pulling the Mienshao into a tight hug. She gasped at the sudden gesture, but quickly hugged back, her long sleeves wrapping around Cyan's body. They stayed that way for a few minutes before pulling apart.

"How is the egg, Erin?" He asked.

"It's doing well," She replied. "I think it's going to hatch today. We ought to tell Bill."

He raised a skeptical eyebrow, although he could not keep the excitement out of his voice. "It's going to hatch today? So soon? We've only had it for a month."

The weasel nodded vigorously before leaning over to pick up the egg, hoisting it into the air with a grunt. It was yellow, with a large red stripe going around it, and a few small smudges from dirt and grass - a Mienfoo egg through and through. Slowly waltzing over to Cyan, she sat down next to him, cradling the thing in her lap. Cyan leaned onto his hind legs, staring at it with a look of contentment on his face.

"It's a boy, you know," Erin said, and Cyan glanced at her.

"It is? How can you tell?"

"I can tell by its aura. I might not be as good as, say, a Lucario, but I have enough aura sensitivity to understand this. It's a boy."

Cyan's brows furrowed as he stared down into the pond, looking at his reflection in the crystal-clear water. A boy... he and Erin were going to be parents to a little Mienfoo boy. His eyes glazed over as he went into a trance, blanking out everything else around him. He had always wanted a child, although he had never cared what gender it was. He had given up long ago on having a baby Oshawott who he could pass on his swordshell abilities to, but he hoped that both Erin and their child would be open-minded enough to give it a shot, even if the swordshell wasn't used by their species. Suddenly, the enormity of it all hit him head on like a truck, and he flopped onto his belly, the horn of his helmet dipping slightly into the water. He was only broken from his trance by a soft paw poking his cheek. He turned his head to give a sly look at his mate, who was deep in thought.

"What is it, Erin?" He asked, voiced laced with some concern.

"Well... we haven't thought of a name for the baby, have we?"

Cyan did a double-take. She was right, they hadn't agreed on a name. They had brainstormed a few when the egg had first been laid, but neither of them had really liked any of the suggestions (and considering that the egg had all but just been laid, Erin was too exhausted to care). Later they turned to the rest of their Pokemon comrades as well as their trainer for names, but that endeavor had also turned up empty. Now, though... now that they were sure it was a boy (or rather, sure in Erin's aura-sensitivity that said it was a boy), it would be easier to think of a name. Right?

"Hmm..." Cyan grunted, face slowly morphing into the same look that Erin wore. "Hmmmmm..."

He wracked his brain. Boy names, boy names... He could think of lots of common ones, like Ryan, Adam, Jacob, and so forth, but none of those seemed to fit the kind of child they were having. Being a Mienfoo, he'd be a lot like Erin in constitution - strong, yet frail. When Bill, their trainer had first caught Erin, she had been suffering from a terrible cold, and she had only gotten better after she had eaten multiple bowls of warm soup whipped up by Garnet, Chief, and Bill. He himself had tasted the trio's cooking before, and he knew that the combination of the Zoroark, the Excadrill, and the human were quite the cooks. But that was completely off-track of what he was supposed to be thinking about. Boy names, boy names... Suddenly, Erin's head looked upward.

"Hey, I thought of one," She said, and Cyan looked at her. "How about Owain?"

Cyan flinched at the word, a feeling of regret and loneliness pooling in his stomach and showing on his face at the mention of the name. He knew that Erin had meant well when bringing up his father's name, but deep down there'd always be the feeling of sadness at never meeting him again. He thought back to the last time he had seen the elderly Samurott that was his father - three days afterward, he had gotten caught by Professor Juniper to be a starter Pokemon. And then, months later, that was when he met Bill... which in turn led him to meeting Erin, the absolute love of his life. Funny how that worked. He turned away, looking at a cloud in the opposite direction, and he heard Erin sigh. Before he could do anything else, she had forced his face back to look at her and planted her lips on his own.

"Mmph..." He melted instinctively into the kiss, lifting a single one of his paws to wrap around Erin, pulling her closer to him. Her paws grasped at his cheeks as he stroked the small of her back, her sleeves draping over his neck as he sat up straight. The Mienshao lifted herself onto her tiptoes to continue the kiss, but he soon was out of her reach, and they broke for air, breathing heavily. Despite themselves, their eyes shined happily. Wrapping him into another warm hug, the pair swayed back and forth, simply enjoying each other's company. Nothing could cause them unhappiness, just the two of them in their own world.

Soon, Erin spoke.

"I didn't mean to remind you of your father. I..." She trailed off, and Cyan looked at her. The sadness was gone from his face, replaced by understanding.

"You thought naming our son after him would be a good way to honor him," He finished for her. "Or honor his memory..."

She nodded slowly, lips curving into a small smile, and they separated as Erin took a few steps back to cradle the egg in her lap again. Her eyes widened as it suddenly bounced. Cyan grinned.

"I guess you were right... it's going to hatch soon," He teased, and she gave him a mock look of despair, throwing her paws upward theatrically.

"Oh no! I don't think I'm ready to be a mother! Whatever shall I do?" She laughed midway through her rant, causing Cyan to bellow out a hearty chuckle as well, which trailed off into a series of uncontrollable snickers and giggles. Soon their bodies were sprawled out on the grass, shaking in joyous mirth. Wiping tears of laughter from her eyes, Erin crawled over to Cyan, wrapping herself up in his chest, head nuzzling into Cyan's cheek. Their egg was nestled behind her, Erin's tail wrapping around it unconsciously.

"This... this is good... isn't it?" She whispered contentedly, eyes closing as she let herself fall into the comfortable feeling of companionship. Before she could even hear an answer she had fallen asleep, snoring almost inaudibly. Cyan smiled, closing his eyes as well, as the sun peeked out from above the trees, light heating up the area.

"Yeah... yeah it is."

And as he fell asleep, for the moment, all was right in their world.




A/N: Is it bad that I've come up with a shipping name for this pairing (Oshawott line x Mienfoo line)? One that, incredibly, hasn't been taken (Google gave me no results)?






Promise

Summary: As the sun rises on the first day after the return of a lost one, two partners revel in their joy. Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot.


I stumbled out of the crew room, rubbing the sleep from my eyes as I gazed upon the lowest floor of the guild, a strange contented drowsiness lingering in my head. The place looked exactly the same as the last time I saw it, what felt like only a few days ago: Croagunk's little shop near the ladder, the door to the guildmaster's quarters hanging wide open. The entrance to the sentry lookout was even off. Loudred was even still asleep in his room, despite the bright sunlight pouring in through the windows; I was a little surprised he hadn't bothered to wake Rose and I up like he always did. It was as if everyone had decided to slack off on their duties today. And yet I couldn't help but feel happier just taking it all in.

Then again, being kind of erased from - and rewritten into, I guess - existence probably would have that sort of effect.

I ambled over to the ladder, taking my sweet time as I scrabbled up, rung after rung, and I attempted, fruitlessly, to suppress a yawn. I felt my head bump up against something at the top of the climb, and a loud squawk broke the placid silence.

"Awk!" Chatot blustered, flapping a bit to regain his composure. "Who's... oh, it's you, Bill!"

I sighed happily at the familiar voice, not even caring that it was, of all Pokemon, Chatot. "Good morning, Chatot. Can I get through?"

"I, uh-" The bird trailed off, unsure, and I brushed past him, not entirely caring whether he answered or not. I hadn't gotten this much sleep in... well, ever. I recoiled at the brightness of the midmorning sun, finally waking up, and I stood firm, breathing deeply. I noticed a chill in the air, and small puddles were liberally strewn across the ground. Had it rained the night before? I sat down on the spot, mesmerized by the everything.

"B-Bill?" A quiet voice called out, and I turned my head to look at my partner. Rose flicked her tails, shaking a bit as she padded towards me, and I smiled.

"Hey," I replied, and she suddenly collapsed to the ground. I dashed over to her, laying a paw on her back as I helped her back up, and I looked at her with concern, her eyes wobbly. "Woah, you alright? You didn't get yourself hurt while I was gone, right?"

She only seemed to tear up more at this sentiment, and she stepped forward, hopping up to nuzzle as much of my cheek as Pokemon-ly possible. "I... I thought I was... you're really..."

I wrapped my arms around her, slowly rocking back and forth, and I smiled, relieved. "Well, it wasn't, huh?"

She sniffled, leaning into me as she let out a weak chuckle, finally letting the waterworks flow freely. "Y-you're exactly as I remember you... hehe..."

"Wait..." I ruffled her headfur before breaking the hug. "What does that mean? How long was I... gone?"

"It's..." Rose looked up, thinking hard on the question. "A-almost five months... I think."

I blinked, trying hard to hide my surprise. "Five months... that's... wow."

"Yeah," Rose replied, smiling through her tears, and she stood back on her feet, attempting to clean her fur with her Pecha Scarf as best she could. I reached out to wipe at the soaked fur, feeling her flinch for a fraction of a second. "I... thank you, Bill."

"Shh... just smile. Smiles go for miles, right?" I held out my arm, paw drawn into a gentle fist. Rose gave me a small smile as the guild tenet rolled off my tongue, bumping her paw against mine.

"Right... but just..." She shyly nosed my muzzle, and I felt my face go as hot as a bonfire. Rose herself seemed to curl into the smallest ball of fur ever, trying to be as inconspicuous as she could. "Promise you won't leave me again..."

Before I could answer her question, my attention was drawn to a strange noise coming from nearby, and I looked past Rose at the doorway, composure crumpling as I saw the entire guild crammed into the entryway, watching the both of us intently. Loudred feigned ignorance, while Chimecho, Bidoof and Corphish were clapping as if watching a play (a gesture to which I felt myself began to stammer uncontrollably). Chatot and Wigglytuff simply gave us warm smiles, while Sunflora seemed to be wiping at her face even more that Rose had been. Croagunk simply stood stock still, emotionless as always. Rose swiveled around when she saw my reaction, and her jaw dropped, stomping her paws irritably.

"You guys!" She complained, though a faint trace of a smile remained throughout, and the ground rumbled violently as everyone trampled their way outside, piling us into a multi-armed hug. I felt myself lifted from the ground, and my breath caught in my throat as I was squeezed into submission. Rose fared no better, her hind legs flailing about as one of Loudred's large purple arms held fast.

"Oh my gosh oh my gosh oh my gosh!" Sunflora bellowed out, her voice raspy. "You're finally back together again! Eek!"

"It's great to see you two together again," Chimecho added fondly.

"Yup yup! I'm glad that you two are safe and sound," Bidoof thirded. The rest of the guild seemed content to nodded their approval, and I felt air rush back into my lungs as I touched back on solid ground. I looked at Rose as I gasped for breath, her warm brown eyes twinkling as they met my own.

"Yeah... you guys are right... I'm back, finally," I said, drawing strength from somewhere. All eyes were on me as I spoke, but my vision only showed me my partner. "I've been gone for a while, but... I'm back."

"It's good to have you back, friendly-friend," The guildmaster blurted out, hopping from one foot to the other, still bouncing a Perfect Apple on top of his head. Chatot flew up, taking business into his own feathers.

"Do you think you're still fit to lead your team, Bill?"

I looked at Rose, who smiled and nodded. I plastered a grin on my face.

"I'm still walking, aren't I?"

A resounding cheer of hoorays could be heard from all around, and the guild began to file their way back down the ladder to prepare for the day. I took a brief moment to look down at the valley below the hill the guild sat on - Treasure Town awaited, and I hoped they wouldn't make as much of a fuss as the guild did about my return. I had had enough mass attention for one day. Rose looked back at me as I stood there, and she whistled to get my attention.

"Bill? Are you coming?" Her loneliness seemed to have completely disappeared, replaced by determination and happiness. "There's lots of jobs to do!"

I nodded, confident filling my heart. "Yeah... I'm with you, partner. And I promise."

Her face broke into a mischievous smile. "Promise what?"

"I promise..." I knelt, pecking her nose before nuzzling the side of her head. She froze in shock, and I chuckled lightheartedly.

I felt happy and carefree. Her fur tickled and her scarf smelled of berries.

I was home.

"I'll never leave you again."


A/N: Something short. Thought about making it my Christmas upload, but it's not very Christmas-y.






A Visit at Blizzard Island

Summary: A pair of explorers drop in unexpectedly, and have a meal and a chat. Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot.


A heavy blizzard was falling from the sky, its dark clouds blocking any view of the evening sky, thick clumps of snow and sleet pelting down onto the small village below. The docks close to the shoreline glistened as the sea seemed to freeze into solid ice, and the weather just barely masked the smoke that came from the Delibird Guild's chimney, the stylized building sitting atop a hilltop nearby. A pair of Pokemon trudged their way through the storm, huddled close together to stave off the cold. One of them drew a blade from the scabbard on his arm, holding it outward.

"Which way's it again?"

"Over there, Cyan," The Mienshao cried out, lashing out with a fuzzy pink sleeve in the direction of one particular hut, and the Samurott swerved around, pointing his seamitar parallel with his partner's arm. "You know which one it is, goofball! We visit every time we come to Blizzard Island for work!"

"Yeah, but I can barely see a thing'n this kind'a weather, Erin!" Cyan sheathed his weapon, slamming his paws into the buildup of snow, which melted to mush as he pressed into the dirt underneath. His partner bounced ahead of him, blowing a raspberry as she wiggled her paws next to her cheeks. "And you're not helpin' that much either!"

"Just keep your eyes on me, we're almost there." Erin smiled cheerfully as broke into a run towards the dwelling, its unmistakable lilac-painted roof growing clearer and clearer with every step. Frosty windows framed the dark log cabin, candlelight from inside setting the glass aglow, and the two explorers moved up the steps, stopping just short of the door. As Cyan removed his helmet and dumped the snow off of it, Erin let out a short cough before straightening up, tapping out a short, formal knock on the wooden frame.

They were abruptly startled as a loud crash came from inside, followed by a pained groan. Erin leaned forward, trying to peek in through the window, but Cyan deftly grabbed a hold of her tail, pulling her back to the doorway.

"Yama, are you all right?" An old, warm voice came from within, concern layered on thick.

"Yeah... argh," A much deeper, guttural sound replied. "I'm fine, Lin, go get the door."

There were a series of soft footsteps, and the hinges squeaked as the door pushed open. A small nose, adorned with a teeny-tiny pair of reading glasses, poked through the gap. "Hello?"

"Mama!" Erin yanked the door wide open, stepping forward and wrapping the older Mienshao in a great big hug. The unsuspecting recipient momentarily went stock still, her wide blue eyes contrasting against her greying fur, before relaxing, returning the gesture as she wrapped her thinning sleeves around her daughter. "We're visiting!"

"Of course you are, dear." Lin ignored Erin's statement of the obvious and broke the embrace, reaching over and tugged lightly on her daughter's whiskers. Erin let out a giggle in response, lightly poking at her mother's glasses. "It's so good to see you."

Cyan stood awkwardly away with his helmet held tightly against his side, brushing a small pile of snow out from between his ears. It fell onto the porch and soon vanished among the fresher snow that was already beginning to cover it up. Lin adjusted her spectacles and glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, and he nodded his head respectfully. "Evenin', miz Lin."

"Good evening, Cyan." Lin clasped her paws together and took a short bow in greeting. As she rose, she gave the two explorers a kind smile, nesting her paws in their sleeves. "Where are the rest of your friends?"

"Bill n' Rose said they were goin' t'grab a room at the inn and then come on over..." Cyan explained, thumbing over his shoulder at the miserable weather, and a blast of chilly wind buffeted them all. "...but I don't think they're gonna be comin' along anytime t'night."

"Yes, you do have a point," The elder said, firmly grasping their shoulders and ushering them into the house. "Please, come in, before you get sick. Especially you, Erin."

The two explorers gratefully followed suit and stepped inside, sighing as a pleasant humidity enveloped them, doubtlessly coming from the fireplace at the other end of the parlor. The scent of food hung in the air, wafting in from a thin doorflap on the right wall, and Lin strode over, peeking her head into the kitchen. "Yama, dear? We have some guests with us!"

"I'll be out in a minute!" Erin's father called out. There was a clatter of dishes. "The fixins are almost done melting, hun. Could you keep them company for a tick?"

Lin shook her head, a humored grin plastered on her face, and she spun on her heel, gesturing towards the fireplace with a wave of her sleeves. "Please, you two, take a seat, get the cold out. No need to be shy."

No more encouragement was needed; Erin immediately skipped over and plopped down right in front of the flames, and Cyan leaned his helmet into a corner of the room before tromping over, sitting down a few paces away from his partner. The warmth sent shudders through them both, and the Samurott smiled, his ears perking up as their numbness began to fade away. Their elder eased herself into a rocking chair that sat a comfortable distance away from the fire, gasping slightly as she leaned backward. For a few moments, all was silent, save for the crackling fire and the sound of Yama working in the other room.

"So..." Lin started. "How have things been treating you in Treasure Town?"

"They've been good, mama!" Erin replied, scooting a little closer to Cyan to give him a short noogie. He tensed up, wincing a little at the close contact. "The Wigglytuff Guild's been really busy preparing for their expedition this spring, so we've been taking lots of jobs to help take a load off."

"The expeditions are this year?" Lin stared at the ceiling in thought, brushing at her whiskers. "Hm... I completely forgot. I wonder where Guildmaster Delibird plans to go this time."

"Doesn't seem like there'd be much to invest'gate 'round here," Cyan chimed in. "Er, no 'ffense meant."

"No, I understand, Cyan." The old Mienshao nodded her head in agreement. "There's Mount Avalanche, and there's the Crevice Cave... perhaps he'll try and explore around the treacherous waters up north?"

"Nah," Erin said flatly, bobbing her head back and forth to her own rhythm. "The Guildmaster always told me that he'd never take the whole guild sailing. He said everyone would get stir-crazy!"

"Mmm," Lin grunted, grinning wryly. "Yes, we visited the other day and that would be a good way to describe them."

"It is?" Cyan blinked in brief surprise, slumping over a bit as he lay on his belly. "I never thought a bunch'a rescue workers'd be like that."

"I spent two whole years at the Delibird Guild, Cyan!" Erin leaned over and rested against the Samurott's back, playfully drumming against his side. "Sometimes, on a bad day, they can get just as grumpy as you, Cyan!"

"Grumpy!?" Cyan exclaimed incredulously, turning to look at his partner, who gave him an innocent look. "Who gets grumpy!?"

A loud stomp caught everyone's attention, and the trio turned around to face the newcomer that pushed through the doorflap, a tall, heavyset Pokemon with large orange hands and a yellow skirt. A dark brown apron hung over his belly, and he carried a covered platter, steam escaping from the gap underneath. He broke into a broad grin as his eyes landed on his daughter. "Erin!"

"Hiya, papa!" Erin hopped to her feet and ran at her father. The Hariyama just barely had enough time to set the platter down and slide it over to Cyan before the youthful Mienshao barreled into him, and the two spun around in a wild bear hug, laughing all the while. "We're here to visit!"

"Ahh, it's good to see you, good, to, see, you!" Yama gave Erin a series of pats on the back, chortling deeply when she retorted with a couple strong blows of her own. "You're looking well, my darlin'!"

Cyan looked away from the pair, busying himself with the platter as he grasped the cover. With a flourish, he removed the metal dome, and he scrunched his face as he was met with a cloud of steam. His nose twitched with a mind of its own, and he took a deep whiff of the meal, licking his lips. "Cheese... some kind of spice. Touga, maybe?"

"Ah, Cyan! It's good to see you too, bucko!" Yama walked over to the teen and waved away the steam, and Erin dropped to the ground, peeking out from behind her father at the food. "Your nose is getting pretty good there!"

"With how much every'un eats'n this team, I have t'keep practicin'." Cyan squinted before opening his eyes, staring at the platter. Baked potatoes, their skins brown and crispy, sat atop the plate, tinted orange with berry juice and covered with pale, melty goop. Four cups of water sat next to each one. "I had a feelin' you'd made these."

"Course I did, my boy." Yama clapped a hand on Cyan's shoulder, moving over to his side and sitting down. "Best food around for a night like this!"

Lin stood up and walked over to her husband, landing a peck on the Hariyama's forehead before seating herself across from the platter, near Erin. "Thank you, dear. It all looks wonderful."

"Ah, it's just a simple dish, hun," Yama replied bashfully, picking one of the potatoes up with two of his fingers. Lifting it into the air, he briefly held it at eye level before taking a bite, letting out a grunt of satisfaction as he chewed and swallowed. "Well, go on, eat up! Before it gets cold."

The other three vegetables vanished from the dish, Erin shoveling half of one into her cheeks and receiving a scolding look from her mother in the process. Cyan scooped out a bit of the potato flesh and gave it a tentative taste; an immense spice shot through down his throat, melding with the cheese and the potato to produce an incredibly savory flavor. He puckered his lips, mouth watering profusely at the heat.

"Careful there, you two, don't burn yer mouths," Yama chided, swallowing a mouthful of food. "So... what did I interrupt, eh?"

"We were discussing the guild expeditions, dear," Lin said, gingerly taking small bites, occasionally wiping her mouth with her sleeves.

"This year's an expedition year?" Yama raised an eyebrow, turning to look at Cyan and Erin. "Then why are you two here? And where's your friends?"

Erin waved him off nonchalantly. "Papaaaaaa, it's fine! We're just here for work, it's nothing to worry about."

"Wigglytuff and th'rest are all tied up with tryin' to get ready for their expedition in a few months, so we've been takin' work outside of the mainland," Cyan said, fanning his mouth with a paw. "Better for us t'be outta their hair an'all."

"I do hope that your two other team members don't try to come through the storm," Lin said, peering out the window. The snow had finally begun to slow, leaving a howling wind in its place, but the dark clouds still hovered in the sky, blocking the light of the moon and stars. Cyan licked his paws, smiling and wincing with each taste.

"Bill n' Rose have 'nuff good sense to stay inside t'night," The Samurott replied. "They're prob'ly asleep by now. We've got explorin' to do tomorrow."

"Where are you headed, darlin'?"

"We're going to the Opal Beach, papa," Erin mumbled through a bite of potato. A couple flecks of cheese landed on the floorboards, prompting the other three Pokemon to give her a stern frown. She took a gulp of water and giggled to herself. "Sorry! Um... we're going to look for a bunch of outlaws hiding out around there."

"Outlaws? Here?" Lin's mouth pursed. "That's strange. Delibird and the rest of the guild didn't say anything about it."

"They didn't?" Erin cocked her head, taking another sip of water. "Huh... could they have already taken care of 'em?"

"Maybe." Cyan polished off the last of his dinner. "Seems more likely that they'd have jus' not heard 'bout it."

"I doubt that, kiddo," Yama said, patting the Samurott's back, and he took a large chomp of food before continuing. "The Guildmaster has Arcanine patrol around the island every few weeks or so. He'd have known if anything was afoot around here!"

"Grrmm," Cyan grumbled. "If th'outlaws are already taken care've, I doubt Bill or Rose'll be happy t'hear we sailed out here for nothin'."

"Surely you can stay here for at least a few days?" Lin offered, taking her glasses off and polishing them with her sleeve. "There's still plenty of work to find around here, dear. No need to rush off all of a sudden."

"We only brought 'nuff cash to stay t'night n' tomorrow, miz Lin," Cyan replied with a shrug. "We'll have t'go back to Treasure Town."

"The inn?" The Hariyama scoffed. "Just stay here, my boy!"

"H-here?" Cyan was taken aback. "You'd let us stay with you?"

"Of course we would." Lin moved over and placed a paw on Yama's shoulder, smiling affectionately at the two explorers. "You're friends of the family, dear. We'd gladly let all of you stay as long as you need to."

"Alright, kiddos! You two can stay in Erin's room, and your two other friends can stay in the guest room..." Yama began to prattle on, standing up and moving into the kitchen, his footsteps growing softer and softer as he moved downstairs. Erin chuckled to herself, rocking back and forth excitedly, and her mother lightly tweaked her ear.

"Don't get too anxious, dear, or you'll never get to sleep," Lin admonished, wagging her paw. "Now go on. You can talk to your friends about this in the morning."

"Thank you, mama!" Erin gave the older Mienshao a quick hug before zipping away, and Cyan rose to his feet, walking over and grabbing his helmet, firmly fitting it back onto his head.

"Miz, are ya sure that this is alright?" He turned to look at Lin, who stared mildly at him through her glasses. "I'd... erm... well, I'd rather not impose..."

She gave him a knowing smile.

"I trust you, and Yama trusts you. Don't worry, Cyan." The Samurott recoiled, his eyes going wide, and Lin barked out a short laugh. "You look tired, dear. You be best off getting to bed now, hm?"

"Y-yeah..." The water type rubbed at his cheek, moving past his elder in a daze. The greying Mienshao stood in the parlor for a while, smiling into the dying fireplace, tinted slightly by a beam of moonlight coming in through the window. The storm outside had finally subsided, and as the last Pokemon left the room, the house went silent.

All was well.


"Bill, do you think they're all right?"

"Rose, they're perfectly fine. They're probably just gonna stay with Erin's parents tonight."

"Mmph... you're probably right. The snowstorm's cleared up, though, so maybe we could go over-"

Thumpa. "Oof!"

"Rose, it's nearly midnight. Now if you don't go to bed I'm going to toss a second pillow at you."

"Fine... g'night, Bill."

"G'night, Rose."


A/N: It's nice to get into the worldbuilding a little bit, even if it's only a little bit this time around. The character-building is much stronger, though, and I think it turned out well.

Set loosely before Beyond the Sky.






Stargazing

Summary: In the time between adventures, two explorers spend the night learning, a bit about themselves, a bit about the night's treasure. Mystery Dungeon-based, lightly shippy oneshot.


The fire was slowly dying, the last of the firewood burning to ashes as tiny embers caught the wind and swirled towards the night sky, almost unrecognizable among the twinkling lights. Cyan snored loudly as he lay atop his hiking pack, his chest heaving back and forth as the Samurott snoozed away. Erin had curled up into a tiny ball at the foot of the backpack, her sleeves covering her midsection as she tossed and turned in her sleep, a dreamy smile plastered on her face. I couldn't help but crack a grin as the thin pink mink let out a string of incomprehensible babbling, and I pulled a sturdy branch from a nearby tree to idly poke at the remains of the campfire, the flames no longer strong enough to bother me.

"Bill?" I turned to look at the source of the kind, slightly-raspy voice, accidentally sending the poker a bit too deep into the pile of ashes. Rose stepped towards me, smiling warmly as she watched me aimlessly jab at the charred logs. "Oh, so you're still awake."

"I dunno, I might just be sleeptalking," I replied, reaching over and lightly flicking her nose, to which she pretended to spit a lick of flame at my paw. I drew back instinctively, feeling my fur bristle at the thought of catching fire, only to feel a rough, damp tongue lick playfully at one of my pawpads. I rolled my eyes. "You don't have a shift for keeping watch tonight. Couldn't sleep?"

"I think you know why." Rose gestured with her head towards the blue sea lion, and I chuckled, yanking the poker out of the fire. The wood was stained white from ash, and I stuck the stick into the dirt, where it stood firm against the soft breeze. "Though I don't think that much is going to come after us around here."

"True," I agreed, kicking back and laying against the tree trunk, peering upwards at the starry sky. "We're not camping out in a dungeon, after all, so we're probably fairly safe."

The Ninetales walked over to me and lay down, and I brought an arm under her back and swept her off her feet, setting her comfortably on top of me. She kicked a bit before settling down, resting her heat next to mine as we cuddled together, the clearing silent save for the dying campfire, and Cyan's incessant snoring. A couple more embers were pulled into the air, dancing around each other as they rose towards the moon, before the flew away on the wind's gales. Rose's breathing seemed to lose its rhythm as her brow furrowed slightly, a smile on her face.

"What're you thinking about?" I asked, stroking her belly, and she lifted one of her front paws, pointing at a small cluster of stars. Her headfur tickled my aura tassels as they mingled.

"Look right there..." She told me, and I narrowed my eyes, focusing on where she was aiming at. "Can you see it?"

"Uh..." The group of stars winked brightly, a couple just barely larger than others, but didn't seem to have any particularly interesting characteristics. I felt myself start to panic a bit as Rose waited patiently for an answer. "...no?"

"What?" She gave me a skeptical look out of the corner of her eye, jokingly batting at my leg with one of her lower paws. "It's the Ursaring's Paw! Look, see, there's one claw..."

As she pointed out the angular shape that the stars dotted out, a crude image began to form in my mind's eye, dots and lines connecting as the cream-furred fox drew the view out. Slowly, but surely, I was able to visualize an Ursaring's paw in the outline, albeit a misshapen one; the stars weren't a very accurate way to draw it out.

"Bill?" Rose broke me out of my stupor, and I looked at her. "Did you hear me?"

"Yeah, uh-huh-" I nodded, extending my arm out and drawing a figure in the air. I hoped I'd gotten it right. "It's... like that, right?"

"Right, yeah!" Rose said cheerfully, and she returned to studying the stars again, looking for more shapes. I clicked my tongue, nuzzling my nose into her neck. "Let's see if we can find any other constellations!"

"I don't even know what I'm looking for here," I remarked, and she whipped her head around, looking wide-eyed at me. I grinned mildly in response. "What? Normally I'm asleep by now."

"You're..." Rose started hesitantly, understanding seemingly dawning on her face. "Oh... wait, I forgot..."

"Forgot?" My eyebrow quirked upward. "About what?"

"O-Oh!" Her face flamed, one of the few times I could see the blush through her fur, and she shook her head. "Never mind, it's nothing too important. Here, lemme see if I can find another constellation..."

I blinked briefly before dropping the subject, wincing a bit as the fox wriggled around on my stomach as she looked for another group of stars. I nudged her side to get her to stop, and she glanced at me, quitting her fidgeting as she saw my pained expression. I sighed as she calmly scanned across the sky, and I let my head back against the tree, closing my eyes in contentment. The heat from the long-gone campfire was beginning to fade, replaced by the cool night air. Cyan was still snoring, and I frowned as he let out a snort mid-breath, scratching unconsciously at his mustache.

"Oh!" Rose barked out, and I returned my attention to the sky. Rose aimed her muzzle a few inches away from the Ursaring's Paw, pointing out a trio of bright stars in a straight line. "Do you see those ones?"

"Uh-huh," I affirmed with a nod, and I moved my head a little bit forward, our noses grazing lightly. "So what's that one supposed to be?"

"It's Exeggutor's heads!" Rose looked around, her eyes latching onto the poker stick. "Here, grab that and I'll show you the rest of it, okay?"

I let out a brief chuckle before pulling the poker out of the ground, and as I moved it into my other paw, Rose put her paw on top, gently guiding my movement. She traced out a figure; a large diamond-like shape, the three stars that made up the heads, and two lines sprouting upward from the two ends. I let out a hum, thinking hard as the picture took shape. "So? Can you see it now?"

"I... kinda, I suppose," I replied. I could see the trunk, the palm fronds that split off of the top. The goofy-looking heads were easy enough to understand. "That's... that's pretty neat, actually."

"Have I really never shown you these in all this time?" Rose asked incredulously, seemingly more taken aback with herself than with me. I shrugged, shaking my head, and she lay back against my shoulder, letting herself bask in the glow of the moon, which moved slowly across the sky. A couple clouds were beginning to get in our way, outlined brightly from the light above, and my partner pouted playfully. "Sheesh, the night I find out that you don't know about the constellations and it starts to get overcast as soon as I realize it."

"Hey, I already told you that I normally sleep through this sort of thing," I joked, slipping my paws behind my head as Rose rolled off of me, stepping to my side and sitting down. Her tails snaked their way behind my back. They tickled. "Now at least there's an excuse for me to nod off."

"Oh, c'mon," Rose chuckled, rolling her eyes as she smiled happily. "Did you at least think it was a little interesting, Bill?"

"I suppose." I rubbed my nose with my pawspike, glancing briefly back up at the constellation of the Exeggutor. The three heads were shining brightly, much more noticeable than the rest of the group. "I didn't realize you liked this kind of thing. You never really mentioned it before."

"Well that's because you were always asleep, you sleepyhead!" Rose shot back with a wink, and I recoiled, bringing a paw to my chest in mock offense. My partner giggled. "But... I've always liked looking at the stars. I always liked looking at the sunsets at the beach near Treasure Town, so one thing normally led to another..."

"Yeah, I gotcha," I nodded, looking back to the night sky. The moon was behind a cloud, but it shined as bright as ever, its silvery light basking the small clearing in a soft glow, reflecting off of Cyan's helmet and getting in his eyes. He grumbled, finally stopping his snoring, and rolled over. "So... any other ones you can show me?"

Rose turned to look at me in surprise. "You... want me to?"

I reached over to wrap an arm around her back, pulling her close to me and embracing her, affectionately stroking her back. She began to purr again, much louder than earlier, and I brushed her cheek, looking her right in the eye. She stared back, some small seed of hope clear in her eyes.

I smirked. "Well, unless you give me a reason to not want you to."

"Moment-killer," She replied, lunging forward as we booped noses, and the two of us landed in a heap on the dirt, Rose wrapping her tails around me as she moved over to look at the stars again. "Let's see... there's the Ursaring's Paw, the Exeggcutor, so what else is there to see tonight?"

"What about that one there?" I pointed towards a fairly bright star, just a short distance away from the Ursaring's Paw. "Is that one part of anything?"

"Oh!" She nodded vigorously, smiling. "Yeah, that's Unown's Star!"

"...that's it? Just 'Unown's Star'?" I snarked. Rose wiggled a bit, shoving me with her butt. "So is it a part of something or what?"

"Yeah, it's part of one of the most well-known constellations!" She poked her paw outward and moved it along, and I eyed the path she traced. Just a short line and a jagged box; could these get any more vague? "It's called the Looking Glass."

"Huh." After bizarre and sort-of-complicated shapes like the last one's we'd looked at, something as simple as a looking glass felt like an odd change of pace. I reached out and traced the path with my own paw, moving up the line and making a circle."Yeah. I guess I can see that."

"Oh really?" Rose gave me a sly gaze. "Then why don't you try and pick one out on your own, huh?"

I grinned confidently, cracking my knuckles as I stared up into the night. Rose nodded at me, urging me to go on. "Alrighty, then, let's see."

I gave the entire sky a once-over, skipping over the constellations we'd already seen as I tried my hardest to look for any stars that made some kind of sensible pattern. The vastness of it all quickly ran over my head and boggled me, and I had to blink after a while, coming back to my senses and shaking my head. As I rubbed between my ears, I hear Rose laughing quietly at me.

"Give up?" Her voice rang clear, and I turned my head to look at her. A couple strands of her headfur dangled in front of her face, her ruby-red eyes staring at me lovingly. I reached over and curled her into an embrace, and we moved back to the tree, leaning against the trunk as we snuggled up to each other, under the cover of the forest and the stars.

"Yeah," I finally answered, and she let out a snort. "Maybe another night."


A/N: A little world-buildy, a little character-buildy, but mostly shippy fluff. Been a while since I did something like that with these two.






Springtime Showers

Summary: A trip to the beach is interrupted by the weather, and two explorers enjoy the company of each other. A lightly-shippy, Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot, written for a monthly prompt.


"Hoo boy," I said, sinking down into the shallow tide as it washed up against my feet, the white foam running up the beach before getting pulled back out to the sea. The water, warmed by the early afternoon sun, soaked comfortably into my fur, and my ears twitched instinctively as I heard a sigh of relaxation from behind me. "It's good to have a break, eh?"

"No kidding." The Vulpix agreed with a nod of her head, a couple tawny locks of headfur bouncing as they dangled in front of her face. She blew them away from her warm brown eyes before walking over to me, and as she rested her head on my lap, I pinched the fur between my pawpads and pulled it back up between her ears. "Working with Team Charm was fun, but the battle with Regigigas was really exhausting..."

"Regigigas was the easy part," I replied with a cheeky grin. "Need I remind you about the stones that looked like letters?"

"Don't even remind me," Rose groaned, her six tails uncurling to their full length as they dipped into the surf. "Whoever thought that a spelling puzzle would be enough to keep intruders out was a maniac."

"At least we know the maniac was literate," I joked, smiling as the fire type barked out a short laugh. "And had no concept of busywork, either."

"Let's not go back to Aegis Cave for another lifetime, okay?" Rose said lightly, a cheerful smile betraying her happiness as she stretched out her legs, feeling them crick as they eased out the night's disuse. I affectionately stroked her back as she looked at me for an answer. "No treasure is worth doing something that tedious twice."

"I guess if that's what you thought, then the maniac was pretty smart after all." I teasingly poked the fox's nose, and she rolled her eyes in amusement.

"Mmhm." My partner turned to look out at the calm, open ocean, and I looked around as we settled into a comfortable silence. Walls of red rock rose up from the beach, their tops decorated with strips of dying seaweed carried in by countless storms and rough weather. The smell of salt hung heavily in the air as gentle waves crashed to pieces against the shore, and a clump of fluffy white clouds drifted across the sky, covering the beach in shade as they passed over the sun. I furrowed my brow as I noticed a lump of wet sand that sat forlornly a few paces away, and the sight of a large, dirty scallop made me smile. "Looks like someone was here earlier."

"What do you mean?" Rose asked, and her eyes lit up as I pointed over at the lonely little sand castle. "Ooh! I didn't even see that!"

"I guess we're not the only ones who spent their day goofing off, huh?" I winked at my partner as she hopped to her feet, and I uncrossed my legs, pushing hard against the sand as I stood up. "I don't think they'd mind if we took a quick peek."

We casually ambled across the beach, feeling the saltwater run back and forth across our toes as the wind sailed the sea up against the shoreline, and Rose stepped around the structure, studying it with a keen eye. I reached over and picked up the shell, brushing off some grains of sand that stuck to the pearly surface.

"What a cute little sand castle..." Rose peered over the edge of the parapet, giggling to herself as she did so. "And it looks like it's got a king, too!"

I stood up, holding the scallop shovel down at my side as I leaned forward, and a smirk wormed its way onto my face as I saw the Krabby that sat inside of the crudely-built tower, its pincers idly clicking together. It wore a blank expression on its face, seemingly oblivious to the fact that someone had apparently crowned it as royalty, complete with a circle of fairly large black objects on its head as a literal crown.

"I wonder who must have made this..." My partner thought aloud, and I folded my arms, squatting down. "Must have been early in the morning... and someone who brought something with them, if those weird... things are any indication."

"What are those, anyway?" I began to gently press the scallop into the walls of the sand castle, leaving ridges along the battlement. The shiny teardrops gleamed brightly, even without the sun to shine on them. "You have any idea, Rose?"

"I think they're..." The fox gingerly brought her nose as close to the crab, hesitating for a moment before poking the things around. They slid across the Krabby's head and nearly fell off into the sand. "They're apple seeds!"

"Apple seeds?" I stifled a chuckle, nearly sending the shell straight through the wall of sand. "But they're huge!"

"I know, it's ridiculous... but," She stopped mid-sentence, looking out to sea as her mind raced. "Wait, you don't think they could be from a... Perfect Apple?"

I paused, forming an image in my mind's eye. Guildmaster Wigglytuff, picking up the scallop I currently held in my paw and digging away at the wet sand, packing it together around a Krabby. His stubby pink arms constructed the castle and dug small pieces out of the top of the wall, and he hummed to himself as Chatot supervised him, barely keeping a straight face with thinning dignity. I scrunched up my face, trying hard not to laugh, and glanced over at Rose. She had a similar look on her face, her cheeks puffed out as she sputtered.

We both burst into peals of uninhibited laughter, flopping onto our backs and flailing around in sheer mirth. I pounded my fists against the damp shore, kicking up sea spray as the waves washed over us. The Krabby sat in silence, its makeshift crown of Perfect Apple seeds sent askew.

"Oh... oh, that's rich!" I cackled, bringing a paw to my forehead as I rubbed wearily between my eyes. My laughter slowed down, and I nearly started coughing. "Ohoho... Arceus' sake..."

"I cahahan't belieheeheeve..." Rose cut herself off, her tails unconsciously curling and uncurling as she broke into another round of giggles. It was a good few seconds before we both ended up going from laughter to deep breaths, trying our best to calm ourselves down. As I settled myself into the sand, I opened my eyes, looking at the sheet of white clouds above, with just a small patch of blue sky carved out of it, the sun hanging right in the middle.

Something fell into my eye, and I winced in pain, jerking my arms upward and smacking them into my two aura tassels. "Ow!"

"Huh?" My partner looked down her belly at me and cocked her head in confusion. Her headfur fell in front of her eyes again. "What's wrong?"

"Jeez..." I grumbled, sitting up and wiping the sand off of my paws before rubbing at my eyes. "I think it was-"

Another something fell on my head, then my shoulder and my ear. The Krabby abruptly dug a circle in the dirt, startling both Rose and I, and it sank into it, vanishing from sight,. The Vulpix rolled back onto her feet and stuck her head over the castle tower, peering deep into the tunnel. A little sand ran off of the top, the grains tumbling down into the crab's hidey-hole, and a few tiny drops of water landed on the castle, turning the dark sand even darker. I shrugged, looking out towards the sea. "Huh. Delayed reaction?"

Without further ado, the heavens seemed to open the floodgates as a storm started to pelt down onto the beach, making tiny splashes against the surface of the shore as droplets pitter-pattered against the sand. Rose's ears stood straight up as she shot to attention, feeling the rain on her fur. "It's raining?"

"Rain? But it's nice out today!" I gestured towards the sun, only to be doused by more rain in return. "Agh, c'mon, Rose! We can wait it out underneath the palm trees!"

The two of us made a mad dash for the higher land of the beach, ducking under a huge palm front just as the storm began to intensify, and we watched as water began to billow down onto the beach, and Treasure Town off in the distance. The ocean began to grow wilder as the wind picked up, and the waves that came to the shore started to get bigger, hitting a little bit harder against the sand castle's... sturdy defenses. The red stone began to gleam brightly as both rainwater and seawater began to coat it in wash. Despite the sudden shift in the weather, the sun was still out, the clouds were as white as snow, and everything was as bright and pleasant as it was before.

Well, except for the rain. But that was probably already obvious.

"It's a sun shower!" Rose stated the obvious and shimmied about, sending stray droplets flying off her fur as she dried herself off. I blocked my face with my paws, keeping anything else from getting near my face. "I guess we lucked out being so close to shelter, huh?"

"Maybe you did," I replied, hissing as my eye smarted in pain, and I rubbed at it again. Rain continued to plonk onto us despite the leafy cover, and the sturdy tree swayed in the breeze. "I wasn't so lucky."

"Hey, lemme see now," Rose trotted over and hopped up onto her hind legs, pressing her front paws on my cheeks, and I lowered my arms to let her carefully inspect my eyes. She stared deeply at me, thinking quietly to herself as the sun shower blustered across the cove, and I put a paw at my hip, waiting patiently for her to finish. She nodded and stepped forward a little, bopping her nose against mine, and my eyes widened. "There we go, much better! Hmm."

"H-hey..." I felt my face heat up in a blush, and I reached out and gently grasped the sides of the Vulpix's belly, eliciting a gasp from her in the process. She leaned heavily against me as her balance started to tip, her hind legs shaking weakly, and before I could help her stay upright we tumbled over, a layer of sand and soil cushioning our fall. "Oop!"

I splayed my arms and legs out wildly, gritting my teeth as the sudden jolt of soreness subsided, and I felt Rose snuggle into me, resting her tails on my knees as she continued to look at my eyes. She smiled sweetly, her paws seemingly stuck to my cheeks, and I reached up, putting my paws on top of hers. "Rose?"

She pressed her nose against mine once more, stopping for a moment to blow some strands headfur out of her face. "Yeah, Bill?"

I rolled my eyes at her dreamy expression. "How is my eye doing?"

She only giggled in response, shuffling forward a bit and getting close to my eyes, and I instinctively shut them, feeling her lips press against my eyelid. She held the kiss for a good while, taking a deep breath through her nose as a few droplets slid off her muzzle and down my nose. I rested against the tree trunk, embracing the fox with my freed arms as the sound of the rainfall came from all around us. "Feel any better now?"

"How sappy of you," I grinned cheekily, and with a deft flick of my wrists I flipped my partner over. She yelped in surprise as she rolled onto her back, and before she could retaliate I wrangled her in, nestling my head in between her ears and embracing her again. "But yeah, I guess I do."

"Pff..." Rose chuckled, playfully fidgeting around as we cuddled, and she looked outside at the beach, gasping again. "Oh, Bill, look at that!"

I did so, staring at the view of the open ocean, and I felt as my heart skipped a beat. The storm had slowed to a tranquil sprinkling, the clouds beginning to disperse as the sun shined brighter and brighter, making the water sparkling in the brilliant light. Hundreds of tiny ripples, created by the gentle rain, made their way across the surface of the sea, and I let out a low whistle as a large wave roared into the shoreline, completely engulfing the poor sand castle. All that was left of it, once the tide pulled back, was the scallop shell.

"Springtime showers," I remarked, jokingly turning my head away as I stared up at the palm tree. I drummed my paw against Rose's belly. "And I guess you're the pretty flower, huh?"

"And he thinks I'm the sappy one," The Vulpix replied, loudly whispering so that I could hear, and I affectionately squeezed her a little, watching as her six tails curled up tight. She lay her arms over my paws, the warmth of her fur against the cold metal on my paws sending a shiver down my spine. "Aren't Riolu supposed to pick up on things like that?"

"Oh no, I know we're both sappy," I reassured her. "I just like pointing it out."

A couple raindrops slid off of the palm leaves above, making a loud plop as they landed on my head, and Rose laughed happily, her voice carrying on the wind.


AN: This was a fun one, even if it was spur of the moment. It's nice to take a step back every once in a while and write something set before evolution.






Gateau

Summary: When an exploration team receives a cake recipe as a reward for a job well done, one of them takes it upon himself to make the dish, with the help of a pal at the local cafe. A Mystery Dungeon-based slice-of-life oneshot, based off of ask-arceus' recipe for New Gateau.


"Hey, you two, we're back!"

I clambered down the staircase into the bluff, Rose following closely behind as we let the trapdoor slam shut. The jaws of Sharpedo Bluff caught the setting sun, casting a soft orange glow around the room as the western sea sparkled on the horizon. I stretched my arms and yawned loudly as my partner trotted past me, feeling the fox brush her nine tails against my leg. Looking past her, I saw Cyan and Erin sitting atop a patch of grass near the fountain, the former giving me a short wave as I dumped the treasure bag near the entrance, keeping hold of a scroll in my palm.

"'Ey, Bill," The Samurott said, slumping forward as he let his head rest in his front paws, his helmet tracing a thin line along the floorstones. "How'd th'job go, eh?"

"Rose, Rose, what'd we get, what'd we get?" Erin asked, jumping in place excitedly, wringing her fists as she tugged at Rose's blue scarf. "Did we get money? Or treasure! Was it treasure?"

"It's not what you'd expect." Rose warded the Mienshao away, arranging bits and pieces of tinder in a circle of stones before spitting a few embers at them. The bits of dead twigs and thin logs quickly set alight, and within a few moments a pleasant fire was roaring in the middle of the bluff. I sighed as the warm sank into me, my aches and pains draining away, and I reached over to put an arm around Rose, pulling her close. She nuzzled my neck before looking over at our teammates. "The client didn't have anything to pay us with."

I snickered during the brief silence, stifling myself by bringing my pawspike to my mouth. Cyan blinked in surprise, the horn on his helmet whooshing as he raised his head and pushed himself upward into a sitting position, his tail pressed up against one of the bluff's teeth. "Wh-wait, what? You've gotta be jokin', right?"

"Relax, Cyan, you didn't let her finish," I cut the sea lion off before he could go into a rant, and I winked at my partner, her red eyes standing out amongst the brown rocks.

"You're the one who's going to like it the most, heheh," Rose laughed a little as she continued. "Since they didn't have anything like money to reward us with, they decided to give us something else, instead, a secret they hadn't let out of their family for a very long time."

"Oooooooh…" Erin's eyes grew to the size of platters, and she leaned forward as she continued to coo, just barely keeping her balance on her tiptoes. "What is it?"

I reached across the small fire, passing the curled-up parchment towards Cyan, who yanked it out of my grasp, unfurling it in both paws. Both Rose and I smiled spritely as the water type's face went from confusion to excitement to concentration in the span of a second or two. "It's some kind of recipe, so we figured you'd get a kick out of it. We didn't take a look at it yet, so you're getting the first look."

"The Carracosta said it was a very old recipe, too," Rose added. "I think she said it dates all the way back from when humans were still around! ...though she might have been exaggerating."

"Woaaah… if she wasn't, I bet Star and Vale'll be really jealous if they ever visit again!" Erin giggled to herself, rocking back and forth on her heels as she thought of our traveling friends. Cyan exhaled heavily, and I turned my head to look at him; he hadn't taken his gaze off of the recipe list for a moment, his eyes flicking back and forth as he moved down the paper. I couldn't help but fidget from his uncharacteristic silence, and I reached back to scratch at my neck, warmed by the last slivers of the sun.

"Well, Cyan?" I asked, crossing my legs, and Rose scooted over to rest on my lap. "What do you think?"

"Hrmm…" He let out a grunt in response, taking a deep breath before quickly reading off the recipe to us. "Bluk berries, both fresh ones an' mushy juicy ones, flour, lots o'cream, sugar an' butter, vanilla juice, chocolate bits an' chocolate powder, couple other berries t'taste…"

As Cyan rattled off the various ingredients, I couldn't help but picture each piece of food in my mind's eye, and I absently licked my lips to keep my mouth from watering. Rose let out a short laugh, looking at Erin, and I smirked as I glanced at the younger girl, who lacked the same willpower I did, judging from the thin trail of drool that was hanging from her slackened jaw. The Ninetales let out a short whistle to catch Erin's attention, and as the mink's eyes refocused, she buried her face in her sleeves, embarrassed.

"What th'… a double boiler? Dammit, seriously?" The sea lion finished, furrowing his brow as he slammed a fist into the dirt, uprooting a small clump of soil from the shock of the blow. "You've gotta b'kiddin' me. We don't have one o'those, y'know! Heck, w'don't even have an oven!"

Cyan slid to his feet and tossed the scroll back to Rose and I, and I raised my paws defensively as the paper bounced into my lap. Erin took a few steps back as her friend irritably drew a seamitar and poked at the campfire, and Rose put on a slight frown, gently scolding the teen. "Cyan, please don't yell. We weren't expecting you to make… um, whatever it is for us."

"Yeah, we just thought you'd be interested in it." I shrugged as Erin tiptoed over and scooped up the recipe, taking a look at it herself. "Like I said, we let you have the first peek."

"Gah, it's not that, alright?" Cyan sighed, avoiding eye contact as he continued to poke and prod at the burning logs, ash sticking to the tip of his blade. "I… hmph, I actually wanna try an' make it. Nothin' t'do with you guys."

"Heeey, how do you even say this?" Erin interrupted, twisting her head left and right as she stared blankly at the scroll. "Gatt eww? Gate 'ey you? Heeheehee… gate, 'ey you!"

"It's a cake, Erin!" Cyan rolled his eyes, dropping his blade as he stomped over and traced a paw along the top edge of the page, and Erin followed his finger. "Bluk Geh-tea-you. Look at th'stuff I need, okay? Judgin' from what I have t'do t'make this thing, it's some kind'a cake."

"A cake?" Rose repeated, her tails wagging up and down. "Oh… if it's something that complicated, maybe we shouldn't have accepted it. You're right, Cyan, we don't have any baking equipment here."

I got to my feet, walking around the fire and brushing past the vines that hung over the east wall, poking my head into the small storage room dug into the cliff. A few pots, a couple pans, Cyan's hiking bag, Erin's belt pouch, and a box of dried fruit were all that lay within. "Hmm… unless anyone wants to play inventor, we're not making a cake with what we've got in here."

"That's what's getting' me angry!" Cyan said, sitting back down and grumbling under his breath. "Th'only Pokemon I know 'round here who has th'stuff I'd need t'whip up a cake like that'd be… heck, Spinda and his café, I'm guessin'."

Erin beamed cheerfully and let herself flop onto her friend, hugging his neck tightly as she rubbed her cheek against his mustache. Cyan scratched at his face, trying to hide the blush forming under his fur. "That's not so bad, silly! Just go ask mister Spinda if he'd let you use his kitchen!"

"Wh-what?" The Samurott stuttered, looking at the fighting type out of the corner of his eye. "Y-you're kiddin', right?"

"She's got a good point, Cyan," Rose agreed with a nod and a smile, and I tousled her headfur to keep it from falling over her eyes as she continued to speak. "I'm sure Spinda wouldn't mind a bit, as long as you made sure to ask him nicely."

"Besides, if you really want to make this cake so bad, he'd be the best person to ask. He runs his café, after all." I chimed in, gesturing lamely at Cyan. Faced with overwhelming opposition, the sea lion looked at each of us before grunting in frustration, shaking his head.

"Alright, fine, fine…" He said, throwing his paws in the air as he got to his feet, dusting himself off and retrieving his seamitar from the pile of ashes that remained of the campfire. He stabbed the blade into the dirt, pulling it out cleanly before returning it to its sheath on his arm. "I'll go ask him, then… haww…"

Cyan punctuated the end of his statement with a loud yawn, and I glanced outside, watching the stars wink into view above the calm, open sea. Like clockwork, Erin yawned as well, then Rose, her cold nose bumping into my chin as she breathed. I grinned mildly as the Samurott slumped back down, blinking the sleep from his eyes.

"Why don't you go ask him tomorrow, huh?" I suggested, picking up my sleepy partner and walking over to one of the beds of dry grass, cuddling up as I settled down onto the cushy floor. "Get some sleep, Cyan, Erin. If you're really going to try and make this thing, you'll need it."

"Haah, I guess you're right…" Cyan replied, crumpling onto the other bed, and Erin pounced on top of him, splaying herself wildly on top of her friend's back. She reached up and popped the warrior's helmet off, shoving it over to the fountain as she rested her head between Cyan's ears. "G'night, Bill. Rose."

"Sleep tight, Cyan," I muttered, dozing off to dreamland.


The sound of metal clanging against metal made the patrons of the café jump in surprise, and an uproarious crash rang from the doorway behind the counter, rattling the odd machines and stocks of food that sat atop the bar. As the sound of a spinning metal tray faded out, the Pokemon grunted or sighed, shaking their heads as they returned to their meals, breathing in the scents that wafted from their cups and their dishes. Cyan gripped the scroll tightly in his paw as he trampled towards the back room, peeking his nose out from the doorframe as he looked at the bartender, who winced as he rubbed at his sore ears. Spinda's swirly eyes seemed to shine pleasantly as he noticed the young explorer's presence.

"Oh, hello there, Cyan!" The red panda hopped up onto his tiny feet, patting himself down from his spotted head to his little toes as the Samurott carefully eased himself into the messy kitchen. Platters, utensils and various other bits and bobs lay scattered on the stone tiles, and a trio of mugs steamed atop a sideboard, precariously close to a tub of water. "What brings you here today? It's rather late in the morning for a meal, isn't it?"

"Eh, I've had m'breakfast already anyway." Cyan waved his paw dismissively at Spinda, reaching down to help gather up the fallen cookware. The two made short work of the task, piling up the dirtied dishes in the water, and Cyan leaned his arm against the rock-hewn furniture, shooting the normal type a toothy smile and a cocky thumbs-up. "Busy day today?"

"Busy busy!" Spinda jumped up to the edge of the sideboard, grabbing two of the drinks, and Cyan took the third, following the barkeeper out as he slid the piping-hot mugs to the end of the counter. "Hey, ma'am and sirs? Your drinks are ready!"

A Charmander and two others hopped up from their seats to collect their beverages, and Cyan nodded as he passed the one he held to a quiet Treecko, receiving a grateful nod from the Pokemon. Their Totodile friend let out a hearty chortle as the patrons began to make small talk on the way back to their table, and the Samurott turned back to Spinda, who was dusting his paws off in satisfaction. "So, what did you pop by for, Cyan? Have a hankering for a drink, hehe?"

"Not 'xactly, Spinda…" Cyan pushed a space in between barstools and sat down, rolling the recipe scroll across the wooden surface. It quickly stopped as it collided with Spinda's outstretched palms, and as he opened the paper up, Cyan continued. "Bill an' Rose picked this up as a reward for doin' a recent job, 'n case I was interested in it."

"Bluk Gateau…?" Spinda rolled the name off of his tongue deliberately, scanning down the instructions. Cyan briefly let his face fall into his paws as he heard the name pronounced correctly. "This sounds like a pretty fancy pastry, Cyan! Bill and Rose lucked out with this one!"

"Yeh, 'pparently it's some family secret of th'client's," The Samurott said, drumming his fingers on the countertop. "I was gonna ask if you'd let me use your kitchen t'try an' whip this thing up."

"What!?" Spinda dropped the scroll and stared at Cyan in surprise. He quickly got his bearings, shaking his head in mild embarrassment at his outburst. "Er, hehe, sorry if I sound rude, but why can't you make this back at Sharpedo Bluff?"

"B'cause we don't have th'kinda equipment we need, y'dummy." Cyan pointed at a small clump of writing on the page. "See here?"

The red panda studied the words, belting out a long, low whistle as he read. "Shoot, you mix this stuff in a double boiler and then you bake it?"

"Hey, Spinda, could I get an apple smoothie, please?" Someone on the other side of the café spoke up.

"Coming right up!" Spinda called back. Cyan retrieved the recipe from across the counter, and he watched as Spinda run into the kitchen and return with a few apples, juggling them before beginning to peel the skins off with a small knife. The vivid red curls came off in an unbroken string, and the normal type sliced the fruits in half, cutting out the cores from each piece. As he worked, he looked over at Cyan. "Anyway, uh… no wonder you came to me, the nearest place you'd be able to find a double boiler otherwise is over in Tiny Town!"

"That's m'point." The Samurott gestured lamely with his paw as Spinda scooped the apples and a splash of apple juice into a glass, shaking it furiously. "You're th'only one 'round here who has th'right stuff I need t'try an' make this… Gateau stuff, so I was wonderin' if I could use your kitchen."

Spinda didn't answer, too busy spinning in place as he put the final touches on the drink, and as he spun himself out, Cyan helped him ease the finished smoothie onto the bar. The juicy mixture settled in the clear glass, and Cyan reached up towards the ceiling, waving his arm high. "Oi, whoever wanted th' apple smoothie! It's 'bout ready for you!"

"Coming!" The voice called back, and Cyan turned back to Spinda, who teetered and tottered around, thoroughly dizzy. The sea lion clasped a paw on the normal type's shoulder, steadying him as he got his bearings back.

"Ooohaaaooooh…" Spinda's eyes swirled around, and he scrunched them shut, taking a deep breath. "Thanks, Cyan. And I'd be glad to let you use the kitchen, as long as I was around to help you use the equipment in there."

"I know how t'do most of what it's askin' for, Spinda," Cyan retorted grumpily, and Spinda waved his paws.

"I didn't mean it like that, Cyan. Did you really read this recipe?" Spinda pointed at the scroll, and Cyan looked down, frowning at the scrap of parchment. "That right there is at least a two-Pokemon job, and there's no way I'm going to let you try and make it without someone helping you. And that someone is me!"

Spinda put a paw to his chest in a confident pose, and Cyan rolled his eyes, sighing in resignation as he stood up and began walking towards the back room. "Alright, fine, you can help out. Let's get th'ingredients we need an' get cookin', eh?"

"W-wait!" The bartender cried, and Cyan stopped in his tracks, halfway through the doorway. "Cyan, at least let me finish serving during the busy hours, alright?"

"I'll be waitin' in th'back…" Cyan said from behind the wall, his tail vanishing behind the wooden frame.

"That's fine, then." Spinda blinked a little before quickly adding, "And don't eat anything back there, either!"

Inwardly, Cyan swore in temporary defeat.


The feeling of water was cool against my fur as I sat down, dipping my legs into the river and leaning against one of the posts outside of Chansey's Day Care. Erin was out playing with some of the kids further up the river, a medley of voices laughing cheerfully, while Rose was content to stay nearby and let the sun warm her fur, her head resting on my shoulder as she wrapped her tails around a couple of eggs, keeping them comfortable.

"You were right, Rose," I started to say, peering up at the cloudless sky contentedly, and my partner shifted her gaze to look at me. I held her a little closer, shooting her a goofy grin. "This is a nice change of pace from the typical outlaw hunting mission."

"I told you you'd enjoy it," The Ninetales replied, a note of pride in her voice as she snuggled into me again. "It's a nice way to relax after traveling, isn't it?"

A loud splash came from upstream, and I looked across the small bridge, watching the water fly upwards and around as Chansey herself cannon-balled into the river. The delighted screams of the children she cared for rose over the sound of the shops and the other villagers, and I couldn't help but laugh a little at the sight. "Heh, I guess. I bet Cyan wouldn't enjoy it, he hasn't figured out how patience outside of cooking works yet."

Rose lifted her head up, her eyes narrowing slightly as she looked around Treasure Town, peering from one end of the town to the other. She let out a soft 'hmm' as she wondered to herself. "Where is Cyan, anyway? Did he really go ask Spinda about making that cake?"

"I think so." A couple leaves got caught against my knees, and I gingerly pushed them out of the way, watching as they drifted away. "He seemed really set on pulling that recipe off."

"Last I saw him, we were eating breakfast, and then before we decided what to do today, he had already left…" Rose thought aloud, taking a moment to check on the eggs she warmed. "He's been gone the whole morning!"

"Well, I'm not surprised!" I said, and my partner snapped her gaze back at me. "I took a look at the thing over breakfast, aside from the ingredients I couldn't really make four heads or nine tails of it."

The fox gave me a blank stare before smiling and cringing in the same breath. "That was… terrible. Terrible."

I smiled. "I try."

"Oh, shut up," Rose laughed, poking at my side with her paw, and we both let out a round of giggles, cuddling up in the early afternoon sun. Even the eggs seemed to be happy, a couple of them seemingly shining with mirth. A trick of the light, maybe. "But really, Bill… do you think we should check up on him later today? Maybe after the Pokemon at the day care get put down for a nap?"

"Why don't we go to the café tonight for dinner or something?" I offered, landing a peck on her cheek. "No way I'm giving up a chance to taste that cake."

"I bet Erin wouldn't want to miss it either." Rose looked across the water at the girl, who was now gently tossing one of the toddling Pokemon into the air. "Then I suppose it's settled. I hope Cyan isn't too surprised…"

"I hope he is," I snickered, and I let out a merry laugh as my partner shoved me into the river.


"W-woah, Cyan, help me move this!" Spinda stuttered, trying his hardest to lift the double boiler over his head. The Samurott grabbed the piece of cooking equipment with both of his paws, easily hoisting it into the air and setting it down on the rickety old stove, inadvertently rattling the small dishes of ingredients that sat nearby. He rolled his eyes as the little red panda wiped his brow, taking a quick breath of air and staring up at the large sea lion. "Thanks, hehe! So what's next, huh? You're the one with the Gateau recipe here."

"A'ight, first thing w'do is t'… heat up a li'l water and mix these in," Cyan recited, dumping a few glassfuls of water into the pot, which quickly began to burble. Tossing in a few of the ingredients, he passed Spinda a mixing tool and lifted him a few paces away from the stove. The red panda stuck his tongue out slightly as he began to deftly stir the batter up. "It's gotta be 'thick an' ribbony', so you do that an' I'll start workin' on th'bluk berries, an' then th'cream!"

"Please don't interrupt, Cyan!" Spinda said, not taking his eyes off of the boiler. "If this needs to be at a specific point, I'll need to focus as much as I can, hehe."

"Yeah, yeah, whatever y'say," Cyan muttered as he carefully dribbled some of the berry juice into a pan next to the double boiler. Stomping around the kitchen as the syrup steamed, the Samurott poured some grainy yellow flour into the can of dark, syrupy berries. He nearly reached his paw into the mixture before thinking better of it, popping a small slab of bark on top of the can and shaking it up, rolling his eyes with a mild smirk. "What's he say now…? Shake it this way, shake it that way?"

He grunted as something pinged off of his helmet, and as a bluk berry rolled across the floor, Cyan looked over his shoulder at Spinda, who innocently kept to his work. The gooey substance quickly turned pasty, and within a few seconds Cyan had poured the can's contents into the pan. As the fruit mixture began to sizzle pleasantly, he walked over to the sideboard, pulling the recipe off of the top and reading it over. "'Kay, Gateau, batter, berries… cream… cream an' th'vanilla."

Sliding over the two bottles of liquid, he dumped them both into another bowl, watching as they swirled into an unappetizing puddle of pale brown. Peering around the room, Cyan frowned as he grasped at thin air. "Spinda, I need 'nother spoon."

The bartender didn't reply, his swirly eyes having somehow narrowed to slits as he fervently stirred the batter, oblivious to the explorer's presence, much less his request. Trudging grumpily over to one of the shelves at the edge of the room, Cyan roughly yanked a drawer open, leering at the cookware contained within. No more spoons could be seen, at least ones that were meant for mixing.

He shoved the drawer back into its spot on the wall, curling his paws into fists in frustration. As the sea lion gripped the edge of the counter, he glanced at a small, pointy handle that poked out from the armor on his arm. He blinked.

"Maybe…" Carefully, Cyan drew the seamitar out from its sheath, the blade glinting in the soft lighting, and he scratched at his mustache as a thin trail of wisps drifted across the weapon's surface. The acrid scent ticked his nose, making him grimace in disgust, and he turned around, sucking in a breath and coughing as he inhaled the smoke. "Argh! More n' maybe!"

The bluk syrup fizzled and popped as it burned from the heat, and a panicked Cyan shoved his seamitar underneath the pan, sliding it haphazardly onto a cooler part of the rock. As he nervously stirred the goop with the tip of the sword, he waved the smoke away from the pan before wafting some of the berry's scent towards him. The faintest trace of burnt berry was quickly washed out by the sweetly-simmering sauce, and Cyan sighed in relief, glaring out of the corner of his eye at Spinda. "Spinda, y'coulda told me it was burnin'!"

"Aha, hehe, perfect!" Spinda cried in triumph, lifting the mixing tool out of the boiler, and Cyan watched as the thickened batter piled back into the pan in ribboned layers. "The Gateau batter's at ribbon stage! Cyan, pass me the chocolate powder, will you?"

The explorer grumbled grumpily, still dabbing at the bluk berries with his sword, and he reached over with his free paw and passed the dish of chocolate powder to the red panda. Spinda daintily shook the sweet stuff into the batter, jumping over to the sideboard and picking up a few other ingredients. "Thank you! Now, hehe, what were you asking me for?"

"Oh, for Arceus' sake, never mind." Cyan rubbed at his forehead wearily, dipping his seamitar into the tub of water and letting it sit. "Jus' keep mixin', I'll get started on makin' th'creamstuff…"


"Pokemon detected! Pokemon detected!"

"Whose footprint? Whose footprint?"

"It's just us, Diglett!" I knelt onto the grate and put my paws to my mouth as I yelled down the pit, and a loud sneeze rumbled up from the entrance to the Wigglytuff Guild. I could see Diglett wiggle at us in confirmation, and Rose hopped onto my back as I slowly climbed down the ladder, firmly planting my feet into the second floor's dirt floor. I stepped back when Erin slid down the center pole, squatting low to let my partner dismount. Rose nodded a hello to a purple Pokemon that lumbered up the neighboring ladder, his huge, round ears bouncing as he stepped into a patch of late afternoon sunlight that streamed in from the open window.

"Good afternoon, TEAM RETURNERS!" Loudred yelled halfway through his greeting, and a few visiting teams stared in dampened shock as his voice blared around the room. I looked over my shoulder at one Pokemon near the job postings, her teammates struggling to keep her from coming over and yelling back, and I turned away to hide a cheeky grin. Loudred didn't seem to notice, cheerfully continuing. "What BRINGS YOU here today, HUH?"

"Can't an exploration team pop by for a friendly visit nowadays?" I snidely remarked, putting on an air of mock offense. Rose snorted. "Besides, today's a break day, we completed some work yesterday."

"So you DID, huh?" Loudred asked, hopping from left foot to right. "I didn't see you COME BY THE guild and pass ON A SHARE OF the reward. WHAT DID YOU get?"

"Heeheehee, it's a bit of a long story, mister LOUDRED!" Erin piped up at the top of her lungs, laughing to herself as the three of us flinched from the noise, and she enthusiastically jumped around, her fuzzy sleeves flailing up and down in the air. Loudred shut his mouth and smiled at us, chuckling deeply at the back of his throat. "Cyan's making a gatt-oh-oo!"

"GATT-OH-OO, HUH? WELL, the GUILD'S NOT that busy RIGHT NOW," He gestured at the relatively empty bulletin room. Part of me wanted to point out that it had emptied because he'd been so loud. "WHAT'S THE story?"

"Mmm…" Rose hummed to herself, smiling up at our fellow guild member as she trotted over to a cozy corner at the opposite wall. "I guess it all technically started…"


Waves of heat emanated from the small opening, hitting Cyan with full force as he lay low to the ground, his ears curled forward and his muscles tense in anticipation. Panting from the high temperature, the sea lion wiped an imaginary bead of sweat from his brow, looking down at the pale circle of glistening batter before returning his gaze to the fiery machine.

"Cyan, don't just sit there! Put it in and you'll be done with that part already!" Spinda chided from across the kitchen, and the Samurott leaned forward, quickly sliding the cake pan into the oven and shutting the door. Cyan shook his head and breathed hard, putting his helmet back on with a 'plonk', and he sniffed around the room, dipping his fingers into the leftover batter in the double boiler. Spinda quickly skittered over, futilely smacking at the explorer's hard belly with the mixing tool. "Okay, so the Gateau's baking! You made the cream filling and you made the bluk berry filling-"

"Even'f it is a li'l burnt," The water type tugged at the ends of his mustache in mild disappointment. The hairs felt dry and stiff, and thoroughly toasty from the oven's excess heat.

"So what else do we have to do?" Spinda asked, clambering up onto the sideboard and standing near the tub of water. Most of the dishes from before had already been sunk to the bottom, the previously-clear liquid becoming murky with batter and berry juices. "Though I think that was everything we had to prepare, hehe!"

"Lemme see…" Cyan started, walking over to the sideboard and reading the recipe over. His eyes widened as he reached the end of the page, and he threw his paws in the air with a barking laugh. "Shoot, you're right! 'Til w'gotta 'ssemble this thing, all we've gotta do is let th'Gateau sit in th'oven for 'bout half n'hour!"

"That's great!" Spinda pumped his fist in the air before giving a short yip, nearly losing his balance as he wiggled his arms around. Cyan grunted, reaching over and tugging on the red panda's ear to get him back to his feet. "Eh, hehe."

"Hey, Spinda!" Wynaut yelled, and both Cyan and Spinda turned around, looking at the small Pokemon that peeked his head around the corner. He stepped into the room, glancing at the intruding explorer. "Oh, hello there, Cyan! What are you doing in here?"

"We're bakin' a Bluk Gateau!" The Samurott answered proudly, tapping his paws against his chest. Wynaut seemed unfazed, cocking his head in confusion, his ear trailing on the stone tile. Spinda stifled a laugh as Cyan rolled his eyes in mild irritation, and the normal type eased himself off of the sideboard, his eyes spinning around as he looked at his fellow café-runner.

"What did you need, Wynaut?" Spinda asked, and the silent reply caused a nervous expression to be plastered onto his features. "Wait… oh no, Cyan, what time is it? How long have we been working?"

"Eh?" Cyan furrowed his brow, looking around the kitchen before letting out a grunt and moving halfway out into the main room of the café, glancing at the primitive clock that hung over the doorway. "Th'clock says… uh… six o'clock! And it's been a while, so it's six in th'evenin'!"

"Oh no!" The bartender cried out, jumping a good few feet in the air in surprise, and he dashed underneath Cyan's legs, hastily snatching a few glasses and apples from around the counter, preparing a quick and easy set of smoothies. Cyan stomped out into the empty bar as Wynaut returned to his stall opposite the bar, and the explorer reached up and lifted the side of his helmet, scratching an itch on his ear. "I don't have anything ready for the Pokemon that are going to come by at dinnertime!"

"Wh-what!?" Cyan felt a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, and he guessed it probably wasn't because he was hungry. "You're jokin'!"

"No, I'm not joking, Cyan!" Spinda snapped unhappily, not taking his eyes off of his work as he began to shake up the chopped apples. He stopped a few seconds later and half-heartedly spun around before slamming the drink onto the counter. Cyan peered into the glass and narrowed his eyes at the chunky, unappetizing beverage. "Because I helped you make the Gateau all day, I didn't get to make anything for the dinner patrons! Ohh, I should have tried to make a few things in the meantime…"

Cyan frowned deeply and sank to his backside, twiddling his paws as he looked at the wooden floorboards in embarrassment. As the panicked and worried red panda continued to whip up apple smoothies one-by-one, the sea lion glanced at the back room out of the corner of his vision, mulling a thought around in his head as he stroked at his mustache. The dishes that soaked in the tub of water seemed to beckon to him, and he nodded sharply, pounding a fist into his open palm. Getting to his feet, he trampled into the kitchen, rolling his helmet into the corner as he yanked open drawers and cabinets, pulling out bowls and pots and pans and more.

"Cyan?" Spinda's voice drifted in from outside, and the Samurott shot a look at the doorframe, reaching into one of the shelves and pulling out a few berries. "What are you doing in there?"

"I'm helpin' you make some drinks, got it?" Cyan yelled in response, squeezing the plump oran berry into a glass bowl, and the Spinda yelped loudly, running into the kitchen entrance and staring, wide-eyed, at the heavily focused explorer. "Now go on an' get mixin'! An' don't half-ass it like you were doin', nobody'll want t'drink those! Got it?"

Spinda stared in disbelief for what felt like an age before he beamed enthusiastically, going back to his work at the bar with renewed vigor. The sound of an opening trapdoor echoed clearly around the café's walls, and Cyan dumped the fresh oran juice into a mug, slapping the bark top over it and shaking strongly. Placing the finished oran drink onto the sideboard, his ears twitched as the first few Pokemon began to make cheerful small talk. He shook his head, returning his attention to a second clean mug, pulling another berry out of the cabinet and squeezing it with a grin, watching as the pulpy slush fell into the glass.

Three drinks later, a timid voice's order came from around the corner. "Um, barkeeper? Do you have… any hot chocolate?"

"Really? Most grass types prefer tea…" Spinda replied, and he lifted a paw to his mouth, looked over his shoulder. "Hey, Cyan? I need a cup of hot chocolate!"

"What kind'ya need?" Cyan yelled out, grabbing a cup and saucer from among the medley of dish cabinets. "Powdered or shaved?"

"Just go with whatever!"

"Fine by me, then!" The Samurott rooted through the kitchen and pulled out the chocolate powder, only slightly below full from what they'd used for the Gateau, and along with a small kettle and a fancy bottle of Miltank milk, busied himself with his work. Gritting his teeth excitedly, Cyan unconsciously wiped an imaginary bead of sweat from his brow as he felt a wave of heat wash over him, loud steps fading into white noise as he slipped into a trance.


"Hoo boy…" I exhaled deeply, opening the hatch that lead into Spinda's café, holding the wooden planks up with a pawspike as I looked at Rose and Erin, gesturing towards the hole in the ground with a shake of my head. "Well? Go ahead, go on in first."

"Thanks, Bill!" Erin skipped in first, smiling happily as she descended into the cozy hovel, and I locked eyes with my partner, the Ninetales' tails wagging up and down as the setting sun cast a few desperate rays over the horizon. Grinning cheekily, I tapped a paw against the trapdoor, its hinges giving an ear-piercing squeak. I tried not to pull a face from the noise.

"How noble of you," Rose joked, her headfur bobbing up and down as she trotted down the stairs, and I deftly spun on my heels and followed her, letting the hatch slam shut.

Stepping into the empty café, I waved at Wynaut and Wobbuffet, who greeted us amicably as they looked over their recycle shop, and with a smile I wandered over to the table closest to the bar. Rose and Erin had already hopped up onto their own seats, fidgeting a bit as they got comfortable. I leaned against the furniture, sighing contentedly as the three of us basked in the atmosphere of the empty coffeehouse, the dim lighting lending the room a calming air. The silence was peaceful… in fact, it was too silent and too peaceful. I peered past Rose at the unattended counter, and a second later the fox did the same. She let out a hum.

"That's odd…" She thought aloud, licking her lips before continuing. I swung my legs over the stool, ready to hop up at a moment's notice. "Hey, Wynaut? Where are Spinda and Cyan? We thought they were here today."

"We're… haaaah! We're right here, Rose…" Out came Cyan from behind the doorway, his helmet askew and his paws profusely stained by berry juice. He was followed by Spinda, who teetered and tottered over to us, yawning all the while. I scooted over a bit to let Spinda have the stool; Cyan seemed quite happy to simply sit down on the floor, his eyes weary. "Boy, Spinda… I never figured th'café ever got that busy…"

"Now you know what it's like to cook for a living, Cyan!" The red panda said, stretching his arms out as he propped himself up against the table. "Hehe, do you think you could handle it day in and day out?"

"Nope!" The Samurott replied firmly, clearing his throat afterwards. "Not before, an' not now!"

"Wow… mister Spinda, what happened to you guys?" Erin asked, scampering over to the two and rubbing vigorously at Cyan's shoulders, and the water type let out a soft moan at the contact, his muscles noticeably slumping as he let himself relax under the Mienshao's touch. "You're all nervous and tired and stuff!"

"We wanted to surprise you, but, uh…" I let one chuckle escape my throat. "Cyan, you look like you had a one-on-one fight with an outlaw and just got back from bringing him in. What in the world were you doing today?"

"Evenin' rush!" He answered simply, aiming an open palm at the ceiling. My eyes flicked upward before looking back at him, nothing of note at the top of the room. He sighed heavily, crumpling into a sea-lion-ball as Erin jumped up onto his back, tightly embracing him as her sleeves dangled onto his arm armor. "Not even th'guildmates back home ate that much, an' they ate a lot!"

"You cooked? For every Pokemon that came in here for a dinner stop?" Rose said incredulously, her voice brimming with annoyed concern, her tails sitting still on the floor as she fixed Cyan with a hard stare. "You shouldn't overwork yourself like that! You look like you could fall asleep at any moment!"

The boy didn't respond, simply nodded tiredly as he let Erin hang off of him, and I snuck a quick peek at the clock, noting the late hour. "Well, at least there's nobody else coming now, right?"

"Yep!" Erin let out a flood of giggles and affectionately nuzzled Cyan's cheek, her own whiskers brushing up against his mustache. "We get to have that gat-te-ah-oo aaaaaall to ourselves, right?"

The pink mink yipped in surprise as she found herself sprawled on the floor, and I skidded my stool back a short distance as Cyan and Spinda both shot to their feet, completely taken aback as they stared at each other. The two Pokemon waited for a few tense seconds before stampeding towards the kitchen, yelling in unison, our teammate's helmet making a clatter as it fell off of his head. "The Gateau!"

"Gatt-toe!?" Erin repeated, her arms hanging limply as she tried to process the proper pronunciation of the word, and both Rose and I followed the pair of cooks, halting just at the edge of the entrance. The Samurott and the Spinda had both shoved their noses far inside of the oven, and I pressed my arm against the doorframe, swallowing a disappointed frown as the clock continued to tick-tock behind us.

"…Oh, Cyan…" Rose murmured sympathetically, pawing lightly at the stones as she looked at the Samurott. "Is it…?"

He pulled his face out from the machine, his pink nose covered with a bit of grime, and his vermillion eyes were wide as he looked over his shoulder at us. "Th'Gateau's jus'… gone!"

Rose took a step back, her jaw dropping, and I narrowed my eyes, running a paw through my aura tassels as I felt my tail snap upwards. "Gone?"

"Oh hey, Team Returners! Spinda!" Something wriggled around between my ankles, and I looked down at Wynaut, who poked his head into the kitchen. "Are you talking about that weird cake you made?"

"That's right!" Wobbuffet added, slapping her arm to her forehead as she screamed at us. Both Spinda and Cyan stood up, brushing themselves free of dust as they looked expectantly at the recycle shop owner, and Wynaut nodded at Wobbuffet. She wobbled across the café to their own counter, bending over as she shuffled the contents of their shelves. With an almost-robotic expression, she pulled out a beautifully decorated pastry, a deep purple cake covered with syrupy goop and bluk berries large and small, speckled with countless chocolate shavings and topped with towers of whipped cream. The sheer majesty of the Gateau bowled the lot of us over, and I felt my mouth begin to water.

"You two!" Cyan grunted irritably, stomping out of the kitchen as he eyed Wynaut and Wobbuffet warily. Spinda followed in his tracks, his jaw dropping at the sight of the cake. "Why didn't y'tell us that you'd gotten th'cake outta th'oven!? Heck, when'd y'even get it outta there!?"

"It was pretty early into the evening rush, Cyan!" Wynaut answered, hopping in place a few times as the six of us made our way back to the table, and Wobbuffet gently lowered the Gateau onto the center of the table. Spinda set a course for the bar counter, grabbing a stack of plates and a knife before coming over, prodding Cyan with the edges of the dishes to get the Samurott's attention. "I asked you if it was ready, but you were too wrapped up in working on fixing drinks, so I just got Wobbuffet to take it out and store it somewhere where it wouldn't get eaten by accident."

"Well, that's a relief, isn't it?" Rose said, smiling happily as she sat down across from me, and as Erin jumped around in celebration, I doled the plates out to everyone. Cyan looked down at Spinda, who held the cutting knife out to him, but he waved the red panda away, shooting everyone a simpering smirk as he reached for his seamitar, drawing it out with a flourish.

"Well then, is everybody ready?" The sea lion asked, putting his palm on the flat of the blade as he readied himself. A series of nods answered him, and Rose and I helped keep Erin from flying out of her seat. With a short cut, the deed was done, the sword buried deep inside of the bluk berry cake. Another cut, and a slice of Gateau quickly found itself balanced on the seamitar, quickly being passed onto Erin's plate. Soon enough, everyone had been served, and as he seated himself, Cyan plucked his piece off of his place and devoured half of it in a single chomp. His words were muffled as he spoke. "'Ell? 'Utt aroo ehhtin for? Ga-aah, ee!"

And eat we did.

And as I bet Cyan would tell you if you asked him, it was delicious.


A/N: A short thing I worked on the past few days. Been a while since I last enjoyed writing a oneshot so much; sometimes I wonder whether I prefer writing adventure or slice-of-life more.






Old Acquaintances


I wish to speak with you.

Please come meet with me at the mountain.

I'll be waiting for you where I always am, in the cave at the peak.

...Please visit as soon as you are able. This is important.


The powerful snowstorm tore across the mountain trail, the slopes of solid rock holding fast against the gales as they were splattered with fresh coat after fresh coat of sleet and slush. The moon only occasionally dared to peek out from behind its cloud cover, the brief glimpses of light sending sparkles down the bits of ice that were beginning to form on the surface of the rock.

A Pokemon wearily forced his way through the raging blizzard, tugging a hefty cloak tighter to his chest as the wind attempted to pick it up and carry it away. From underneath his hood, he glanced at the crumpled letter he held in his fist, trying his best to keep it safe from the miserable weather. "Ugh... this had better be worth making me come through all this."

Thankfully for the traveler, the storm let up for a few precious moments, and the icy fog lifted just enough for him to spy the darkened maw of a tunnel just close by. He began to jog towards the inviting shelter with gusto, kicking up soft white flurries as he eagerly stomped away, and with a heaving sigh, the Pokemon finally made it into the entrance of the cavern. He let himself fall to his knees in a rare display of vulnerability, his breath turning to mist as he inhaled and exhaled, inhaled and exhaled.

"Finally...! I'm finally at the top of this big, stupid mountain," He muttered between gasps, pushing himself back up onto his feet as his fatigue faded away somewhat. Shaking the drenched hood off of his head, he took a step forward. "Old man! Hey, old man!"

He continued further into the depths of the cave, soon emerging into a small, rounded dead end with almost nothing remarkable about it, save for some flattened rocks and a few holes poked into the ceiling to allow light inside. He stepped into the center of the room, trying to listen for any noises; somehow, not even the storm could be heard from up above. "Kekekeh! Hey, old man, I got your letter! Show your face like you were wanting to!"

The sound of someone clearing their throat made him spin on his heels in shock, ready for an ambush, but he relaxed just as quickly as he spotted the familiar figure standing behind him. The color in his fur had faded into a muddled mix of cream and gray, and his nine majestic tails had become scraggly and unkempt since they'd last met, but there was no doubt in his mind as to who it was.

"I see you are as pleasant now as you always were," The old man's voice was rough and scratchy, another victim of his increasingly-great age. "...human."

Gengar's face dropped into a grumpy frown as he let his cloak fall fully onto the floor, thrusting forward and holding out his letter for the fire type to see. "And you're just as big of a nag, too, geezer. I'm not human anymore, and besides, how did you know where I was after all this time?"

Ninetales took a few steps forward and leered smugly at the purple-hued Pokemon. If nothing else, the ancient fox's eyes had retained their sharp, piercing glare throughout the years. "I may keep myself hidden here on Mount Freeze, but do not presume that I am just so uninformed. You have forgotten the scope of the benefits that my life has provided me."

"Hmph." The ghost looked away defiantly, putting his fists at his sides. "Oh yeah? Well then what else do you know about me, huh?"

"How are your friends, Medicham and... Arbok, now, perhaps? You had ended up disbanding your rescue team after your search through the Murky Cave," Ninetales asked, his head held high as he ambled past the befuddled ghost, and he seated himself atop one of the flat rocks, beckoning at Gengar to do the same. "Has Pokemon Square flourished since the Meteor Crisis?"

The fox's guest was silent for a moment as he walked over and hopped onto a stone, brushing some snow off of his cloak as he avoided eye contact. "Pfft! If you knew where I was, how come you don't know the answers to those questions?"

"Maybe I already do, and simply want to hear your thoughts." Ninetales shot back. The ghost type grunted at the infuriatingly snide answer, looking up from his damp cloak. The old Pokemon waited patiently for his reply.

"...Yeh. Everyone's been doing fine," Gengar replied, letting his hands rest in his lap as he watched the fire type's muzzle twitch upwards. "I don't see why they wouldn't be. It's been almost sixteen years since it all happened, heheheh!"

Ninetales kept silent as the ghost cackled to himself, his laughter echoing around the cavern walls, and after a few seconds Gengar trailed off, his arms folded and a much-more casual expression plastered on his face. The old fox shook his head slightly, his tails starting to wag up and down for the first time since they'd started talking. "Yes... sixteen years. I imagine that the children growing up now only think of it as history, don't they?"

"Eh?" Gengar quirked an eyebrow upward, grinning sideways at the odd remark. "Was that supposed to mean something?"

"No... pay it no mind, human." Ninetales let out a soft, forlorn sigh, staring up at the ceiling as he spoke. "I was simply musing."

Gengar fidgeted in his seat somewhat to keep his bottom from freezing in place. "Fine then, fine. What did you want to talk to me about anyway? You said it was important and I know better than to think that small talk is what you were wanting, keheheh!"

The Ninetales didn't respond, continuing to stare at the top of the cavern with a melancholy frown. A few minutes passed as Gengar's question was left hanging, and the ghost swiftly grew impatient, kicking his heel loudly against the icy stone. "Hey, geezer! I asked you something! Did you accidentally curse someone new and need me to give 'em advice? Want me to tell you some place warmer to live? Heh!"

"...I'm dying."

Any and all pretense of lightening the mood vanished instantly from Gengar's mind, and the ghost toppled onto the cavern floor as he lurched forward in shock. Of all the things that he'd been expecting to have to talk with the old man about, that wasn't one of the things that had thought up on the way up the mountain. The ancient Pokemon was a thousand years old at the very least, after all. "Wh... wh-wh-what!? What! N-Ninetales!"

"Don't act so surprised, human. Even if I might be legendary, I am no god. I have to face death just like all other mortal Pokemon do." Ninetales snapped back to attention, fixing the ghost with a hard look. Gengar grumbled in a mild panic, dusting himself off as he got back to his feet, eyes wide and jaw agape. "I was young when we first met, and I was old when the Meteor Crisis began. I have only gotten older since it ended."

"But... b-but that's crazy!" It wasn't, and Ninetales had already pointed out as to why, but the emotional part of Gengar's brain helped to defy the fox's logic enough to make it sound crazy. He busied himself with picking up his cloak. "All that, that power you have... a-all the stuff you know! You're one of the last Pokemon left on the, the whole Northern Continent who knows anything about what it was like when h-human civilization was... was still around!"

A few beams of moonlight poked through the ceiling into the room, properly illuminating the cavern, and Gengar paused as the seat Ninetales sat in began to shine. The fox instinctively began to stretch his limbs out as the warmth of the light washed over him, revealing matted patches of fur and thin, cricking joints. It was confusing, bewildering, bamboozling, dumbfounding, and just plain old shocking all at the same time... and yet Gengar really couldn't say anything to argue against it. Denial, grief, surprise, the five stages ran their course like a roller coaster through his brain. Ninetales seemed to notice, stepping onto the floor and trotting over.

"S-so..." Gengar stuttered, not nearly as composed as he had been when he'd first arrived. "You... you called me here to tell me that you're... going to die, old man?"

Ninetales nodded. "Partly, yes. There is something else I wished to discuss with you, that is perhaps more along the lines of what you were expecting to hear me say."

Gengar felt himself take a deep breath at the news that there was more, and Ninetales waited until the ghost had returned to his seat before going back to his own perch. "...Alright, well, go on then, spit it out at me! What's the big deal and why do you want to tell me so badly?"

"You and I know each other better than we know anyone else, human," The fox replied coolly, his tails starting to wag again as he watched Gengar toy with his cloak a bit before letting it fall onto the floor in a heap, unable to bother distracting himself with it any longer. The letter he'd sent him came next, crinkling quietly as it landed atop the cloth. "Not even your dear Gardevoir-"

"Leave her out of this, geezer!" Gengar blurted out with a growl, gritting his teeth as his old, old friend popped up in his mind's eye, and he tried to push the thought away. "She's... just... what do you want?"

Ninetales shook his head shortly before staring straight into Gengar's eyes with a determined gaze. "I wished to speak with you to confide in you, human. We know each other better than anyone else does... and that means I know I can trust you the most with this."

"Just say it!"

"There is..." Ninetales paused, getting up and walking over to the edge of the cave, standing still as he peered through the tunnel leading to the mountain trail. Gengar looked after the ancient fox expectantly. "Another crisis is coming. Soon."

Gengar's heart skipped a beat, and he felt a nervous feeling in the pit of his stomach. He hated talking about these serious things; why hadn't he just tossed the letter in the trash and gone on with his life? "Another... meteor, you mean?"

"No." The ghost recoiled at the bluntness of Ninetales' reply. "Something different. Something that is... out of my paws... and yours, to confront."

Gengar hopped off of the stone seat and stared into his open palms, gripping at the air a few times as he let the words sink in. Now he understood – or at least he thought he understood – Ninetales' earlier remark. Like they'd both said, it had been sixteen years since Team Shockseed had stopped the meteor from crashing into the continent, and even to him it felt like it had been quite a long time ago.

And now something else was supposedly going to happen, and neither of them could do anything about it. The purple Pokemon frowned irritably, and he grumpily stomped over. "Then why in the name of Arceus are you telling me something like that, huh!?"

"Because..." Ninetales' voice drifted into silence halfway through the word, and Gengar blinked in confusion at the sudden trepidation in the fox's normally-strong voice. Was it his old age again? "Because I cannot... I cannot..."

The ghost turned around fully to stare at the fire type, who had bowed his head and stared blankly at his front paws, his eyes starting to shimmer with... were those tears? Gengar was already thrown for a loop, and things were just getting weirder and weirder. He reached forward, against his better judgment, and patted the back of Ninetales' neck. "You can't help 'cause you're gonna die? That's what's got you all worked up enough to want to talk to me about it, old man?"

The fox suddenly wiped at his eyes with his legs, and once he had dried his muzzle, he looked over at Gengar, who froze in place, his arm still pressed against the ancient Pokemon's fur. "I cannot... lend my presence to those who will need it. No... to those who should have had it in the first place. Now one is alone and the other is..."

The cryptic statement flew right over Gengar's head, and not only did he realize it, he also didn't entirely care. "You... you dumb geezer!"

"H-huh?" Ninetales jolted at the insult, and he jumped backwards, baring his teeth at his old acquaintance. "How dare you?"

"So you should have been somewhere and you weren't, so what!" Gengar replied sharply, jabbing a tiny purple finger into the old fox's face. "Your mistake, then! I made a mistake too, and I lost someone important, but I had to keep moving thanks to you! So if you made a mistake and you lost someone important..."

Ninetales' expression twisted somewhat as he listened to Gengar end his retort with an exasperated sigh, and his tails began to wag slightly as he cleared his throat. The ghost looked over at the fox at the sound.

"...Yes," Ninetales eventually said, and Gengar walked over to him, placing his hand behind one of his ears and scratching gently, causing said ear to start twitching from the sensation. "Yes... you're right. I apologize for my outburst, human. I... suppose my age is finally beginning to fully catch up with me."

Gengar led the old Pokemon back into the moonlit center of the cave, and they moved back to their stone seats. Ninetales quickly composed himself, and Gengar crossed his legs and lounged backwards, rocking back and forth. He didn't want to end up frozen in place with a nagging old fool like the fox, after all.

"So that's what you wanted to tell me, old man?" The purple Pokemon asked with a toothy smirk, folding his arms casually as he spoke up. "I mean, I don't really get all of it, but I guess that's just how things go, keheheh!"

Ninetales nodded contentedly, seeming far more relieved than he had when Gengar had first arrived at the fox's dwelling. His tails started to wag harder, and the fire type smiled slightly. "Stay here until morning comes. The snowstorm will not be ending anytime this night, and you seemed quite exhausted when you first stepped into the cavern's entrance."

"Eh? Ohhh... great," Gengar groaned, making no effort to hide his sarcasm. "Fine then. I guess I don't have any choice anyway."

The ghost quickly snagged his cloak and wrapped it around himself, resting his head on the floor as he got himself settled. He glanced over at Ninetales as the fox stepped off of the stone seat and lay flat on his belly, all nine of his tails curling up as a makeshift blanket. As the silvery moonlight glinted off of the walls of the cavern, Gengar closed his eyes, half-aware of his descent into sleep.

"Thank you..." Ninetales' hoarse voice whispered. "Thank you, Gengar."

The purple Pokemon rolled over in his dreams.

"Rest in peace, Ninetales."






Autumn Harvest

Summary: A pair of explorers decides to help their home with collecting the ripe berries before the winter, amusing themselves and enjoying their time all the while. A Mystery Dungeon-based slice-of-life oneshot, inspired by autumn and the coming holidays.

  


A chilly afternoon breeze blew through the crossroads, sending the sails of the nearby windmill spinning around, and I leaned back and rested my head in my my paws, feeling my aura tassels shake a bit from the gale. A few leaves fell every so often from the surrounding trees, their strong yet barren branches still speckled with the occasional dot of warm orange or crunchy brown. A soft sneeze intruded on the otherwise-peaceful scene, making my ear twitch, and I glanced over at my partner, who daintily rubbed at her nose with her blue scarf.

I stared for a few seconds at the cream-furred fox, cracking a grin when she finally noticed me, her bright red eyes locking with mine. "Are you cold?"

"A little, yeah," Rose replied with a nod, blinking a few times as she let her front leg drop to the ground. Her nine tails wriggled behind the treasure bag, brushing against the stones of the watering hole as a couple of them curled around my own tail. The fire type let out another quiet sneeze, and I felt my mouth twitch somewhat when she gave me an embarrassed look. "I'm not used to controlling my fire as a Ninetales yet, that's all."

"If you say so." I shrugged, wiping my pawspikes free of sandstone dust before I dropped my arms into my lap. I glanced down at the blunted chunk of steel embedded in my chest, and let out a cross between a sigh and a chuckle. "Heh... at least we're back from work safe and sound. Nothing planned for tomorrow other than sleeping in and cuddling up."

Rose's head perked up as I finished speaking, a slight blush peeking through the fur of her cheeks. I reached an arm over and tugged her close, and a bright smile quickly formed on her face as she leaned into my chest, scooting around a bit to rest her paws in mine. It felt a little odd, now that we had both evolved and grown about a foot in height. Another gust whipped across the dirt road, and I suddenly shivered as the fur on my belly was ruffled.

"Y'know, we could head back to the bluff and get a little fire going to warm us up," I thought aloud, letting my muzzle dip onto the ends of my partner's scarf as she fidgeted in place. The Ninetales purred quietly in response, and I rolled my eyes, smiling nonetheless.

Another new noise intruded on the pleasant atmosphere, and both our heads turned to watch as a trapdoor slowly rose from the grass, my gaze following the brown arm that lifted the thick wooden planks. We could hear the pitter-patter of little feet scuttling up the stairs leading in and out of Spinda's cafe, and a little gray Pokemon hopped out into the field, soon followed by her stomping mother.

My eyebrow quirked upward as I noticed the pole that Kangaskhan carried in her free claw, a pair of deep baskets hanging from each end. I didn't have much time to dwell on it, though, as the baby Kangaskhan let out a loud coo and started waddling towards us at a surprising speed. The parent waved as she saw her child run to the watering hole. "Hello there, Team Returners! I didn't realize you were already back from your exploration, sweeties!"

I sat up straight and waved back at the normal type, and Rose nodded her greeting, more focused on the baby Pokemon that was making a beeline for the two of us. The fox slid off of my legs and inched forward a little, urging the child to try and make it to her front paws. "It wasn't quite as long of a job as we thought, miss Kangaskhan. What are you doing around here? We don't normally see you and the baby visit the cafe since it's always so busy."

The matron of the local storage outpost stomped over to us, giggling a bit as she watched the baby reach out and press Rose's nose with his tiny arms. The Ninetales gingerly nudged back a few times before looking up at Kangaskhan, who lowered her baskets onto the ground. I leaned forward and peered into them, spotting a few colorful blotches dotting the inside of the woven grasses.

"We were just delivering some fruits to Spinda, you see," Kangaskhan explained, putting a paw on her hip as she took a few deep breaths. With how deep the baskets seemed to be, I couldn't blame her. "Berry-picking time is in full swing, sweeties, and it's looking like Treasure Town's going to need a lot of help again to get everything stocked away."

Rose gasped lightly, eyes widening in shock, and she looked over her shoulder at me, her headfur falling in front of her face. "Oh...! I forgot about the autumn harvest!"

"The what now?" I replied dryly, my mind going blank as I tried to remember what exactly it was that my partner was talking about. It was to no avail, however, and after a second or two of thinking I shook my head. "I don't know what you're talking about."

The Ninetales sat up and turned around fully, her tails wagging back and forth as she nodded sharply to flip her headfur back behind her ears. Kangaskhan took the opportunity to scoop her child back up into her pouch; it grumbled a bit as it found itself no longer near the ground. "The autumn harvest's a Treasure Town tradition, sweetie! You've been here for at least a couple of years now, haven't you?"

That helped the gears start turning, and a mild lump formed in my throat as I thought back to the previous autumn I had spent living in Treasure Town... or rather, the one I had... missed. Rose seemed to catch on quickly, her confused expression swiftly turning melancholy. I instinctively took my partner's front paws into mine, squeezing tightly and looking her in the eye. "I, er... wasn't around last autumn, miss Kangaskhan."

The normal type cocked her head for a moment before flinching a bit from the realization. "O-oh... oh, I'm sorry, sweetie, I'd... forgotten."

I smiled awkwardly as Rose let out a long, wistful sigh, and I landed a quick peck on her forehead before glancing over at the older Pokemon standing next to us. "It's fine. You said something about berry-picking? I thought berries grew pretty fast."

"In mystery dungeons, they do," The storage tent owner remarked, gesturing towards the road leading east to Tiny Town. "But outside, they can take anywhere from weeks to months! And it's around this time when the longest berries that the town cultivates are finally ready to be picked!"

Ah, that made sense. Rose picked up where the older Pokemon had left off, giving me a small smile as she sneezed again. I couldn't tell if she was still cold or if she had just wanted to get my attention. "Right! I helped out back before we joined the Wigglytuff Guild, and I helped last year too. We should go berry-picking together, Bill, it'd be fun!"

"Maybe..." I paused for a moment. Sleeping in and cuddling up were my only plans, and they were good ones, but they weren't long ones. Besides, it was apparently a town tradition, and I was going to be living in town from now on. "Yeah, I think that would be fun."

I got to my feet, helping Rose stand as well, and I dusted my legs off before looking at our companion. She had similarly picked her baskets back up into her claws, preparing to make the hike back towards her home. "Which way are the berry fields, miss Kangaskhan? I've never visited them before, so I'm not sure."

I started as the normal type shook her head vigorously – and stifled a chuckle as I noticed the baby mimicking her movements. Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted Rose's smile grow larger at the sight. "Oh, not today, I'm afraid. The berries I just delivered were today's crop, and besides, you two should be resting! You've just come home from exploring, after all. If you want to help with the harvest, then you should talk to the Kecleon brothers early tomorrow, okay, sweeties?"

"That sounds good. Thank you!" Rose replied, and I nodded in agreement, shooting miss Kangaskhan a thumbs-up with my paw.

"Why don't we all walk back together?" Rose asked, her nine tails wagging up and down as she peered out towards Treasure Town. Her eyes lit up happily as we began the trek to the bluff at the other end. "We've been gone for a few days, so has anything else interesting gone on while we were away?"

"Oh, plenty, Rose, plenty!" Mama Kangaskhan replied, resting her basket-pole on her shoulder. "Just the other day, actually, when the harvest started, the guild decided to come down and help..."

The three of us cheerfully crabbed on as we strolled into Treasure Town, a chilly wind blowing at our backs and a few colorful leaves swirling around at the crossroads.


"Kecleon!" Rose called out quietly, trying to peer into the empty tent as she leaned against the counter. I blearily rubbed the sleep from my eyes, trying my hardest not to nod off while we waited for the pair of Pokemon that the shop was designed after. The fire type stepped back onto the ground and turned towards the small tent behind the shop, cocking her head in mild confusion. "Mister Kecleon, are you there? We wanted to ask you something..."

I glanced at the sparkling sea that sprawled out to the west, tinted a pale peach from the morning glow. My vision focused a little better the longer I watched as the waving water roll calmly towards the shore. "They're probably asleep, Rose. The sun isn't even fully up yet."

"Er, hello?"

Both of us jumped at the noise, and we turned around to look at the two Kecleon standing behind us, the purple brother carrying a couple iron thorns while the green sibling held a bundle of large sticks above his head. The latter let out a heave as he planted his cargo into the dirt, his tail stretching out to its full length from the effort. The older, purple-scaled Kecleon simply nodded and smiled before trundling into the tent with his makeshift gardening tools.

"Hello, Team Returners!" The green lizard said between grunts. I stepped over and took the heavy load into my paws, and the shopkeeper gave me a grateful look. "What brings you here so early in the morning? Here to help with the harvesting duties?"

"That's right!" Rose took a few steps forward, helping me to roll the bundle of sticks over to the side of the tent, and she spoke up once the wood was securely in place. "Bill and I were wondering if we could go out to the berry fields to help pick today. Is that okay?"

The younger Kecleon let out an 'ah' of understanding and rubbed his hands together. The frills on his head seemed to wiggle in anticipation. "Yes, good, good! We were going to take an easy break and watch the shop just now, but since you're here so early, you can take over the job for us instead!"

Before either Rose or I could get another word in, the lizard snapped his head towards the shop and yelled out loud enough that my ears flattened against my head. "Brother! Go get the big baskets!"

"Kecleon, it's barely morning, what are y-you-" I stuttered to an abrupt stop as a loud crash sounded from inside of the Pokemon-shaped tent, and all three of us looked into the heavy tarp with wide eyes. The older brother had been just as startled by his sibling's yelling, and his feet and tail were poking out from within a pile of fallen merchandise – if anyone hadn't been awake before, they certainly had to be awake now. Rose and I sprang into action, quickly going inside and pulling the lizard free. A couple orbs and some satchels of throwing stones rolled down to the floor as the various knick-knacks shifted about.

"Hoo... thank you, Bill, Rose!" The purple Kecleon thanked us before shooting an irritated glare at his kin, angrily lashing his tongue out like a whip as he scolded the other shopkeeper. "Brother! Must you be so loud this morning? Leave the shouting to someone like Loudred!"

The green lizard curled his fists and looked like he was ready to scold his brother right back, but upon seeing his brother's tongue decided to simply bow his head instead. "Sorry, brother."

The two Pokemon quietly grabbed a couple of baskets, the same size as the ones Kangaskhan had been carrying before, and brought them over to me. I picked them up with an easy squat, feeling the rough handle brush against my pawpads, and smiled confidently. "I guess we'll let you take your easy break while we go berry-picking, then?"

"Yes, that, ergh, sounds just fine, Returners!" Both Kecleon muttered in tandem, pushing against the increasingly-unstable landslide (or would it be supply-slide?) in the making. I took a hesitant step back when a large apple fell onto the older brother's head; I didn't want to get stuck in that mess. Neither did Rose, judging from her following my movement. "Bill, Rose, you know the way to the berry fields, right? You two don't need our help to get there?"

"Oh, yeah, I remember from last year. See you later!" Rose nodded hastily, raising her front paw in a short goodbye before turning to me. I looked at her and shrugged, gesturing for her to take the lead. "Okay... follow me, Bill. This way."

The Ninetales turned tail and dashed down the road leading through Treasure Town, and I spun on my heels and pushed into an easy jog after her.


I kicked at a few thick weeds that were sprouting out from underneath the rocks, looking around at the stakes and scattered, unfinished fences that marked the otherwise unmarked path that Rose was taking me on. At first, when we had kept going east at the crossroads, I almost thought she was sneaking out of the town, but I was quickly proven wrong when she ducked north after we passed the watering hole, following what had looked like a dead-end into the forested thicket. "Are you sure this is the way, Rose?"

"I'm positive, Bill," She replied smoothly, nudging at her scarf as she walked alongside me. She poked her head through one of the basket handles, and I let go of the woven container once we were sure it was comfortably hanging from her neck. "Serenity River flows this way into Treasure Town, and that's why the berry fields are through here. Can you hear it?"

I tilted my head slightly, bringing my now-free paw to my ear. It was faint, but the sound of running water did manage to make its way through the branches of the surrounding trees. I blinked, keeping quiet to listen to the noise, and Rose smiled cheerfully as we continued down the trail.

We silently walked through the forest, but soon enough the plants began to thin out somewhat, some stumps appearing amidst the trees and the rough soil giving way to lush, soft patches of colorful flowers. My partner began to walk a little faster, a few bangs of the fire type's headfur falling onto her muzzle as we sped up, and a brief glare of light punctuated our arrival at the fields. I winced, dropping my arm in front of my eyes as the warmth of the sun sank pleasantly into my fur.

"Ahh... everything smells great!" Rose said, taking a deep breath and smacking her lips together. I couldn't help but agree – the sweet scent of ripe, delicious fruit was almost overpoweringly strong, my nose twitching wildly as I took a whiff of the air. I squinted a little and looked out at the rows of carefully-tended shrubs and plants, decorated by colorful shapes, some small, some huge. Once my eyes adjusted to the lack of shade, I walked into the fields with my partner, keeping our baskets right in tow.

"So... where should we start, then?" I asked casually, leaning forward a little as I let out a yawn. I brushed my aura tassels back behind my shoulders as I glanced at my partner, who seemed to be peering around the field for something specific. "Got any ideas, Rose? You're in charge here, I dunno where anything is."

"Hmm..." She grunted under her breath, wiggling her neck a little to make the basket more comfortable. "How about... we start with the bluk berries? C'mon, last year they were just over here..."

The fox trotted down the lines of bushes, wagging tails beckoning me to follow her footsteps. We passed a couple rows before she stopped, raising her head a little and nodding. "Yep, right here! Okay, let's get picking."

Rose slowly entered into the little space between shrubs, curling her tails up to leave me more room to walk, and I stared blankly at the berry bushes for a few moments before sidling along the plants and brushing my paw against the leaves, spotting the lumpy blue fruits growing from the stems. With a slight pinch, I tugged the bluk away from its perch, rolling it around in my palm for a moment before letting it fall into my basket. Even with the bright sunlight out, the berry still blended in with the dark stains inside. I shook my head with a smile and looked for another fruit, finding a few much brighter clusters just close to where the last one had been, perfect for uses other than eating.

As I continued to collect the delicate berries, I looked over at my partner, who was carefully taking the bluks in the edges of her mouth before storing them away. A slight grin twisted its way onto my face at the sight, only to vanish when I received an accidental tail in the face, and I stifled a snort of surprise before returning my focus to the bushes, yanking a few light and dark pawfuls of bluk berries off of the branches.

By the time we had gotten to the end of the bluk bushes, the sun had fully risen over our heads, the sky bright, blue and beautiful. We both exited the loam-lined path, taking a moment to catch our breath and let our baskets thump onto the grass. I caught a glimpse of the inside of the Ninetales' basket, filled a fair portion with plump berries. I glanced from the food to her, and we both shared a pleased smile at our work.

"You look like you found quite a lot," I remarked dryly, the corners of my mouth twitching a little as Rose rolled her eyes good-naturedly at me. Lightly brushing my paw against the edges of my basket, I felt a slight rumble in my stomach as I looked at my heavier load. "How do you think I did?"

"Hm? Well, let me see," Rose said thoughtfully, and I moved back to let her come over and inspect my haul. I folded my arms when she furrowed her brow, quickly scanning over the top layer of the bluk berries, and she stuck her nose in and pulled out one of the brighter blue fruits, tossing it into the foot of the plants with a light flick of her head. I patiently waited for her to explain as she turned to look at me, a sheepish expression on her face. "Bill... did you take every berry off of the bushes?"

I could already sense this was going somewhere embarrassing, and I felt myself awkwardly reach back to fiddle with my aura tassels. "Uh... yeah. Not all of them have to be used as food, right?"

"Oh, Bill...," Rose let out a warm giggle, shaking her head before explaining. "Bluk berries don't have any uses in making medicine. Most of the berries grown here are just for food, so you picked all these unripe ones too early."

I blinked, feeling my cheeks begin to burn as I glanced at the berries in my basket with the new information bouncing in my head. "...oh."

Suddenly, the fox hopped up onto her hind legs and leaned into me, forcing me to dig my heels into the dirt to keep from falling onto my tail. She inched her head over and softly licked my cheek, her paws pressing into my shoulders. "I'm sorry... I should have been helping you, since you've never harvested berries other than the ones in mystery dungeons."

I smiled gently, lowering the fire type back onto the ground before affectionately tousling her headfur. "It's fine, Rose. Let's just root through my stuff and put all the good berries into your basket, and then we can empty out the bad ones and pick something else, okay?"

She smiled happily, licking my other cheek before nodding in agreement, her tails wagging back and forth as if they had a mind of their own. "Alright. But I think you'll have to carry my basket once we're done."

I shrugged. It was a fair trade. "Then let's get started!"


"I... I guess I did go a little overboard."

Rose and I flopped onto our backs, hot and tired as the sun continued to defy us any cool autumn weather. Sorting the berries had taken double the time we'd needed to pick them in the first place, and I craned my neck to stare at the bright, unripened bluks, which we had opted to liberally scatter near the roots of the bushes. Our paws were stained with berry juice, and Rose had unsuccessfully tried to clean herself on her scarf, leaving some obvious blotches on the fabric.

"Now you know at least, right?" The fox replied, red eyes twinkling merrily as she spoke, and I grinned cheekily at her in return. "So, where to now? You choose this time, and I'll help you with whatever we work on next."

I sat up, taking in the sight of all the various plants in the field. The lines of bushes almost seemed to blend together, but the sight of a few oddly-shaped trees near the less-leafy trunks caught my attention, and I gestured in their direction with a stab of my pawspike. "What berries are on those?"

"Mm? Oh, the leppa trees!" Rose answered when she followed my arm, rolling back onto her feet, and I stood up and dusted myself off, grabbing the heavy basket with both paws. The fire type led me over to the edges of the field, where the strange, flowery-shaped leaves hung a couple feet away from the tips of my ears. I let out a quiet sigh at the shade that the branches provided, panting a little bit afterward to cool down.

"So what should I be looking out for with these, Rose?" I asked, bending my knees a few times to stretch out the joints. Rose walked a slow, wide circle around one of the trees, giving it a once-over before we started. This looked much more familiar, the round red fruits reminding me of our occasional jaunts into the Apple Woods. None of them were as big as apples, though – and certainly not as huge as the Perfect Apples a certain guildmaster loved oh-so-much.

"Look for the smaller leppas. These all look ripe, but the smaller ones taste better." Rose nudged my leg for a moment and gave me an encouraging stare. "They're hard-skinned, so just pick them and then drop them, okay? I'll gather them up from down here."

I shot my partner a thumbs-up before loping forward and jumping to grab a heavy twig, fumbling around a little bit to find a proper foothold.


"Ouch!"

My eyes widened at the pained cry, and I stopped pulling on a rather twisted bunch of leppas, poking my head out from the foliage to check on Rose. Her nose was wrinkled and her ears were folded low as she tried her best to pat at her headfur. "What happened?"

"One of the berries you shook out hit my head..." She left off her attempts to soothe her ache to look up at me, shakily nodding a couple times. I spotted the offending berry near her leg. "I'll be a little more careful, don't worry."

I opened my mouth to reply, thinking about hopping out of the third or fourth tree we'd been harvesting to try and help my partner, only to be interrupted by a loud gurgling from my stomach. I stared down at my blunted chestspike, bringing a paw over to gently scratch the fur covering my midsection. Rose simply offered a cheerful laugh, still cringing somewhat despite her lightened mood.

"It has been a few hours since we started, hasn't it?" She yelled up at me, placing a paw on the leppa berry and rolling it behind her. I nodded, finally yanking the fruits I had been trying to get off of the branch and holding the cluster between two pawpads. When the fire type was ready, I tossed them down to her, and she quickly picked them up and dumped them into the basket. "And we've been around all this food all this time, too. No wonder you're getting hungry!"

I spotted another leppa berry just close by, and I plucked it with a firm tug, squeezing the hard flesh for a moment as I took in its tantalizingly-red color. "Y'know, we could technically eat some of these berries. They're gonna be food anyway, right?"

"Oh... I don't know about that," Rose replied hesitantly.

"I didn't expect berry-picking to be quite as much work as it is," I added as I swung my legs and slid off of my seat in the tree, touching down to the soft soil with an almost inaudible noise, the leaves rustling from the movement. I smiled as I stood up to my full height, only to clench my jaws together when something hard bonked me on my nose. "Oof!"

I stumbled a bit, reaching up to rub my muzzle as twinges of pain ran through it, and Rose strode over, letting out a brief, worried gasp. "Oh, Bill! You... you shook a loose leppa out of the tree when you jumped back down."

"Erf... then I guess it won't mind if I nibble on it for its trouble," I quipped dryly, squatting down and scooping the little berry up into my paw. Before Rose could protest, I popped it into my mouth, tearing the little leaves off of the top before crunching greedily into it. My stomach let out another hungry grumble as the flavorful fruit hit my tongue, sweet and tart and other flavors mixing pleasantly, but I tensed up when a different growl sounded out. I looked at Rose, who was just as surprised as I was. "...well, well. I guess I'm not the only one who's a little hungry."

The cream-furred fox put on a mild pout, to which I grinned in amusement and tousled her headfur. She playfully stuck her tongue out, winking before shaking her head towards our filled fruit baskets. "Yeah... I just don't want to eat anything while we're in the middle of picking."

"Well, I think I'm done getting leppas out of the trees for now," I shrugged idly, tapping my toes against the dirt as my tail wagged sharply. The first winds of the day finally made it through the surrounding thicket, gently buffeting us as it swept through the berry fields. "And our baskets are pretty full of fruit. Think we should start heading back to the Kecleon?"

We both walked over to the aforementioned containers, looking into the woven interiors with keen eyes, carefully looking over all of the produce that we had collected. Rose was the first to finish, breaking away from the pile of bluk berries to peer around the field once more. She sucked in a tiny breath and bumped me with her backside, and I did a double-take when I saw her break into a sprint.

"H-hey, wait! Rose, where are you going?" I stuttered out, grabbing both of our baskets and easing into a jog after her. The berries bumped and jostled around with each step, and I tried my best not to let any fly out as I began to catch up to my nine-tailed partner.

"Just follow me!" She called back to me, her voice carrying on the air that rushed past her. "Let's just get one more thing before we head back, okay? I think you'll like it!"


I panted heavily, dragging my feet as Rose and I finally came to a stop at a small patch of well-tended farmland, not a hint of weeds or other problematic plants growing anywhere at the edges of the brown soil. Letting the bluk and leppa berries drop to my ankles, I let my paws rest on my knees, the soft breezes not being as much help as the shade of the leppa trees had been. The Ninetales turned around and walked over to me, poking at my chest with her cold nose, and we took the moment to simply catch our breath. We both had walked what seemed like the length of the whole berry fields, after all.

"So... what is it, haah... that you were wanting to get, Rose?" I wondered aloud, looking closer at the thick plot of dirt, blinking as I noticed a bunch of curly, vine-like stems poking out, covering in leaves and attached to... I felt my jaw drop open slightly as I took in the sight of the biggest berries I had ever seen, pink- and green-striped spheres that sat regally on the ground.

Rose chuckled at my dumbfounded expression. "Do these look familiar at all, Bill?"

Her question jolted me back to reality, and I furrowed my brow in thought, trying to put a name to the enormous fruits. I was sure I'd never seen them before – I would have remembered seeing fruits the size of these very easily. "Hmm... er... no, not really."

My partner blinked in surprise at my answer, lightly patting at the dirt with her paw. "Huh... have you never seen these before? I was sure you'd have known them by heart."

I shook my head, my mind still not putting the puzzle together. Rose looked slightly crestfallen, but shook her disappointment off quickly enough, a cheerful smile returning to her face. "Well then... do you think you could help me pick one of these watmel berries to bring back to Treasure Town?"

As soon as she spoke the name my eyes grew as wide as saucers, and I unashamedly licked my lips as my mouth began to water at the thought of watmel poffins; I could taste the sheer sweetness already. I gently tiptoed over to one of the gargantuan plants, Rose following just behind me as I closely studied it. "So... so this is a watmel berry!? It's huge!"

"Yup! Watmel berries are always really big like this," The fox said, moving across from me and gently placing her front paws atop the round fruit, her tails betraying her excitement as they started to wag faster. "That's why they take a long time to grow... and I've heard they're hard to harvest, too."

I hummed low, gently rolling the watmel back and forth to get a feel for it. The berry was certainly heavy, but its skin was softer than the leppas were, and I lightly flicked at its stem with my pawspike, watching it bend somewhat from the impact.

Then her last few words registered, and I glanced at her. "Wait, you haven't harvested watmel berries before?"

Rose shook her head shyly, wiping her face a bit on her scarf in embarrassment. I reached over and tousled her headfur affectionately, earning a pleased purr from the fox in the process, which made me smile. "No, I haven't... as a Vulpix, they were always too heavy for me to really help with. I always worked with the other berry bushes instead."

"It's fine," I reassured her with an easy wave of my arm, leaning forward and pressing my nose against hers for a moment. Just as quickly, I slumped backwards onto my tail, moving my aura tassels back behind my neck. "We'll just have to wing it and figure it out for ourselves. It shouldn't be too difficult for us, right?"

My partner nodded, hopping down from the berry and tilting her head in thought. I got to my feet and tapped the fruit a few times, my ear flicking reflexively at the hollow noise that came from within. I traced a line down the colorful watmel until I got to the stem, which trailed a fair ways across the patch and into the loamy soil; the ball of fruit had a healthy sheen under the light of the midday sun. I grasped the green vine and pulled hard with both paws, frowning when it didn't give way in the slightest. Rose's nose poked its way next to my pawspikes, biting down alongside me, and she looked over at me with a bright, encouraging smile.

"Rehhy?" She asked between clenched teeth, and I reaffirmed my grip before shortly giving her a short nod. "Ohey. Wuh, uuh, hee!"

We grunted loudly as the two of us started to tug as strongly as we could, the tough stem only shaking some of the looser clods of mud off of its little leaves from our effort. I took a step backwards, standing up straighter as I shifted my weight to my heels and continued to try and uproot the great plant, with little success. After a few solid minutes of pulling, we left off, Rose coughing and spitting out bits of green gunk, her teeth having scraped down the stem a short ways.

"Hah... haaah... no wonder the Kecleon don't like trying to get these," Rose panted, her tongue lolling out of her muzzle as she ran her lips across her jaw. I pinched the tip of her scarf and brought it up, helping to clean her up. The Ninetales glanced gratefully over at me, both of us resting comfortably in the sun-warmed soil. "Do you have any ideas, Bill?"

I shook my head. "No, not really... well, let's try pulling at the root one more time, and let me hold onto the berry itself when we do so. Maybe tearing the stem off will work better?"

Rose looked up at the sky in thought, lightly drawing a line in the dirt with her paw, her headfur ruffling slightly as another breeze swept through the field. A second or two later, she briefly hummed in agreement, bowing her head and readying her jaw near the stem – albeit shifting her position to the base of the stem, away from the torn part that she had been biting on previously. I chuckled inwardly... though I could also hardly blame her. "Maybe that'll work... okay. Let's do it!"

I skipped back behind the great berry ball and wrapped my arms around the soft rind, both limbs reaching just more than halfway across the watmel. I swallowed hungrily, though it did nothing to deter my watering mouth; this really was the biggest berry I think I'd ever seen. Rose spied me out of the corner of her eye, and I locked my gaze with hers, shooting her a confident grin and a thumbs-up to tell her I was ready.

We both yanked fiercely on the striped fruit, watching the dirt shift again near the other end of the stem. The leaves that covered the winding vine started, just started, to reveal tiny hairs that were likely seeing the light of day for the first time. Rose growled in the back of her throat, her jaws moving back and forth slightly as she tried to keep from losing her grip on our prize.

Finally, I felt the watmel berry begin to move more loosely against my fur, and I felt my heart begin to pound in excitement as I took a step away with the fruit still in my arms. "Rose, keep pulling! I think we're finally starting to uproot it!"

"Uh? Uh, weh!" The fox grunted her response, a couple strands of her headfur falling in front of her ears as she moved with me.

"Just a little more... we've almost got it," I muttered under my breath, tapping my chin against the berry. "Rose, what did you say? I couldn't understand you!"

"Uuh, uhh-uhh! Ah ehh weeeeh-!"

The balance of weight abruptly shifted, and I found myself quickly stumbling backwards as the watmel berry was freed from the patch of dirt it had sat in. My eyes shot wide open and I let out a garbled yelp of surprise as I tumbled over, holding the sweet fruit tightly to keep it from rolling away. Some ways away, I could hear Rose let out a 'blech' and start to spit again. "I said to wait... are you okay, Bill?"

"Yeah..." I grunted, leaning forward a little as I attempted to sit up. I tensed up when I felt something wet dampening my fur, and I stared slowly down at my chest. "But I'm not sure the watmel was so lucky."

The Ninetales gasped lightly at that, glancing at our two other baskets of crops to make sure they were okay before jogging over to me, concern evident in her face. She peered at my chest and balked, noticing its wetness, then turned her head towards our ball of fruit. "Oh..."

A round bruise was forming right in front of our eyes on the otherwise green- and pink-striped surface of the berry, juice leaking profusely from the shallow wound. I brought my paw away to dab at the fur on my chest and belly – I'd held the watmel so tightly that my chestspike, blunted as it was, had bumped hard against the soft rind.

Rose let out a disappointed hum. "I accidentally bit through the stem, Bill. We probably should have just... had you use your metal claws to cut the stem in the first place."

I grabbed the fur at the base of my chestspike and squeezed, tentatively touching my pawpads to my tongue afterward. The oh-so-sweet juice of the fruit sent a tingle down my spine, and I started to chuckle at our blunder, reaching over to pull Rose into a hug. She yipped as I embraced her, but soon began to giggle alongside me, her tails curling comfortably around my back. As she nestled her head in the crook of my neck, I let the watmel berry gently drop to the side of my leg, the dry grass crinkling at its touch.

"I guess I'm not quite used to what I can do as a Lucario, either," I started to say, grinning at my partner as she began to purr again. I stroked her headfur out of her face, from between her ears down to the small of her back. "But now I guess we both learned something, didn't we?"

The fire type barked out a louder laugh, interrupting her purr. "Yeah, I guess we did. Now we know what to do next year!"

Next year... my partner scooted off of my lap somewhat to look me in the eye, as if to ask me if there was going to be a next year, right? I felt a goofy smile worm onto my muzzle as I gingerly nodded, opening my mouth to speak-

RRRRUMMMMBBBLE.

We both stared at each others' stomachs. Rose was the first one to break the short silence, snorting in embarrassment and amusement. "...maybe we should get these berries back to the Kecleon brothers."

"Y-yeah... heh," I chuckled, getting to my feet and retrieving the watmel berry.


Explorers passed to and fro on the dirt road that cut through Treasure Town, small groups of Pokemon huddling around the various tents that dotted the western end of the settlement. A green-scaled Kecleon spoke quietly with a Chesnaught who was squatting down to look at the items they had stocked for the day. "Is that Delphox over there your friend, sir? Perhaps you should bring along some rawst ointment, in case of-"

"Hey, Kecleon! We're back from berry-picking."

The shopkeeper, grimacing at being cut off, turned to look at the owner of the voice who'd called his name. He softened his expression at first, but upon seeing the large, green-and-pink berry that nearly barreled him over, he lashed his tongue out in shock and danced away. The Chesnaught hid a snicker behind his large arms. "W-what!?"

"Not what, watmel. And some bluk and leppa berries, too," I quipped airily, placing both baskets near the end of his counter. Glancing at his older brother, I gave a friendly wave.

Rose continued where I had left off, her tails wagging merrily as both brothers immediately grabbed the two loads of fresh fruit and brought them further into their tent. "Though, um, the watmel is leaking. We weren't sure how to pick it."

"Leaking? Oh dear... hrm," The older Pokemon grumbled in thought, toddling over to the watmel in question and looking it over. "We usually don't collect the watmel berries until the very end of the harvest, Team Returners. I'm not sure what to do with this right now."

"Er, well," I began, sheepishly scratching at my neck, feeling my aura tassels bump against my pawspike. "We were out in the fields for a while, and I had a thought..."


I dug hungrily into the thick slice of fruit, juice dribbling down my chin and onto my knees as the wind blew past my ears, the flag just outside of Sharpedo Bluff waving from the breeze. Rose dabbed her mouth daintily on her scarf before putting her paw down and taking another mouthful of her own portion of berry, chewing a few times and swallowing, letting out a refreshed sigh as she did so. "This is great! This is just the kind of lunch we needed."

"I didn't think they'd be so receptive to letting us have the berry all for ourselves, though..." I murmured quietly, gnawing on the empty rind before setting it on a small pile of eaten slices behind me. I clapped my paws together before grabbing another piece. "Never had raw watmel before."

"I still think I like yache better, but these are really nice," My partner replied, slurping the end of her sentence as she licked her lips. I grinned into my food, and she turned to look at me, smiling brightly.

"And it's big enough that we'll probably have plenty to eat for the next few days, too." I stared out at the sea, waves crashing against the rocks at the base of the cliff. We'd stored our watmel berry – or the other half of it, now that I'd cut it down to size – safely near the wellspring inside of our home. I leaned back, the cool wind, warm sun and delicious food lulling me into a contented state. "This was fun, Rose. I'd be happy to do this again next year."

"Yeah... I had fun too, Bill," She replied warmly, her smiling widening as she leaned over and softly licked my cheek. She blinked in surprise, recoiling slightly. "Hehe, you've got watmel juice all over your face."

I shrugged nonchalantly, gulping down the last big bite of berry before leaning over to her and licking her cheek right back. I recoiled as well, grinning with my tongue still poking out of my muzzle. "So do you."

She giggled and scooted closer to me, resting her head on my shoulder, her tails tangling themselves up with mine. I smiled softly, affectionately letting my arm rest on her back as we simply sat in silence, the wind at our backs and a pleasant fullness in our bellies.


A/N: Consider this an apology-of-sorts for my recent inactivity on both Beyond the Sky and To Live. Things went on in August that pretty badly stifled my creative spark, and after a few months of laying fallow I think I'm finally starting to get my groove well and truly back. I'm doing an RP blog elsewhere for Pokemon XY, so that may take up a fair amount of my time at the moment, but I should be getting on track with my other work here soon enough.






Sick

Summary: When an explorer comes down with an illness, her three teammates decide to help her recover. It's a lot easier when one of your friends can't get sick. A Mystery Dungeon-based slice-of-life oneshot, based off of a tried-and-true writing prompt.


The sky was grey and murky as rain pelted down onto the cliffs below, droplets splattering harmlessly against the teeth of Sharpedo Bluff as the storm's winds sent the water flying this way and that. My partner lay prone on a pile of dry grass, warming herself by the small fire that burned in the middle of the room, and I walked over to her, her blue scarf pinched between my pawpads after dipping it in the nearby wellspring. As I dabbed at Rose's face and forehead, the storm grew stronger, and both the Ninetales and I peered out towards the open ocean, which was hidden by an increasing fog. I smiled, wringing out the makeshift washcloth across from the fox.

"Good day for us to stay inside, huh?" I remarked, loosely throwing the scarf over my shoulder and sitting down next to my partner. Rose weakly lifted her head to give me a slight look, sniffling as she did, and I reached over to tousle her headfur affectionately.

"At least it means we won't miss anything while I'm sick," The fire type replied with a croak, red eyes glazing over as she let out a heavy sigh, listlessly twiddling her front paws. "I hope Cyan and Erin aren't trying to come back home in this weather..."

I nodded, pushing my aura tassels back behind my shoulders. "As long as they were able to get some lum berries for your medicine, it'll be just fine. Maybe Erin can try and mix them up before she gets back! That'll save us all some time."

"Why didn't you go with them, Bill? I'd have been fine on my own today-" Rose's statement was punctuated by a harsh series of coughs, letting her neck fall as her muscles tensed. I quickly moved around to massage the fox's throat, and a few minutes passed before she continued. "Mmhrrk... I can understand sending Erin, since she gets sick easily... but I don't want you to catch whatever I have either."

A wry smile wriggled its way onto my muzzle, and I rubbed my pawspike gently behind one of her ears. "Can't. Steel type, remember?"

My partner blinked before pouting cutely, mumbling something incoherent; I chuckled, standing up and ambling over to the spring again. Orange firelight twitched back and forth against the wall of the bluff as another gust of stormy wind whistled through, and I furrowed my brow, thinking hard as I dunked my paws. "Is there anything else you want me to do, Rose? Stoke the fire more, maybe try and roast some apples?"

"Nchoo!" She half-blurted, half-sneezed, shaking her head as best she could in response. Her tails waved ever-so-slightly in the breeze, and I looked over my shoulder, watching as the Ninetales wiped her nose on a clump of dry grass. "No... thank you. Blech... I wouldn't be able to taste an apple anyway."

I rolled my eyes jokingly before returning to my partner's side, picking up her makeshift tissue and tossing it into the fire, shrinking back quickly as the embers greedily caught the hay and flared up a bit from the extra fuel. Both Rose and I flinched as a flash of light pierced through the clouds, followed seconds later by a low rumbling. The pitter-patter of the raindrops grew heavier, and the sound of the waves below grew louder as they crashed up against the base of the cliffside. The Ninetales yawned.

"Tired?" I asked. She nodded, and I tucked her scarf between her paws, smiling at the fox. "Go ahead and rest. I'll keep an ear out for Cyan and Erin, maybe read a book in the meantime or something."

"Thanks... Bill..." She replied quietly, holding the still-damp fabric close, and her tails softly curled up close, one of them attempting to wrap itself around my own.

Soon enough, she had fallen asleep, her gentle breathing difficult to hear above the din of the storm outside. Glancing one more time at Rose, I walked over to the wall and pushed away the hanging vines, stepping down into the small burrow hidden behind them. It was dark, but cool, with stored foodstuffs on one end and paper-covered shelves on the other. I walked over to the barrels that were stored in the corner, stifling a sneeze as some dust motes floated up from the wooden planks. Lifting the top off, I reached inside and pulled out a gummi, nibbling the end of it.

I cringed and stared at the candy, letting the half-eaten, sharp-tasting bite rest on the tip of my tongue. It was bright green: wepear flavored. Wonderful.

Taking a deep, annoyed breath, I popped the rest of it into my mouth and turned around, thoughtfully scanning over the rough bark bindings and crusty old newspapers. Another thunderclap rolled in from the sea; snatching a tome at random, I shook my head and went back outside, plopping down at a safe distance from the fire and settling in.


"Mmmmgh. Hmmff."

My partner's mumbling brought me back to my senses, images of the Volcanic Island fading to the back of my mind as I lifted my head up from the pages. My ears no longer blocked out the rain and crackling fire, and out of the corner of my eyes I glimpsed Rose, who was starting to stir. Gently, I slapped the book shut and slid it over to the edge of the wellspring, then rolled onto my knees, crouching close to the cream-furred fox.

"Rose?" I dropped my voice to a whisper, wondering if she would end up lulling herself back to sleep for some more much-needed rest. However, it wasn't to be, and I stumbled onto my tiptoes as she straightened out, nearly kicking my arms as she stretched her limbs. I shook my head, aura tassels bumping against themselves.

"Goo mornn," She said groggily, letting herself relax again as she fully returned to consciousness.

"Good afternoon," I corrected with a grin, crawling over and lifting her head into my lap. The fox's ears twitched at the sensation, leaving me free to give them a playful poke. "Feeling any better?"

Rose fidgeted a little, trying to get a better look at me, and I leaned forward and stared down at her, giving a short wave to get her attention. After a few seconds, she rested again, letting out a long, quiet hum. "I'm feeling... I'm feeling hungry."

I followed the fire type's gaze as she stared at the fur on her belly, and I shrugged in response, catching a split-second peek at the storm through the jaws of the bluff before looking back to her. "Doesn't look like the storm's gonna let up anytime soon. You want me to try and whip something up for you now?"

"You don't need to cook anything," She replied, coughing slightly when she finished. Inwardly, I sighed in relief; she didn't sound nearly as hoarse anymore. "I wouldn't mind having a plain oran berry."

I eased the fox down to the ground before hopping to my feet and ducking into the storeroom again. A boom of thunder sounded outside, and I grabbed an armful of sticks and fruits, fur bristling as they pressed against my chestspike. My partner sniffled when she saw what I carried, and I sent her a confident wink. "Just one oran won't be enough to fill you up. I can roast some of these while you munch on one, okay?"

A worried glint appeared in her eye, and she raised her head to speak, but an abrupt gurgling from her stomach stole whatever words had been on her mind. I sat down next to her, her headfur brushing up against my side. "Oh... alright. Just don't burn yourself, okay, Bill?"

"If I do, I'll just go outside," I quipped dryly as I alternated sticking sliced apples and a few orans onto their skewers. Hefting one of the fruit kebabs above the burning logs, I took one of the leftover berries into my free paw, holding it out for Rose to bite down on. "Here. Aah."

"Uh?" She blinked, confused.

I grinned again. "No, aah."

That time she understood, coughing once before lifting her neck and opening her jaws wide, and I popped the oran into her mouth, smiling in amusement. The blue berry vanished almost instantly, my partner's head dropping back to the stone floor as she chewed ravenously. A satisfied sigh escaped her muzzle, no doubt from the fruit juices soothing her sore throat, and soon enough she had finished the tasty snack, smacking her lips together once or twice before practically shoving her face into her scarf.

I couldn't help but laugh at the silly display, though my laugh morphed into a yelp of surprise when the fire spattered loudly, prompting Rose to chuckle at me as I scooted backwards a short distance. The sound of her voice, hard to hear as it was, helped me relax again, and I let my grip on the kebab slacken.

"That's probably not done yet," She said, gesturing towards the stick with her nose. "If you keep it close, it should just take another minute or two."

"You sure?" I asked hesitantly, looking to the fire and then back to the fox. She nodded reassuringly, then sneezed lightly. Sighing, I forced myself to return to my spot, passing the skewer to my other paw and holding it over the heat again. "Hmph... it's always so much easier to deal with when you're out exploring in the wilderness."

"That's because... I'm normally the one who's working with fire," Came my partner's reply, the dry grass rustling underneath her as she shuffled around. For the first time that day, the rain seemed to slow down a lot, with nary a flash of lightning nor a boom of thunder to make up for it. Maybe Cyan and Erin would be able to make it back from Treasure Town now...

A trickle of piping hot apple juice ran down onto my pawpad, and I hissed, recoiling in shock and nearly dropping the fruit-laden stick into the ashes. Rose glanced sharply at me, and, to my surprise, rolled over and onto her feet, her brow furrowed as she pushed through the slight dizziness. Laying the clearly cooked kebab down next to me, I stuck my tongue out and lapped up the offending drip, extinguishing most of the pain instantly.

"Your lunch is ready," I stated matter-of-factly, waving my wrist around a couple times.

She said nothing, shakily standing up and stepping over the skewer, ignoring her food in favor of nudging my paw with her nose. The Ninetales smiled, sticking her own tongue out and affectionately licking the singed dot of fur. I felt my face flush, and watched as she abruptly plopped back on the pile of hay, having used up what little strength her nap had helped her recover. I smiled back and cupped Rose's chin in my palm, returning the gesture by giving her cheek a loving nuzzle. I wondered if she was blushing too.

"I guess that's one nice thing since you can't get sick..." She said softly, nose just barely bumping one of my aura tassels as she spoke. "We still get to do this without having to worry about... ab-"

The fire type let out a mighty sneeze, her lower jaw colliding with my shoulder, and leaving a decidedly unpleasant wetness where she had been before. She realized it immediately, sitting straight up and staring at me with eyes as wide as saucers - if she hadn't been blushing before, she almost certainly was now, and not for the same reason. I took a deep breath and exhaled to hide my laughter.

"Maybe we can continue later," I replied, grinning slyly at the Ninetales as I picked up the fruit kebab, placing it in front of her paws as I hopped onto my feet. "But I'm going to go wash off. You should eat up before that gets cold."

Her embarrassed expression was quickly washed away by cheerfulness, and she smiled and nodded at me warmly. "Alright. Thanks, Bill!"

I gazed at her for a moment longer, then walked towards the wellspring, only stopping to fluff one of her tails before she started to eat. I leaned against the edge of the pool, shivering slightly as the cool, fresh water splashed onto my fire-warmed arm.

"Hmm..." Rose grunted, and my ears perked up. "I, um... I think I might have been wrong, Bill."

I furrowed my brow in confusion. "What's that mean?"

"The fruit's really soft. I think we overcooked it."

I rolled my eyes; just my luck. "Oh."

"It still tastes good, though!" Her words were muffled from having food in her mouth. "Are you going to make the other ones?"

"Eh, I dunno," I said with a shrug, turning on my heels and glancing out to the open ocean, quirking an eyebrow upward when I noticed a bright beam of sunlight piercing through the seemingly impenetrable cloud cover. Mist still rolled up from the sea below, but the rain itself had completely stopped, with only a few that still clung to the stalactites hanging from the roof of the bluff's mouth. Even the light from the fire was starting to wane, most of the kindling reduced to a pile of orange-speckled ashes.

A comfortable silence fell over the both of us, and I went back to Rose's pile of dry grass, looking at its occupant, her nine tails gently waving back and forth behind her. Kicking back, I lay down against the sandstone and relaxed, casually propping my head up with my paws. Rose glanced at me for a moment, swallowing a bite of berry, then coughing shortly in her throat. She ducked to her side, pressing her nose into her scarf to stifle a second, and shook her head wearily. She was tired of being sick, and I knew she had every right to be.

Wordlessly, I reached out with one paw and pinched a stray strand of headfur that had fallen in front of the fire type's face, tucking it safely behind her ear. Her gaze softened into a grateful expression, and she bit down onto the finished skewer, putting it next to the book I had been reading earlier before flopping onto her side again. I watched as she wriggled closer and let her head rest easily on my chestspike, feeling her breath hit the fur surrounding the edges of the blunted metal. Letting my arm fall to Rose's side, gingerly rubbing her belly, the Ninetales drifted to sleep again, trapping me where I was for however long she chose to nap.

There was a sound of stone and dirt scraping against wood, and Erin's bubbly voice came down the staircase. "Heyheyhey, we're baaaack you twooooo!"

"Just get inside, Erin, or I'm goin' t'drop th'trapdoor on your head!" I heard Cyan snap back at the Mienshao. She responded by sticking her tongue out at the Samurott and blowing loudly.

I let out a droll sigh, pulled my other paw out from under my head, held it in front of my muzzle, stared at the bottom of the steps, and prepared to shush the two young explorers as soon as they saw me.






Lazy Evening

Summary: Two explorers, with some time on their hands and nothing planned, do what they do best. A short, Mystery Dungeon-themed oneshot.


Patches of flowers tickled at my ankles as I reached the end of the trail, the dirt road giving way to a pointed, rocky outcropping, coastal breezes blowing in from the western sea and rippling the flag that stood at the end of the cliff. A few loose petals caught a sudden updraft and were blown into me, and I blinked in surprise, carefully brushing a paw across my chest and watching the thin, colorful plants swirl around, then drift downwards towards the water below. The setting sun cast countless sparkles across the horizon, and I brought an arm up to shield my eyes from the blinding orange light, feeling the groceries shift around on my back, my aura tassels bumping against the leather. Kneeling down, I reached out and grabbed the knob of a trapdoor, pulling it upwards.

"Rose, I'm back!" I called out, taking a step onto the small staircase and letting the door fall shut above my head, the comfy grass giving way to dusty stone as I descended into Sharpedo Bluff. I poked my head out into the doorway, smiling and walking fully into the open room when I spotted a cream-furred fox resting in the middle of the room, her attention torn away from the open book that lay between her front paws.

"Oh, Bill! I thought you might be home soon." Her red eyes softened when I waved at her, nine fluffy tails starting to gently wag up and down, and I walked over to the campfire that crackled nearby, letting the treasure bag slip to the ground. "Was it busy in town? I can't believe it's already almost time for the harvest again..."

"Nah, it was actually pretty quiet over there. The Kecleon haven't had their stock picked over much yet, either," I replied with a shake of my head, sitting down next to the Ninetales. Opening the flap of the treasure bag, I reached inside, digging through the various fruits and vegetables resting within, winking cheekily at my partner in the meantime. "But, more importantly... I got a surprise for you while I was there."

I couldn't help but grin when I saw Rose's ears perk up, and the fire type tilted her head slightly, a soft, happy smile quickly worming its way onto her muzzle. She bashfully ducked her head away, raising a paw to brush at her face, but she gasped quietly when she accidentally closed her book in the process, the bark. "What? Oh- oops!"

My smile faded slightly as she nudged the book open again, and I sheepishly looked back at our groceries, narrowing my eyes as I searched harder for the surprise in question, pushing back the apples and cheris, tamatos and potatoes. Finally, there was a flash of dark teal among the warmer colors, and I snatched it up, drawing the paw-sized berry out into the open air. Rose, who had been leafing through the pages, glanced at me, and her jaw dropped in surprise when I offered her the fruit.

"They had yache berries!?" She exclaimed, pouncing forward and taking the hard berry into her mouth, sinking her teeth into it with a satisfying crunching noise. As she gleefully chomped away at the treat, I leaned sideways and rescued her book, sliding it over to the treasure bag. Rose audibly gulped down her first bite of her snack, and a refreshed sigh escaped her afterward. "Aaah... this is really wonderful... thank you so much, Bill."

At first, I said nothing, simply tousling my partner's headfur in response, a few strands falling in front of her eyes, and she gently shook her head, sending the ponytail back between her ears. I moved my paw down to scratch her cheek, and she nuzzled into my wrist for a moment, her cold, wet nose sending a tingle through my nerves. "I only got one, though, and it was pretty expensive. Once Cyan and Erin get back from their escort work tomorrow, we should look over our money again and see how often we can treat ourselves."

Rose let out an 'mmhm' of agreement, her gaze drifting over to her book as I pulled my arm back, and I scooped up the bark-bound tome, holding it tightly in one paw while closing up the treasure bag with the other. Pushing the groceries away with a kick of my legs, I scooted closer to Rose, tensing up ever-so-slightly, then relaxing just as quickly, when the fox's nine tails lightly pressed into my back. I leaned into the soft, fluffy fur, feeling myself sliding further and further down onto the floor until I was almost lying flat on the bed of hay.

"So, we've got the whole evening to ourselves..." I began, speaking slowly. "Anything in particular you want to do? Stargazing up top? Maybe go to the beach and see if the Krabby are blowing bubbles?"

One of the fire type's ears flicked slightly as she sent me a shy look, her voice completely devoid of subtext. "...could we just cuddle tonight?"

I paused at that, stopping just short of bringing my arms back behind my head, the tips of my pawpads just barely grazing my aura tassels, and after a few short seconds of thought, I smiled and nodded, patting my midriff with the bark book. Rose's face brightened, and she took her snack into her jaws, got to her feet, stepped in front of me, and then pushed, flopping onto me and nestling her head in the crook of my neck. The fox wiggled a little bit, her own fur tangling and tickling mine, and I shivered at the sensation, wrapping my arms around her belly and affectionately squeezing. Opening my partner's book, I aimlessly flipped through the pages.

"Do you remember where you were before?" I asked, as the Ninetales idly chewed on the shell of the yache berry.

"Mm-mm." Rose shook her head, then swallowed her foot. Before she responded, she wrapped her tails over our bodies like a blanket. "We can just start reading from the beginning again. I don't mind."

I promptly closed the book, then peeled away the front cover yet again, looking at the title on the first page, scribbled with far too much of a flourish than it probably needed. With a brief, stifled cough to clear my throat, I took a deep breath, then spoke. "Studies of Human Civilization, by the Chronicler..."






Ice Skating

Summary: A group of explorers head out on a lazy winter day to have some fun at a frozen river. A winter-themed Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot.


Layers upon layers of thick snow blanketed the usually grassy banks of Serenity River, small piles of the slush sitting here and there, having fallen from the branches they had perched on when the trees couldn't support their weight any longer. I took a deep breath of the chilly air and looked up at the cloudless sky, closing my eyes and exhaling, my aura tassels bouncing against the treasure bag with every noisy, marching step I took. An abrupt glare, cast by the frozen streams of water that caught the light, flashed in the corner of my vision, and I folded my arms and shivered.

A series of shorter crunches caught my flicking ear, and I perked up, glancing over my shoulder and watching as a cream-furred fox loped to my side, ducking away momentarily to wipe her nose on the blue scarf tied around her neck. Within seconds, a pleasant heat washed over me, like sinking into a hot spring, and I sighed, shoulders slumping and muscles relaxing. My partner's red eyes lit up as she looked back up at me with a kind smile, though her nine fluffy tails, curling and uncurling, betrayed her enthusiasm.

"Thanks, Rose," I started gratefully, reaching over to the Ninetales and affectionately tousling her headfur. The fire type Pokemon blew a few stray strands out of her face afterward, and I let my gaze wander around the riverbank again, grinning cheekily. "Seems like Blizzard Island came to us for the winter this year. If you weren't so hot, I'd probably be a Lucario-sicle right about now, heh."

"Hehe, maybe," Rose chuckled bashfully as she replied, her expression turning concerned when she looked back the way she came. I slowed my pace a bit, waiting patiently for my partner to continue. "Erin really seems like she's right at home, but I'm a little worried about Cyan. Do you think he'll be able to stay warm enough like... like that?"

I glanced over my shoulder at the blue, armored sea lion and the wiry pink mink that were following behind us. The giggling Mienshao – her fur sleeves tied up and her belt pouch at her side – frolicked rambunctiously through the snowfield, kicking dead branches and twigs up, packing snowballs together with practiced ease before sending them into the air. The Samurott, on the other hand, simply stomped along, a bunch of woolen scarves wrapped around his neck, his arms, his legs; one was even tied up in a neat, cute bow on his helmet's horn. One of Erin's haphazard snowballs plummeted onto Cyan's nose, prompting him to sneeze, then to clean his face, giving his friend a grumpy glare when she skipped over to see if he was okay.

"He looks like he's doing just fine to me," I answered, turning back and dodging out of the way of an incoming tree. Rose cocked her head in thought as I sidled around the barren trunk to catch up with her, and I peered at the river ahead, the ice curving up and over a short distance away. "So how far off is this place that Spinda heard about again? If we reach the Waterfall Cave, we've gone too far, right?"

"Mmhm!" The Ninetales nodded in affirmation, casually jogging past me to lead the way. "It's one of the pools that the river runs through, it's one of the parts of the mystery dungeon that doesn't change. And it should be... oh! Never mind, we're already here!"

Rose quickly galloped up the hill, kicking up puffs of snow in her wake, and I pushed off into a run, sharply whistling to grab Cyan and Erin's attention before we got too far ahead of them. I glanced around to make sure the two younger explorers picked up their pace, and when a stray snowball winged over my head, I shook my head and chuckled dryly. Once I reached my partner at the top of the slope, I hunched over and took a heavy gulp of air, standing up and staring out when I heard our teammates catch up, Erin gasping loudly at the sight ahead.

A large and somewhat-round sheet of flat, clear ice spread out before us, bordered by patches of brown reeds, the river trailing off on the opposite side of the frozen pool and snaking its way into what would normally have been an overgrown bunch of bushes. The smooth surface sparkled brilliantly in the afternoon sun, looking completely untouched, not by any explorers, nor by any wild Pokemon that might have been skulking about. It was an utterly pristine work of nature, and a calm silence reigned supreme.

Then Erin leaped into the air and let out an exuberant cheer. My ears flattened against my skull as the fighting type screamed, her whiskers bouncing as she hopped in place, unable to contain her boundless energy any longer. "Yaaaaaaaaaah! Oh my gosh, I can't believe it, I didn't know this was here at all! Can I go out right now, Rose, pleeeeease?"

Everyone looked expectantly at the cream-furred fox, who shrank back a little, but nodded all the same, smiling modestly. "Of course you can-"

The Mienshao needed no more encouragement, becoming a pink blur as she immediately bolted for the pool as fast as she could, leaving behind a trail of trampled slush. Cyan coughed, drawing a seamitar and smoothing out the snow, and I saw Rose smiling brightly, her tails wagging back and forth. "I'm going to go ahead and assume that's what you were hoping for."

Rose scooted over and nuzzled my paw, contentedly watching as the Mienshao leaped out towards the ice and slid across the water. "I know Erin likes playing on the ice whenever we visit Blizzard Island for work, and the beach back in town isn't frozen... when Spinda mentioned the river had frozen, I thought it would be fun to check it out."

"Well, she looks happy enough t'me," Cyan chimed in gruffly, and Rose and I both looked over at the Samurott, who had stuck his sword in the ground, untying the scarf on his helmet and wrapping it around his neck, right on top of the one that was already there. He stroked his mustache – combing out a few bits of snow that had secretly gotten stuck in the bushy hairs – and when he noticed us, he grunted. "What're we doin' standin' 'round here? C'mon, let's go before she goes an' hurts herself or somethin'."

"Hey now, she's more careful than that," I said smoothly, lightly patting the sea lion's arm, then shooting him a goofy, sympathetic smile. "You sure you're not just unhappy about how cold it is? I'm sure Erin would love to show us some ice tricks."

"Hah, what kinda ice tricks are y'talking about? There's nothin' t'do on th'ice except walk around an' crash on it!" The water type brusquely replied – ignoring my question, I thought wryly – and he grabbed his seamitar, wiping it once against his other arm's scarf before returning it to its scabbard. As the younger explorer stomped forward, I glanced at Rose, who was frowning slightly at Cyan's behavior, and shrugged idly, giving the back of her ear a reassuring scratch as we walked towards the pool as well.

Erin wildly waved her arms at us when Cyan pushed back the reeds, shaking his head sideways, gesturing at Rose and I to go first, and my partner smiled, nodding in thanks before carefully stepping out onto the slippery pond, digging her claws into the ice to steady herself. I stayed hot on the fox's heels, gritting my teeth the moment my pawpads touched the ground, the frigid chill sending a shock through my nerves. I bowed my head and concentrated, my aura tassels hovering slightly as I tried to focus my energy onto my ankles.

In the midst of my tension, something fuzzy lightly grazed my leg. I stole a quick glimpse of the orange-tipped appendage that nudged hurriedly at my ankles, but a split-second later, I was unceremoniously shoved away. A yelp escaped my muzzle as I started to tumble over, throwing my arms out to break my fall, but Rose thought fast, her nine cushy tails suddenly filling my vision. She caught me just before I smacked into the pool, and I found myself laying face-first in the fire type's silky fur as I tried to get my bearings back.

"O-oops! Sorry, Bill!" I heard Erin say, and after a few moments, I eased myself onto my feet, dusting myself off and resting my arms on my blunted chestspike before turning to look at the Mienshao. The pink mink sheepishly tapped her tiptoes against the ice, holding a confused-looking Cyan's wrist in both paws, having paused in her efforts to drag him out onto the pond. "Are you okay? Oh, should I get out some oran medicine?"

"Nah, I'm fine," I replied, waving dismissively at the young Pokemon before she could upend the contents of her belt pouch. Rose padded up next to me, and I felt one of her tails wrap around mine, helping to keep me balanced; the corners of my mouth twitched into a smile, and I placed a paw on my partner's back in return. "Just trying to get used to the cold, that's all."

"Oh, okay then!" Erin rocked back and forth on her heels, cheering up in the blink of an eye, and she returned her attention to Cyan, who had almost managed to free himself from the fighting type's grip. "C'mon, Cyan, lemme show you how to ice skate! It'll be fun, I promise!"

The Samurott didn't reply, instead reaching around with his free hand and grabbing the end of Erin's tail, giving it a strong tug. Erin let out a 'whee!' of surprise as she found herself ripped away from her teammate, zooming in a half-circle and crashing into a snowbank, the pile of soft slush collapsing onto the ice from the collision. Rose gasped, and I winced, but the young mink bounced backwards, seemingly no worse for wear aside from the stray flakes that clung to her whiskers. She whipped her head around and, upon locking eyes with Cyan, pouted playfully. "Heeeeey, what was that foooor?"

"Hah! I wouldn't let y'teach me how t'do anythin' with ice unless y'were teachin' me how t' knock Pokemon over on it! Besides, I can walk jus' fine-" The water type snorted, striding forward and making a beeline for Erin... but his paws slipped out from under him, and he had only barely been on the ice when he found himself doing an awkward dance to stay upright. It was a battle he ended up losing – with a thump, Cyan bellyflopped onto the surface of the frozen pool, sliding wildly past his friend and coming to a halt on the crumbs of snow nearby.

As a laughing Erin skated over to Cyan and leaped onto her own belly, I sighed and threw my paws in the air, inching around to look at my partner, who had shoved her nose into her blue scarf again, this time to stifle her own laughter. Her happiness was infectious; I soon found myself smiling as well, and I reached out to the Ninetales with a wink and a nod. "Well, do you want to go skating, Rose?"

Rose nodded, raising a front paw and placing it in mine, her voice soft and warm. "Of course I would... I'd love to."

My tail wagged sharply, and I realized that Rose had let go of it, bashfully looking down at my feet afterward. "I'm not sure how good I'll be at it, to be honest. I've already fallen flat on my face once today, so-"

Rose cut me off by hopping onto her hind legs, digging her claws into the ice, and bopping my nose with hers, and I felt my heart skip a beat at the kind, loving expression that the cream-furred fox wore. "Then we can fall on our faces together, Bill. If you can keep me standing like this, I'll do the same for you, right?"

I relaxed, reaching back to brush my aura tassels behind my shoulders before nuzzling into the fire type's neck, a faint breeze blowing through the barren trees, rustling the reeds and ruffling our fur. "How did I ever get lucky enough to meet you?"

Rose just purred, leaning against me as she took a wobbly step towards the center of the frozen pool, her headfur falling down behind her ears as she pressed her paws hard into my own, and I closed my pawpads around them, giving them a squeeze. Cautiously, I moved around my partner, walking backwards in the direction she had aimed for, and the two of us began to coast across the ice, our pace slow and deliberate.

The frozen pond was smooth and slick under our feet, and I kept my heels lifted off of the ground, only barely lifting my pawpads off of the ice whenever Rose and I found ourselves moving into a gentle spin or turn. It was still difficult to get used to the lack of friction, and I found myself teetering each time we drew near the edge of the pool, trying to slow us down before we could glide off of the water and into the snowed-in shrubbery. The Ninetales wasn't faring much better, scraping her hind paws into the ice every so often, her claws leaving thin lines behind on the glistening surface.

I briefly glanced away from my partner when the two of us passed by one of the frozen streams that split off from the rest of the pool, staring back out in the direction we'd come, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rose follow my gaze, leaning into me a little and relaxing. A short ways into the distance, we could see four sets of footprints in the snow, but otherwise Serenity River was as peaceful as could be, a trail of slick ice surrounded by snow and trees.

I jumped in place when my partner barked in surprise, and our weight shifted; my muscles tensed when I found myself dipping further and further against Rose, the Ninetales having lost her momentum out of nowhere. My ear twitched as the fire type scrabbled and scurried on the ice, and I looked down; when I saw the speckles of snow splayed underfoot, I narrowed my eyes, but then they grew as wide as saucers when the two of us toppled over. Rose bumped hard into the pool, and I bumped hard into her, my chin landing on her scarf and my legs hitting her tails, which curled up over my back in a vain attempt to cushion our fall. We hurtled right into the crumbling snowbank that Erin had landed in earlier, and I yelped when a pile of wet, flaky slush plopped onto my neck and aura tassels, chilling my fur to the bone.

I heard a muffled grunt and what sounded like a peal of laughter, and Rose stared right at me, still taken aback by the abrupt crash, sniffling as a couple flakes of snow rolled down my muzzle and onto her nose. Her belly heaved a little, pushing me off of her, and she ducked into her scarf and sneezed. I dug my pawspikes into the dirt, flinging the snow off of me with a strong shake of my head, and rolled off of the cream-furred fox, looking ahead and watching as Cyan and Erin slid over, the Mienshao getting to her feet and laughing into her fur sleeves.

"Wow, heeheehee, that was a really great fall you had!" The mink exclaimed. She took a deep breath and stretched her arms, and I reached out to the younger explorer to take her paw – but she wasn't offering to help me up at all. Instead, she sprang into the air and dove into the snow as well, sending even more of it back on top of Rose and I. "This is really really fun! I wanna come here every day when we don't have work, thanks for bringing us here, Bill, Rose!"

"You're hopeless, y'know that?" Cyan said tiredly, making a valiant attempt to get to his feet, only to lose his balance again. The water type wearily resigned himself to laying on the ice and resting his head in his paws, and as Rose shook herself free of the sleet, I reached around and pulled her close, chuckling all the while. The fox craned her neck to peer around the river, glancing at the bored-looking Cyan, then at Erin, tossing snow into the air, and then at me, and then she let her head flop back to the ground, smiling warmly, her tails waving gently in the air.


A/N: Sorry for my large absences this year. I've wanted to keep writing Beyond the Sky and To Live just as much as some people (I think, I hope) want to see them continued, but 2014 has just been a year that's varied in quality of life.

However, I've got a very good feeling about 2015. I'm getting back into the swing of Pokemon and PMD writing, and I plan on re-reading all the chapters of BtS to refresh myself before striking out and finishing it! And then I'll do the same with To Live, trying to continue it as much as I can. I don't know why I feel so good and motivated for 2015, but I certainly won't complain. Happy holidays and happy new year to anyone reading this!






Femme Froide

Summary: A group of explorers heads to a village in the mountains, where a outlaw lies in wait. A short, Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot, written for a mission prompt for a group on another site.


A cold, fell wind rolled down the mountainside, blowing strongly through the field of snow at the base of the rocks, the blustery air accompanied by the foreboding sound of creaking wood and thin slush sliding onto the ground. I raised an arm up, holding a ball of swirling energy in my paw, the aura sphere shedding a faint, blue light onto our surroundings, and I scanned ahead, furrowing my brow as I took in the sight of the numerous icy, abandoned shacks. I gave the straps of the treasure bag a tug, feeling my aura tassels bounce against the leather, but stopped in my tracks when I heard something thud into the dirt, my ear twitching at the noise.

"Oh wow... wow!" I relaxed when a wiry mink skipped past me, pausing a couple steps away and spinning around, flinging flakes of snow off of her tied fur sleeves. Her whiskers bounced as she spoke, her voice filled with her usual childlike enthusiasm. "So is this the village we're supposed to go to? Is it, Bill, is it, is it?"

"I think so, Erin." I nodded, turning around to check on my other two teammates, brushing crumbs of sleet off of my chest, my fur ruffling even more as the wind suddenly changed direction. A cream-furred fox, hot on my heels, winced as the gale buffeted her, her nine fluffy tails whipping wildly to her side; the blue sea lion at the rear of the group simply drew one of his seamitars and stomped forward, the supplies in his hiking pack jostling noisily.

"Th'place looks deserted!" Cyan remarked, stabbing his blade into the dirt and stroking his mustache, and I followed his gaze, staring at the various patches of ice that had formed on parts of the houses. Some of the frozen patches covered up holes that had been blasted into the walls, others creeped up from the bottom of the planks and logs, and one roof in particular had been iced over and then shattered, leaving the inside to be flooded with snow. "This Froslass that Officer Magnemite was talkin' 'bout sure wrecked this place t'th'abyss an' back, no wonder he was wantin' us t'help catch her!"

"He didn't mention anything about the Pokemon living here, though," Rose chimed in, padding up to my side, her eyes lost on the ruined house. I reached out and gently tousled her headfur, and she leaned into my paw with a worried sigh, wiping her nose on her scarf before continuing. "I hope everyone was able to make it out okay. If she's frozen anyone solid and taken them away-"

"I'm sure everybody's fine, Rose!" Erin cut the fire type Pokemon off, hopping back over to us and rocking back and forth on her heels, packing a couple snowballs together and slipping them into her sleeves, playfully swinging them around in the air. "We'll get this mean old Froslass and bring her back so she can't do anything like this again!"

The Mienshao ended up statement with a short nod, and Rose smiled slightly and shook her head; I grinned when I saw the fox's expression brighten. Cyan was less than thrilled, however, scooping up a blade-ful of snow with his seamitar and letting it slide onto Erin's head. The younger explorer paused, flinging her couple of snowballs into the air and shaking the cold slush off instead, shimmying her entire body around until the sea lion stopped. "Y'think you're gonna save th'day by hittin' this kooky ol' lady with a snowball? Quit playin' around, Erin, an' get a throwin' stone or somethin' ready instead!"

I opened my mouth to nip their griping in the bud, but there was a flash of light in the corner of my eye, accompanied by a strange, whistling buzz, and I grimaced as a sudden chill ran down my newly-weighted paw, no doubt from a stray snowballs falling into my aura sphere. I let my arm fall, getting ready to shake the slush off my wrist... and then I stopped when I saw the ball of solid ice that I held between my pawpads, still giving off a soft blue glow. My muscles tensed, and I hunched down, waving the frozen aura sphere at my teammates to get their attention, letting it plummet to the earth once an addled cackle rang out above the wind.

"Well, I guess we can give up on trying to pull an ambush," I quipped dryly, scanning around the abandoned village for any sign of where the blast of ice had come from, and Rose stepped up to my flank, letting out an exhale as she stoked her inner fire. The air surrounding us grew warmer with each passing second – I silently thanked Arceus once again for the fox's continued existence – and Erin scrambled back to my other side, climbing onto Cyan's backpack and stuffing her paws into her belt pouch, rooting through berries, bottles and bandages alike.

Slowly and cautiously, the four of us wandered into the village proper; I sidled up against one of the ruined huts, taking a moment to focus my energy, my aura tassels hovering slightly off of the treasure bag as metal claws sprouted from my pawspikes. Rose moved past me and peeked around the corner, looking right, then left, her fur bristling while she searched for the hidden Froslass. Cyan and Erin kept close to the both of us, the former walking backwards, wearing a wary glare as he readied his seamitars, and Erin let her fur sleeves hang limp as she flattened herself against her friend's bag.

I glanced at Rose again, and when the fire type nodded at me, I elbowed one of Cyan's legs, beckoning him to follow along as my partner slipped out of sight, a couple of her fluffy tails pressing at the wall. The Samurott peeked over his shoulder and grunted, shuffling along as quietly as he could, smoothing out our footsteps with the flat of his blade.

The four of us stayed on guard for a good few minutes, the air heavy with tension as we slunk from house to house, staying behind as much cover as we could while searching for the elderly Froslass, eventually ending up near a half-built cabin at the edge of the village. Rose suddenly stopped when we got out of the wind, strands of her headfur falling into her eyes, and she ducked into her scarf, shaking her head to clear her vision. I reached over and pinched a few locks, pulling them back behind her ears, and peered over at the side of the mountain, rising high above our heads, so high that the peak was hidden by the clouds.

"She's really good at hiding, huh?" Erin piped up, raising her head and resting her chin in her paws, cheerfully kicking her legs in the air. Cyan reached over his shoulder, but I sent him a short wave before he grabbed the Mienshao's tail. "I can't see her and I know the snow the best out of all of us, heeheehmph-!"

Everyone snapped around to stare at the fighting type, a small chunk of ice having frozen the front of her nose, turning her remark into a panicked series of grunts, and I looked back at the mountain, peering across the village at one of the houses. I sucked in a breath when I saw an arch of ice swirling above a figure in the distance, and I ducked low, guarding my own mouth behind my forearm as I called out to my teammates. "Hey, get down! She's over there, on the other side!"

My warning came just in the nick of time, as Rose dove into the snow, and I stumbled out of the way of the icy wind that the Froslass sent our way, Erin still yelling mutely as she tried to pry the ice from her mouth. Cyan hopped forward and brought his swords around to his side, grunting as the dangerous gust hit him full-force, and I saw a few frozen crystals start to form in the ridges of his arm's scabbard while I picked myself up. The Samurott deftly cleaned his armor off with a swipe of his blade, and Erin manged to free herself, standing on her tiptoes and flinging the chunk of ice away with a small, confused frown.

"Erin, hold on t'me!" Cyan growled loudly, marching a few steps ahead and stabbing his swords into the snow. The sea lion briefly looked at Rose, then at me, and gave us a grumpy glare, jabbing his helmet towards our foe. "What're you two waitin' for!? Go!"

Erin flung her arms around her friend's neck, and before either Rose or I could reply, water suddenly surrounded the younger Pokemon's body, and he propelled himself forward with his seamitars, jetting through the snow at breakneck speed. I glanced at the Ninetales at my side, and she nodded, tails curling and uncurling as she dashed towards one of the other houses; I swung my metal claws in the air a couple times before heading in the other direction.

Chilling gales still ripped through the village, accompanied by the sound of Cyan shooting a water gun right back at the Froslass, both attacks sometimes colliding and shattering to pieces in midair. The shards of ice and water turned to a sparkling mist that rose even above the roofs of the huts and shacks, and I heard a yell of shock once the cloud had faded. "What the- where th'heck did she go!? Bill, Rose, look out, we lost her again!"

I paused near the corner of a house, taking Cyan's warning to heart, breathing hard as the cold started to nip at my feet, buried ankle-deep in snow, and I blinked when something phased right through the rotting wood – and phased through me as well. Turning and watching the shadow ball fly into the distance and then vanish from sight, I grinned cheekily, squatting down and digging my paws into the snow, pushing it out of the way until I could finally see the brown, damp soil underneath. I carved the dirt up somewhat with my claws, then grabbed a pawful, squeezing it and packing it into a glob of mud.

"Ooh hoo hoo...! There you are, little'un, please come home now, hide and seek is over..."

My fur stood on end when I heard the ice type sweetly speak up behind me, and I swiveled on my heels, only to get slapped hard in the face for my trouble, once, twice, thrice! I lost my focus as pain stung me, my claws losing their luster, then dissipating into motes of aura, and I reflexively jumped back before the Froslass could strike again. I massaged my sore cheeks with a free paw, narrowing my eyes when I watched the old Pokemon miss her fourth slap, spinning around and getting dizzy in the process. She burst into another round of cackles, the ribbon on her waist dragging on the ground as she tried – and failed – to stifle her laughter; I could see the withered gait to her hovering and the cloudiness in her eyes.

Footsteps, coming from the other side of the house, got us both to sharpen up again, and the addled elder raised her arms skyward, seemingly wanting to whip up another gust of cold air, but I lashed forward first, slamming my paw into her head and smearing mud across her face. The Froslass screeched as I pushed her over, flailing her arms about blindly, but I had only just pinned her down when she smashed her palm into my belly, winding me. I doubled over, heaving as my strength drained away, and a deathly chill ran through my fur, just underneath my blunted chestspike, ice snaking around and constricting my torso.

A gasp escaped from my throat, and I almost immediately started to cough the air back up, a few tears leaking from my eyes as the Froslass stared me down, the clods of mud freezing to her face as she suffocated me. I bent my knees, weakly trying to shove the ice type away, but easily dodged my kicks, snickering again as she inched closer and closer to my face, pushing me up to the nearby house, wearing a strangely nurturing look. "Don't cry, my dear, I'm here-"

"Aha, ahaaaa! I found you, you mean old lady!" Distantly, Erin screamed, causing the aging Froslass to stop not even an inch away from my mouth... and then I grimaced when she jolted forward, smacking her forehead against mine with a loud, splattery bump. The world darkened, just a little bit, and mud dripped down my nose even as the ice type loosened her grip on me, a half-crumbled snowball sliding down her neck and rolling onto the ground.

"Cyan, you help Bill, okay? We can deal with Froslass!" Rose ordered, her voice thick with both worry and anger, and I shut my eyes, not feeling up to even paying attention anymore. Someone grabbed my shoulder and peeled me off of the cabin wall, and something flatter and smoother ran across my front, poking the band of ice on my torso before slicing into it.

The entire thing audibly cracked, then melted, soaking my torso completely, and I opened my mouth and inhaled as much as I could, making a loud and rather obnoxious sound in the meantime. Sweet, delicious, cold, fresh air flooded into my lungs, and I wheezed in relief, letting Cyan raise me into a sitting position to help me recover. The sea lion walked around me, standing guard as I wiped at my matted fur, and he reached over and dropped something into my lap; I had to raise my legs somewhat to keep it still, and, after a few moments more, I snatched it up.

It was an oran berry. It looked so inviting, I couldn't help but bite half of it off in one go.

"You doin' alright now?" I heard my teammate ask, and I gulped down the fruit and nodded gratefully, feeling my fatigue start to fade. "Geez, this ol' lady's worse than w'thought!"

I popped the rest of the oran into my mouth before reaching up to massage my forehead, still pounding from my brief inability to breath, and I glanced past my teammate at the Froslass, mulling her earlier remarks over as Rose and Erin ran back and forth to corner her. Cyan reared back before spitting another shot of water at the icy ghost, and she whirled around to stare at the Samurott and I when the stream splashed into her.

"What in the world are you doing? You musn't try to hurt your elders-" I shivered a little as the Froslass scolded Cyan with a wagging finger; the water type crossed his swords defensively, and I tried to get back to my feet, only to stumble and slump back onto my knees. Our foe was interrupted when a large stone smacked the kooky Pokemon's raised arm, and the corners of my mouth twitched upward in satisfaction, ever-so-slightly, when I watched Rose close in and let loose with a flamethrower. "Aaarrrurur!"

The Ninetales jumped away, letting the ice type yell in pain, and the old Froslass slowly stopped hovering – the edges of her ribbon just barely grazing against the snowfield – and crumpled into unconsciousness, my partner's attack having finished the job. The harsh gales that were blowing down the mountain seemed to slow down as soon as the ghost had fallen, and soon enough, the abandoned village was entirely, eerily, deafeningly silent. Even the wet, snow-soaked wood wasn't creaking or shaking anymore

I took another deep breath, then made a second attempt to stand, valiantly staying upright on my wobbly legs before I let myself lean into Cyan's side, grabbing onto one of the pockets of his hiking pack. My whole body still ached, the treasure bag feeling heavy on my shoulders. "Sorry, Cyan, but I think I'm going to have to hitch a ride with you on the way back."

"Bah, that's fine, Bill-" Cyan said, stroking his mustache with a small smile, but he hunched over with a wince when Erin and Rose jogged over to us a couple seconds later, the former pouncing on to Cyan's backpack, carrying the old, fainted Froslass in tow.

"Yaaaaay, we did it! That wasn't too bad!" The Mienshao cheered, tail whipping around and whiskers bouncing as she celebrated, and she looked around the village from her perch, her eyes widening to the size of saucers when she noticed me. "Oh, oh no, Bill! You look really tired, are you okay?"

The younger explorer lay the Froslass down, grabbed my pawspike, and tugged on my arm, and I managed to crack a grin even as a wave of weariness flooded over me, glancing over at Rose when the cream-furred fox worriedly nudged my hip with her nose. I reached over to the Ninetales and tousled her headfur, scratching behind her sad, flattened ears, then reached out above my head. "Heh, I'm okay, but if you could pull me up, I'll be even more okay."

Erin giggled at that, and as Cyan squatted down to offer me a seat on his hiking pack, I caught a glimpse of Rose smiling in relief.






The Very First Night

Summary: A pair of Pokemon, having just become a team of apprentice explorers, chat for a while, unable to get to sleep. A short, Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot, based on the very first night spent in the Wigglytuff Guild.


"Hey... Bill? Are you still up?"

My ear flicked at the sound of my name, spoken so softly that if I had been asleep, I wouldn't have woken up. I yawned in response, taking a hefty gulp of the cool night air that drifted in through the window, and opened my eyes just a little bit, rolling onto my side and peering across the guild's bedroom, my vision adjusting to the darkness. A few paces away, a brown-furred fox fidgeted nervously, rustling the pile of dry grass she lay on, her six red tails curling back and forth. I reached out and patted the edge of my own bed to answer my new friend, and she let out a sigh.

"I'm sorry, Bill, did I wake you?" The Vulpix began, her face falling, but I grunted and waved at her before she could continue, shaking my head, then wincing when one of my aura tassels flopped into my face. I did a double take, then grunted. Getting used to being a Riolu was going to take a while, I could already tell.

"Nah, you're fine, Rose, I wasn't asleep anyway," I replied, reaching up to brush the stray tassel away, and Rose relaxed, ducking her head into her new blue scarf and scratching at her cheeks with her forepaws. I couldn't help but chuckle at the cute display, my own tail starting to wag as well, thumping against the ground. "Heh... it's kind of been a crazy day, you know."

"Hehehe, yeah, I know. My heart's been racing since I found you at the beach, and I don't know if it's ever going to stop!" Rose tried and failed to stifle a giggle, and a satisfied grin wriggled its way onto my face as the fire type's happy amusement replaced her earlier shyness. She calmed back down after a minute or two – though her still-curling tails betrayed her lingering excitement - and her hazel eyes twinkled as a silvery beam of moonlight shined into the cozy cave. "But... I really am glad that I finally pushed myself to come here. Thank you, Bill."

"Mmhm." I nodded at the Vulpix, sending her a thumbs-up. "We didn't really get to look around the guild very much, but it seems like a pretty nice place. Wigglytuff was friendlier than I thought he'd be, too."

Rose smiled brightly at my remark, stretching out her hind legs and settling into her bed, trying her best to get comfortable. "A lot of Pokemon come and visit and think he's really strict and tough, but he really isn't like that at all. He loves to go into town and talk with everybody."

"He never stopped smiling, even when we couldn't think of a name for our exploration team," I thought aloud, my mind briefly wandering onto the thought of the puffy pink Pokemon, smiling wide enough to dimple his cheeks while sliding a box of apprentice's supplies over to us, a narrow-eyed parrot sitting next to him in silence. I caught myself just before I rolled my eyes at the bird... then rolled my eyes anyway. "He's way better than Chatot, at least."

"Bill!" Rose barked out in surprise, her fur bristling as she shot me a mild look, and I shrugged at the six-tailed fox. She opened her mouth to speak, but found herself yawning instead, exhaling hugely after a few seconds. "H-haaaww- ohhh... now I think I'm getting a little tired. We probably should be trying to get to sleep now, huh?"

"Probably," I quipped, suddenly feeling a wave of exhaustion hit me head on, the fatigue from our battle with Koffing and Zubat sinking in fully. My muscles seemed heavy, and even a little achy, too, and it took more than a little effort to bend my knees and curl up into a small ball, my eyelids fluttering a bit in the meantime. Rose was faring about as well as I was, her tails stretching out and sitting limply on her bed, locks of her tuft of headfur drooping near one of her ears. "It's going to be another big day tomorrow. Are you ready?"

"Yep," The fire type replied without hesitation, closing her eyes and nuzzling into the dry grass. "We'll be seeing and doing all sorts of new things now, but I'm not that frightened about it anymore... I can't wait to see... what adventures we'll get to go on..."

"It sounds to me like it's going to be fun," I said, bringing an arm up to my face, the moonlight reflecting off of the bump of metal embedded in my paw. "Just have to give it our all."

"Yeah... we're an exploration team now," Rose's voice grew quieter and quieter, soon dropping to a tired whisper, and I struggled to keep my eyes open, eventually settling on closing one and looking at the brown-furred fox with the other. "So let's do our best tomorrow... partner."

I blinked. "Partner?"

Rose didn't say anything else, her chest rising and falling with each and every gentle breath. She'd finally fallen asleep.

I furrowed my brow, craning my neck to stare up at the rocky ceiling, listening to the breeze rolling outside the cliffs as I mulled over the day's events, the memories playing in sequence, over and over, in my head. Waking up at the beach, meeting Rose, the encounter with Zubat and Koffing, the wild Pokemon inside of that cave... I felt my cheeks heat up slightly when I thought back to Rose's overwhelming gratefulness about her Relic Fragment.

"But how did I even get here in the first place?" I murmured, scrunching my eyes shut and focusing, trying my hardest to think back to before I ended up on the beach, but an abrupt twinge of pain rippled through my head instead. A weary grunt escaped my throat, and I reached up to massage my temples. "G-gah! A-agh... ouch."

I turned to gaze at Rose while rubbing the sides of my head, and I inhaled... and exhaled... slowly matching the Vulpix's pace, a warm contentedness spreading through me when I saw the peaceful expression on her muzzle. The pleasant emotion persisted even after my headache subsided, and I relaxed, shaking my head. My amnesia could wait until later... maybe when it wasn't the middle of the night.

"G'night..." Rose couldn't hear me, but I was too tired to care. "Partner."


A/N: Guess who's playing through Explorers of Sky again?






Going Hungry

Summary: A pair of explorers, having failed an important job, have a brief chat during the night, and comfort each other over their mission. A quick, Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot.


"But Chief, why'd you even bother helping that little chicken and her friend out? I thought we were saving that Perfect Apple for later, but you just gave it away like that... I know it was funny when that little blue pipsqueak mouthed off at us and got Chatot even madder at him, but seeing what Wigglytuff would have done to 'em would have been hilarious!"

"Yeah, that's what I thought we were gonna do too. It was pretty great to see that Riolu get knocked onto the ground, though. Whoa-ho-ho, just saying no like that when Chatot told him to show his respect to us... he deserved what he got!"

"Chaw-haw-haw! You two are thinking too much about those two rookies! Try and think strategically instead. Now why'd we come here in the first place? The expedition, remember? And since we had to stay here for this whole week to see about 'how we'd work with the guild' or whatever, we needed to win Wigglytuff's trust."

"Oh, I get it now. Yeah, that makes a lot of sense."

"Still... the Wigglytuff Guild's the big-name exploration guild here on the mainland, and it's a total joke. I was playing it cautious at first, but it's been ridiculously easy. Even Wigglytuff himself's just a big baby, he's clueless. I don't get why everyone's so terrified of him. Anyway, I'm getting sidetracked. We're gonna be going on that expedition for sure now, so if we end up finding a nice treasure while we're out there..."

"We hit the guild's crew with our noxious gas combo..."

"Then we grab the treasure and skedaddle on out! He-he-he!"

"Whoa-ho-ho, this plan is a sure thing!"

"Chaw-haw-haw..."


A strong wind blew outside the window, carrying fresh air into the bedroom and blowing my aura tassels around a little bit, and I sighed, shifting around atop my pile of hay before flopping onto my side and groaning, anger and unhappiness coursing through my nerves. Small moonbeams shined through the dark clouds and landed on the guild's rocky walls, and I stared at the silvery light in an exhausted daze. "Ugh."

My ear flicked when I heard my partner sigh as well, and I looked over at the Vulpix, who was laying unusually still on her own bed, her six curly tails having uncurled completely behind her. I swallowed dryly, my heart sinking deeply into the pit of my stomach. The day's events played over and over inside my head, and an overwhelming sense of guilt fell over me – I'd let my anger get the best of me earlier, but Rose... she had to be feeling even worse about the whole situation. I rolled onto my knees and crawled over to the fox, but as I reached out to her, she spoke up. "I guess... Skuntank and his team got the better of us again, didn't he?"

"Rose..." I trailed off, trying my best to think of something to say. Chatot, blindly shouting us down in the middle of our report, popped into my head, and I curled my paw into a fist, growling in the back of my throat. I was so hungry and tired that it sounded more like my rumbling belly. "It wasn't our fault. We can go try and talk to the Guildmaster tomorrow morning-"

"No, Bill," Rose cut me off, and I scooted back somewhat when the fire type stood up and turned around, attempting to reassure me with a small smile. She still had a sad look in her large, hazel eyes, however, and all I could do was frown instead. "It's... it's okay. I'm just glad Wigglytuff didn't blow up at us."

We both jumped in place when a loud grumble rang out, rising even above the sound of the breeze outside, and I sucked in a breath when my partner slumped forward into the light, letting out a soft whine. I reached my arms out and caught the six-tailed fox before she hit the ground, resting her head on my shoulder and fluffing her little tuft of headfur instead.

"Urk- ugh-" She grunted, taking a few gulps of air, her breath warm against my neck. "Even if we didn't g-get to eat d-dinner... I-I'm so... I'm fa-famished."

A louder grumble answered her, and I tensed up, looking down at my lap when I felt my empty stomach churn. Rose broke our hug when she heard the noise, gasping quietly before ducking away in embarrassment, a blush rising to her cheeks. I let out a dry chuckle and folded my arms, inwardly wishing for something, anything, to eat. Heck, even just some of Spinda's apple juice... actually, thinking of that was probably a bad idea. "Heh... yeah, I know what you mean."

"Oh, Bill, I'm s-sorry." My partner sat down. "You must be just as h-hungry as I a-am-"

"No, Rose," I parroted her earlier words, slipping a paw under her chin and raising her head back up. The fox blinked in surprise, tilting her head slightly in confusion. "It's okay. We're both hungry, so... let's just get some sleep, so breakfast will come sooner. Right?"

Rose was silent for a moment, then let her head drop again, meekly nodding in agreement. "W-we probably should get some sleep, you're right. After today... a good night's sleep would be nice."

I crawled over to my bed and crumpled into a heap, my arms and legs splayed out on the pile of dry grass. Out of the corner of my vision, I saw my partner slip out of the moonlight, and a second later, I heard her own bed rustling underneath her footpaws. "Good night, Rose. Sleep well."

"You... haah, you too..." She replied, stifling a yawn. "Let's... do our best tomorrow."

The Vulpix yawned again, this time more openly, before settling in for the night, and soon enough, she drifted off to sleep. I closed my eyes and forced all of my thoughts of the days events to the back of my head, fighting to think of better, happier things, like discovering the cave behind the waterfall, or reuniting Marill and Azurill safe and sound, or how grateful and happy Rose was that day when we got her Relic Fragment back...

The image of the teary-faced, smiling fox, sitting on the beach at sunset, went dark, and I drifted off to sleep.






Pokemon Planters

Summary: A group of explorers takes a break from dangerous jobs and great adventures to help out a grass type in town. A short, Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot, written for a mission prompt for a group on another site.


A soft breeze blew across the tiny fields, whistling through the tall grass, carrying the dawn chorus past my ears, which flicked at the sound of the faint chirping. I slowed down a bit, rolling my shoulders and hugging a pair of potted plants closer to my chest – a few crumbs of loose dirt spilling out onto my blunted chestspike – before peering upwards at the morning sky, clouds hanging in the air. Warm, spring sunlight shined down, and the flowers I was carrying seemed to bloom even brighter.

"Ah, we're here! Right here, please!"

I jolted, blinking a couple times as my aura tassels bumped against my neck, then glanced over my shoulder when I heard a grunt of surprise. I sucked in a breath and promptly ducked out of the way of the large berry bush that was swishing towards me, watching the Samurott behind me swaying back and forth in an attempt to get his balance back. My tail wagged sharply when I caught a brief look at the water type's alert expression, and I quickly circled around, pushing at his side to keep him steady. "Careful there, Cyan! I've got you here."

"Ergh-!" Cyan grunted again, digging his hind legs into the grass, and he craned his neck to look at me, the horn on his helmet grazing the top of the bush he was carrying. He shot me a quick smile and a nod, his gratefulness quickly replaced by grumpy frustration. "Thanks, Bill. Arceus' sake, I can't see a darn thing w'this stuck in front o'my face! Where'd miss Maractus want us t'put these?"

I turned my head, spotting the green, cheery-faced Pokemon standing near the town walls, waving her arms and flower-dotted segments at the two of us. A row of holes had been dug near her feet, starting near a few other newly-planted shrubs and winding its way around the fence, until both the wooden posts and the holes turned the corner and vanished from sight. The corners of my mouth curled into a grin, and I let out a low whistle, nudging my friend with an elbow.

"Here, just follow my lead." I slowly, carefully, stepped forward, still leaning slightly against my teammate. The sea lion kept his eyes firmly trained on me, wobbling along as well. The wind blew between the plants and us, causing Cyan's mustache to whip around wildly. "I'll tell you when you can set it down."

Maractus continued to flag us down, jumping in place after a few minutes when she finally realized that Cyan couldn't see, and we eventually made it over to the grass type's side. I cocked my head at the sound of the village's early hustle and bustle, audible even outside the gates, while Maractus hopped over and helped us ease the potted plants down onto the ground. Cyan took a couple steps back and let out a tired sigh afterward, lifting his helmet up somewhat and rubbing at his forehead.

"That's not all of 'em you're wantin' t'plant, right?" He asked, looking around the rolling plains, then turning and staring back the way we had come, his eyes narrowing in confusion. "An' where th'heck did Erin go? Wasn't she supposed t'bring a flower over here too?"

"She passed it off to me," I replied, nudging the sea lion, then gesturing at the pair of plants that sat at my feet. "I think she was going to help Rose or something like that."

Cyan blinked, then replied with an impatient 'oh', sitting down and drumming his paws on the dirt, peering at Maractus after a few quiet moments. The cactus' head was just visible inside of one of the holes, and I cocked my head when I heard an occasional patting against the walls of dirt, furrowing my brow. I leaned over, watching as the grass type gave everything one last once-over.

She abruptly spun around and jumped up and out onto the grass again, and I started, stumbling backwards, glancing over my shoulder when I nearly tripped over my own footpaws. Cyan grabbed my shoulder before I could, and I shifted my weight to the tips of my pawpads, taking a deep breath and nodding gratefully at the younger explorer. Maractus spoke up all the while, completely unfazed. "It all looks ready for planting! And thank you so much again for coming along to help me with all this. It's really been needing to get done for quite a while now!"

"As long as y'don'get any Combee or Beedrill sniffin' 'round," Cyan remarked with a shrug, grabbing the edge of the potted berry bush and dragging it over to the edge of the hole, his front legs wrapped around the hardened clay. "So what are we doin' here, huh? Do we have t'dump this thing out o'th'pot first or should I jus' pick it up an' put it back down again?"

"Oh, no, neither of those!" Maractus hastily blurted out, hopping over to the opposite side of the berry bush as quickly as she could, and I followed after her, tail wagging, a grin worming its way onto my muzzle. Cyan stopped in his tracks, let out an annoyed sigh, and dragged the bush away a couple inches, gritting his teeth from the effort. I held my paws close, ready to catch it just in case. "The dirt is very packed together, so we need to pull the whole shrub out, set it inside, and then fill the gaps in. Just keep holding it the way you are- no, tilt it a little bit too!"

I eased myself backwards a bit as the Samurott angled the berry bush towards me... then slowed down when I saw Maractus wave an arm at me, wiggling her yellow fingers to get my attention. "Oh, mister Bill, grab the bush at the roots, please!"

"Alright-" I nodded, furrowing my brow and carefully reaching outward, feeling the leaves brush against my arms – sometimes getting pushed away by my pawspikes and then snapping into position again – until I found a hard, solid root that spread out in all directions. I wrapped my pawpads around it, guiding my other wrist over and holding on tightly, wearing a confident smile. "Got it!"

"Okay! Now pull! And mister Cyan, help me move this pot back and forth!" The cactus answered, then called out to my teammate, and the Samurott craned his neck to try and look past the berry bush at the sound of his name. I narrowed my eyes, and when I felt the leafy plant start to wiggle around, I tugged on the heavy stem, hearing bits of dirt and stone scraping against the hardened clay.

The grass tickled at my ankles as I dug the tips of my footpaws into the ground, flower buds and thin twigs tickling my arms each time I yanked at the heavy stem, and I took another deep breath, panting from the tension that ran through my muscles. Taking a larger step away, I bent my elbows and pulled, feeling the shrub graze my blunted chestspike, perking up when the dirt started to loosen somewhat.

Then the spring breeze turned strong, whooshing past my ears as it blew past the three of us, shaking the berry bush's branches and nearly sending a stray stick whipping into my face. I scrunched one eye shut, inhaled sharply, and then ducked my head. The leaves swatted my ears instead, and I sighed, flattening them against my skull.

"Keep at it, both of you!" Maractus cheered us on, and the plant jolted forward an inch, its pot having been shoved closer to the line of holes in the ground. I heard Cyan let out a 'whoop!' of surprise and stomp around somewhat, his hiking pack shuffling noisily. "Mister Cyan, don't do that, just ease it left and right like I am!"

"Alright, sorry, ma'am!" The sea lion replied shortly.

The berry bush, and the dirt its roots were firmly entrenched in, started to gently roll left and right, and I peered skyward to safely shake my head, flicking my wrists in the opposite directions to help them out further. That seemed to finally do the trick: the clump of soil started to slide out faster, and after taking a quick glance over my shoulder to see where I was going, I pulled at the base of the roots again, scuttling back. The weight of the shrub got lighter and lighter with each passing second.

"Hey, Biiiill, Cyaaan, why didn't you wait up for us? Oh, here, lemme help, lemme help!"

"Wh-" I didn't even have time to react before I heard the berry bush rustle, a pair of pink, furry sleeves draping over the top of the shrub as Erin took hold of it and pulled. I lost my balance, footpaws sweeping out from underneath me as the potted plant thudded onto the grass, sending a ripple up the stem – I let go of the base of the roots at the jarring sensation, still crouching even as I stumbled away. "Wo-woah, Erin-!"

I suddenly fell onto a cushion of long, fluffy somethings, a ticklish feeling brushing over my aura tassels, and I glanced sideways, letting out a hefty sigh of relief as I gazed gratefully into my partner's face, my muscles relaxing at the sight. The cream-furred fox smiled softly at me, her nine tails gently waving up and down, and I stood up, stretching my arms and legs out. As I checked myself over – tugging the straps of the treasure bag and giving a quick polish to our exploration team badge – Rose glanced over at Erin, a note of firmness playing in her voice. "Erin, could you please try to be a bit more careful?"

"Huh?" The Mienshao whirled around, her whiskers bouncing and belt pouch shaking from the motion. She gasped in surprise, then hopped over to me, sheepishly clasping her hands behind her back and looking up and down at me. "Oops! Are you okay, Bill? Sorry, sorry, I didn't mean to hurt you!"

"Well, don't worry, because you didn't," I replied dryly, playfully sticking my tongue out at the younger explorer, and then reached over to Rose, grinning cheekily as I affectionately tousled the Ninetales' headfur. The fox closed her eyes and leaned into my touch, and I bent down and nuzzled her cheek before pulling away, looking over at Cyan and Maractus, who were turning the freed berry bush upright. "Everything look alright over there?"

"As far as I can tell, yeah!" Cyan barked in response, pumping a triumphant fist in the air. Erin's face broke into a pleased smile at her friend's shout, and she jumped, imitating her friend by throwing her sleeves high. Rose stepped up to my side, shaking a few strands of headfur back behind her ears.

"Yes, the bush doesn't seem damaged at all! You both did a good job helping to loosen all that dirt up!" Maractus affirmed, clapping her hands together, and Rose, Erin and I all ambled back over to the town walls, the bush still rustling in the wind. Erin hunched low, cocking her head this way and that, poking every so often at the scattered clumps of unripe fruits hanging from the branches. I folded my arms underneath my blunted chestspike, feeling the cool breeze ruffle my fur, the heat of the sun waning somewhat. Maractus patted the flower on her head, then put her arms on her hips, the cactus' gaze trained on the first empty hole in the ground. "Is everyone ready to plant?"

The four of us shared a mutual nod, and the grass type nodded in turn.

"Good!" She walked over to the side of the clod of dirt, awkwardly digging her fingers underneath, and she gestured at us to do the same. "Now first, I need all of you to help me pick it up, please... erf-!"

Rose was the first to move, trotting forward and pushing her nose against the shrub, tipping it ever-so-slightly to make an opening for us. I curled a paw into a quick thumbs-up, then walked up next to my partner and grabbed the base of the roots again, while Cyan and Erin both picked the plant up from the bottom. Slowly, we hoisted the berry bush into the air, and I smiled inwardly, forearms not feeling quite as stiff as before. It was a heck of a lot easier to move with everyone sharing the weight!

Maractus started to move away, wobbling closer and closer towards the edge of the village, and the four of us followed along, stepping sideways and forward and everything in-between as the tall, sturdy logs rose higher and higher above our heads. Cyan sidled around the shrub not long after we started walking, carefully eyeing the hole in the ground. A moment later, Rose pulled back, and I turned my head over my shoulder, then turned over my other shoulder, spotting the fire type as she jogged to our side, staying a few steps away to keep track of where we were going.

Soon enough, the cream-furred fox called out, her tails curling up and her ears flicking. "Okay!"

We all stopped in our tracks, and Maractus leaned heavily to the left, only to blurt out 'oh!' when she bumped her head against the town's walls. She giggled under her breath afterward, and then spoke up. "Thank you, miss Rose! Now all we have to do is lower it down!"

"Heehee, that sounds easy!" Erin giggled, rocking back and forth on her heels, resting her chin on top of the lump of packed dirt. "Ooh ooh, Rose, are we right there right now right now? Or do we still need to get a little closer first?"

"Hmm..." Rose lay flat in the grass, cocking her head in thought. "You could get a little closer, but you don't need to. Just sit the bush down until you hit the edge of the hole that's been dug, and you can go from there, right?"

"Alright. On the count of three," I said, and Cyan, Erin, and Maractus all looked at me, tightening their grip on the berry bush a little. I gave the base of the plant's stem a squeeze, tapping a stray branch with a pawspike in time with each number. "One, two, three!"

We let the berry bush drop, and I dug my pawpads into the stem when the shrub started to tip over and lean on the wall. I felt Cyan, then Erin, and then Maractus, all move their hands from the dirt to the stem along with me, helping me guide it a few inches closer until the ground completely vanished out from underneath it. Erin bounced in surprise at the sensation, the Mienshao gulping down a heavy breath, and Cyan grit his teeth, the leaves brushing and scratching his shell armor. Maractus just hummed a cheery tune to keep our nerves calm.

When we heard a dull thump of dirt hitting dirt, we all let out a sigh of relief, stepping back and looking at the bush, sitting steadily at the base of the town walls, leaves catching the sunlight and shining brightly. I brought a paw in front of my face as the wind shook the twigs around, sending a split-second glare into my eyes. Rose padded over and nuzzled my elbow, one of her tails wrapping around my own, and I winked right back at her, smiling happily.

"Well, thank you, everyone, that looks good! I can fill in the dirt for now," Maractus said breezily, hopping in a half-circle to face us all, the flower on her head shaking with each jump. "Why don't you start on those flowers next?"

We all slumped forward a little, still catching our breath, and Rose ducked her face into her blue scarf to hide a warm, quiet laugh.






Get-Together

Summary: A group of islanders get together for the start of a game night. A short, Tomodachi Life-based oneshot.


A low, almost-inaudible whir started to play as I quickly tapped a button on the black box in front of me, resting my palm atop the Wii-U and waiting as it hummed to life, slowly scooting away from the messy cords running behind the shelves. I shook my head, my aura tassels brushing against my checkered shirt, and scooped up a trio of controllers, their jet-black plastic shining in the moonlight that streamed in from outside. Standing up, I glanced over at the window-wall, my heart skipping a beat when my partner walked into view. Her nine fluffy tails waved up and down in time with her footsteps, and she peered down and pressed a dusty gamepad closer into her midriff.

"Oh, woah, Rose, you really were able to dig it up!" I exclaimed, walking backwards and unceremoniously dumping the controllers onto the chair behind me, then looking back at the cream-furred fox. She padded over to me with a spring in her step, her bust shaking ever-so-slightly in her hoodie, and I reached out to tousle her headfur, combing my fingers through her ponytail, our ears twitching when the Ninetales let out a soft sigh. "Heh... think its battery's dead from boredom?"

"Mmmm... I hope not," Rose replied, setting the gamepad onto the seat cushion before wrapping me up into a gentle hug, leaning into my touch, and I chuckled dryly. The fire type Pokemon rested her head in the crook of my neck and looked up at me with a silly, modest smile, hopping onto the tips of her footpaws to nuzzle my chin. I patted the small of her back, her ponytail slipping out of my grasp and brushing over my wrists and pawspikes, and she gestured across the apartment with a slight sideways kick. "But I found the charger, too, so it's there in the closet if we need to get it out."

"Well, that's good." I gave my partner's forehead an affectionate kiss before pulling away, looking over her shoulders at the star-speckled sky, then stealing a quick glimpse at the clock hanging near the bed. The sun had set, twilight had passed, and I spotted a few figures wandering down the sidewalk leading away from the building, probably heading out to enjoy Little Old Island's nightlife. "I think Cyan and Erin should get here soon, right? The evening's pretty much over and done with now, so Cyan's shift at the pawn shop should have ended by now."

"He's probably just checking on her," Rose said, striding over to the Wii-U and rifling through the various games on the shelf underneath, pulling one out after a few moments and slipping the disc into the console. She fumbled around to turn on the television, an 'eep!' of surprise escaping her when it loudly blared to life, and I couldn't help but wince myself, my ears folding themselves against my head to muffle the noise. The Ninetales hastily turned the volume down, and we both relaxed, sharing a mutual, sheepish, look between each other. She continued speaking even as I wandered over to the table, still gazing outside. "She seemed like she'd gotten mostly better from her cold last I saw her, but he probably wants to make sure she's doing okay."

"Wouldn't surprise me, the big softie." I grinned cheekily, leaning forward to scan around the grounds below, spotting a large pink Pokemon hopping away, tailed by a squawking parrot.

There was a sudden, sharp knock on the door, rising above the sound of the music playing from the television, and I jolted, spinning on my heels to stare down the hall at the door, my aura tassels bumping into each other from the motion. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Rose perk up as well, looking up from the gamepad and staring slightly at the ceiling, the back of her skirt rising a little as her tails curled up. Another knock, harder and louder than the first, rang out through the apartment, and I exhaled, folding my arms – feeling the fabric of my shirt rub against my fur – and tapping my footpaws on the floor.

"Well, that must be them," I muttered, sending Rose a wink as I pushed off of the table and made a beeline for the door, my smile widening when the Ninetales playfully stuck her tongue out in response. Before I'd even gotten halfway to the door, there was a third knock, this time rapping against the door's wooden frame, and I narrowed my eyes when the noise was accompanied by a short series of coughs. "Sounds like them, anyway."

I reached out and grabbed the knob, turning it and pulling the door open... only to flinch when a wiry, pink mink rushed inside and crashed into me, her nose and whiskers bumping against my blunted chestspike. I grunted and stumbled backwards a couple steps, feeling the Mienshao sniffle, but let my arms fall when the Samurott standing nearby grabbed the collar of her tank top and pulled her backwards. I nodded at the helmet-clad sea lion, who slumped forward a little bit, but still held our friend firm, and the younger fighting type Pokemon quickly pulled herself together with one more short cough.

"Erk! Oopsie... I didn't think you'd be standing right there, Bill, heeheeheehee!" The Mienshao giggled, waving hello at me, her fur sleeves – tied, as usual, into their usual looped slings – whooshing left and right over her wrists. She fidgeted a little, rocking back and forth on her heels, before leaning sideways to try and peer into the room. "Where's Rose? Hey Rose, it's us! Cyan and Erin, we're here- ekrff-!"

I raised my eyebrows, grimacing when Erin suddenly coughed again, and Cyan quickly stepped up and squeezed the Mienshao's shoulder, the tired expression on his face unable to mask the worry in his words. He stroked at his mustache as he spoke, the horn on his helmet tapping against the wall as he shook his head. "Erin, don'try t'push yourself like that! Geez... y'told me yourself that y'haven't totally recovered from th'cold y'caught yet!"

"I know I know, but I'm almost better!" Erin piped up, jumping up and down a couple times where she stood, her whiskers bouncing, and she turned her head to look over at Cyan, who held his hands on his hips, digging the shell plates on his wrists into his shirt. The pink mink's short tail whipped this way and that as she spun around to face the water type. "I'm not as snifflysnuffly anymore and I took some medicine before you came to get me, silly!"

Cyan opened his mouth to reply, but I hastily stepped forward, bringing an arm up to tap his pink nose with a finger. I tapped Erin's nose with my other hand, eliciting a cheerful wink from the younger explorer. "Don't worry about it, Cyan. We've got a box of tissues near the bed, and there's more in the bathroom, so if you're feeling blah, go ahead and take a few, Erin. You definitely seem better to me, though."

"Hey, you two! We were just wondering when you'd get here!" We turned to glance across the apartment. Rose waved a hand at us, holding the gamepad under her other arm as she nodded her head and smiled warmly, her nine tails wagging to and fro.

"Rose!" Erin's cheeks dimpled as she cried out, and the Mienshao skipped forward, speeding into the room and pouncing onto my partner, giving the cream-furred fox a great big hug. "Hi Rose, hi! I'm feeling better today!"

"Mm-! Ohh, I'm glad to hear that, Erin." Rose's fur bristled, but she relaxed soon afterward, lightly patting the pink mink's forehead, and I walked after Cyan as he followed after our friend, his boots thumping on the tiles. The Ninetales looked over at the water type, her expression turning thoughtful as she gave him a quick once-over, speaking up gently. "You look exhausted, Cyan... was it a busy evening at work today?"

"Hah! A boat full o'tourists left th'docks jus' before I got to th'pawn shop, that's th'kind o'evenin' it was at work today." Cyan promptly answered, reaching up and slipping both of his hands underneath his helmet, running his fingers through the short patch of scruffy fur between his ears. He leaned against the table, the small shell in his fan-shaped tail narrowly avoiding leaving a notch in the wood, and perked up when a catchy song drifted over to the four of us from the television. A small, toothy smile crossed his features. "It was borin', like usual. I'm glad that y'decided t'invite us over!"

"Now you can be bored here with all of us instead," I quipped, grinning cheekily as I nudged the water type Pokemon with my elbow.

Cyan rolled his eyes and grunted in response, and Rose nodded her nose towards the television, gesturing at the other chair nearby. Cyan, Erin and I nodded at her, and the four of us ambled across the room, Cyan and Erin scrambling ahead to snatch up the controllers, and my partner turned her attention back to the gamepad, tapping past the title screen and opening our file. A 'Yay, Peach!' and 'Okay, let's do this!' sounded out barely a second later, and I peered over the Ninetales' shoulder, watching her poke the Mario icon on her character spot.

"So where are we now, huh, huh? Did you play any more since we got together last week?" Erin asked, stomping in place a couple times before sitting down on the floor, her whiskers bouncing as she folded her legs and fidgeting from side to side to get comfortable. I looked up when the Mienshao abruptly sneezed, and she hunched her shoulders and smiled sheepishly at us from behind her hand, wiping her palm on her tank top and shorts.

"Nope, not so far," Rose replied, her ponytail waving around as she shook her head, and I stepped forward and grabbed the last lonely controller resting on the chair, glancing towards the television and pressing the A button to pick Luigi – as usual, I thought to myself. "We're still at the start of world 5, so we've got a lot of new stuff to go."

We sat ourselves down, and I reached an arm over my head, pawspike bumping against my aura tassels, and thumbed upwards at Cyan, who was leaning against the back of the seat. Soon enough, the world map brightened onto the screen, a jazzy tune starting to play from the speakers, and I scooted backwards to rest, smiling at the little model of a beach slowly spinning above our characters' heads. My tail started to thump against the seat cushion, wiggling around until it slipped underneath the armrest and flopped over the edge of the chair.

Rose turned upwards to check on the level, and when the little white bubble – speckled with just three green stars – popped up, I heard the pink mink sitting at our feet let out a quiet squeak of confusion. Cyan pushed forward sharply at Erin's strange noise, accidentally moving the chair forward a little bit, and I pressed my pawpads into the tiles, while Rose crossed her legs and prodded the Mienshao's shoulder with her footpaws to get her attention.

"O-oh! Eheeheehee," Erin giggled awkwardly, craning her neck to look at us. Her ears twitched, ever-so-slightly, in time to the music's beat, and she sniffled once before settling back down, idly wiggling the analog stick and tapping the buttons on her controller to make Toad jump in place on the map. "Umm... could we go back and play Sunshine Seaside again? I wanna do the dinosaur ride at the end of it again! And I won't mess around so we can get the stamp this time, I promise! Please, pretty please?"

I blinked, then raised my head to look at the television, my eyebrows quirking upward when I noticed the tiny, blank icon just underneath the row of green stars. My heart skipped a beat in lingering panic as an image of Plessie, jumping for a coin ring and nearly sending us plummeting to our doom, replayed in my mind's eye. I let my hands fall into my lap, using the side of my controller to scratch an itchy spot on my jeans, and then shrugged my shoulders, smiling in amusement as I turned back to Erin. She wore an innocently hopeful expression on her face, and I took a deep breath while Rose bent over and gave the Mienshao a friendly pat.

"That sounds okay to me, Erin," My partner said, her fluffy tails curling and drooping over the top of the armrest on her side of the chair, and I scooped up the cream-furred fox's headfur, keeping it from slipping over her shoulder as she eased herself back with me. "We shouldn't start with something hard anyway, especially since you're still sick."

The younger Pokemon beamed, happily bouncing up and down where she sat, but my ears stood straight in the air when I heard Cyan let out a low hum, and I glanced over my shoulder at the sea lion, who was staring at Erin and stroking his mustache all the while. "She isn't doin' that badly, Rose! Besides, we can jus' wait a minute an' let her catch up if she starts havin' a bunch o'coughs or somethin', right?"

Nuh uh! You'd be the one having to catch up to me, mister slow princess!" Erin shot back.

"Wh-" Cyan blurted out, tensing up as the pink mink below burst into laughter, rocking back and forth, and he snorted grumpily when the fighting type Pokemon stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry at him. "Oh, now you're really goin' t'get it, Erin!"

The sea lion hunched his head until it rested atop the back of the chair, jabbing his helmet towards Erin. The shell armor dropped between Rose and I, causing us both to recoil; my partner reacted first, letting the gamepad rest in her skirt as she brought her hands up to push the sharp horn to get Cyan's attention. He furrowed his brow, then raised his chin, turning his eyes to the television and hammering the controller to try and out-jump Erin. I glanced at the Samurott, then at the Mienshao, and chuckled.

"If she has a coughing fit, we could always just pause the game..." Rose pointed out, quiet but firm, and I resisted the urge to chuckle even harder when our two friends blinked in confusion, mulling my partner's comment over in their heads. She closed her eyes and hummed the music, then leaned sideways to lick my cheek, giving me a sweet look. My eyes widened for a moment, and then I nuzzled her nose in return, smiling at the contented purr that rumbled in the fire type Pokemon's throat. "So... is everyone ready to get tonight started?"

"Yup!" Cyan and Erin both spoke up, nodding at the cream-furred fox, and I intently watched the television as my partner jumped into the beach level, a confident smile curling onto my muzzle as the countdown dinged down. Three, two, one-

'Let'sa go!'






Clothes

Summary: A pair of Pokemon go searching for formal outfits to wear to a concert. A short, Tomodachi Life-based oneshot.


"Ooooh, hey, look at these! These look so cute!" Rose gasped quietly at the sudden noise, jolting back to reality as someone grabbed her arm and shook, and the cream-furred fox glanced sideways, exhaling in relief when Erin came into view. Her nine fluffy tails slowly uncurled as she looked at the pink mink, and patted the Mienshao's shoulder, giving the younger Pokemon a friendly squeeze through her yellow tanktop. Erin smiled broadly and stepped back, raising her arms to hold up a pair of dark, shiny stockings. "Look, Rose, look! I bet these would be a good match for a fancy outfit, right?"

"Mmm..." The Ninetales hummed thoughtfully, reaching up to run her hands through her ponytail of headfur. Rose reached out and pinched the feet of the black, rubbery cloth, rubbing it between her fingers and shaking her head at the strangely smooth feeling it sent through her fur. They slipped out of her grasp when Erin started to rock back and forth on her heels, her tail and whiskers bouncing as she waited for the fire type Pokemon's answer. "I don't know, Erin, are you sure you'd wear it? It doesn't seem like it'd be all that comfortable, especially for the outdoors."

"Awww, you think so?" Erin replied, ducking her head and holding the strange stockings on top of her denim shorts to see how they looked, balancing on the tips of her footpaws. "I think I wanna try them on first, at least! That's fine, right? You'll be okay, right, Rose?"

"Hehehe, I'll be fine," Rose chuckled warmly, patting her friend's head before looking over her shoulder at the changing room doors, all of them hanging open. "Go on, go ahead and see how you like them! I'll just look around a little while you're in there."

Erin nodded quickly, barely able to contain her giggles as she skipped past the Ninetales and into one of the changing rooms, the slam of the door drowning out the latch of the lock. Rose smiled gently, then turned around, gazing from side to side at the various racks and shelves of suits and dresses and unfamiliar names plastered occasionally on the walls. Her eyes finally landed on the nearest rack, filled with dresses big and small, and she stepped over to it, fur bristling slightly each time her pawpads rubbed against the rough, carpeted floor.

Stopping a couple paces away from the circular stand, the fox stood still, balking for a brief moment at the sheer number of dresses hanging just inches off of the floor, before slipping her arms between a few outfits and gingerly pushing them apart, slowly browsing through them. She slid a few dresses, all poofy and pink, over without a second though, and her gaze lingered on a warm red dress, adorned with buttons and a tiny apron, before moving it to the side as well, shaking her head as she thought aloud. "I still don't understand why they want us to wear formal outfits if the concert's going to be in the park... maybe we should have just gone to see miss Rarity in the first place. Or miss Sable-"

She cut herself off in the middle of pushing a tight, leathery top away, wincing at the garishly green, swirly-patterned jumpsuit that had been hiding behind the subdued outfit. She raised her eyebrows ever-so-slightly, and she quickly pushed the suit behind her, unable to keep herself from smiling... and then stifling a laugh when she found a second, purple, jumpsuit.

"I guess this must be where Opera bought her clothes." The fire type Pokemon circled around the clothes rack, browsing through the various dresses, shirts and jackets, skirted corsets and strapless gowns, her fluffy tails waving up and down and grazing the clothes along the way. Halfway across the stock, the colorful fabrics gave way to blacks and whites, and Rose paused for a moment, letting her arms fall to her sides as she gave a couple dresses a quick once-over.

Her ruby red eyes widened when a big, white dress caught her eye, and she leaned forward a bit, a few strands of her headfur falling in front of her face. She nudged her nose upward to shake them away before reaching towards the hanger, slipping the straps of the dress off and scooping it up. The Ninetales brought her arms close to her chest, carefully bending her elbows to keep the oversized garment from flopping onto to the floor.

"This looks nice," Rose murmured, tracing over the lines sewn near the neck of the dress, and she rubbed her palm on the edges of the frilly skirt, the fabric soft and pleasant on her fur, fingertips poking at the the leather belt wrapped around the middle. She sucked in a breath, her heart skipping a nervous beat when she felt a tiny gap just underneath the belt, and flipped the dress over, gripping it a bit tighter while she scanned over the backside. Her tails twitched, making her skirt wiggle a bit as they wagged from side to side, when she spotted the X-shaped opening around the hips, her expression brightening in realization. "It even has a tail-flap!"

The cream-furred fox smiled warmly as she snaked an arm through the straps, giving the formal dress another brief look, then glancing over at the circular rack again to snatch the empty hanger from its perch. She looked over the plastic thing – it didn't have a size marker – and then turned her head back towards the dress, reaching into it and fumbling around for the tag. It managed to find her first, one of the corners stabbing into her finger, and she flinched, tensing up at the slight ache, before grabbing the tag and lifting it up. She tilted her head to get a better look at the upside-down paper... and exhaled when she saw the XL printed near the bottom.

Rose's ears perked, pointing straight up at the ceiling, when she heard Erin's voice. "Um... Rose? Hey, Rose, where are you?"

"I'm still here, Erin." The Ninetales twisted around to call back to her friend, and she quickly put the dress back on its hanger, returning it to the rack and grabbing another one before walking back over to the changing rooms. She stopped near the only locked door, giving it a gentle tap. "What is it?"

Erin didn't reply at first, instead letting out an awkward giggle; Rose clamped an arm around her dress, combing her free hand through her ponytail again as she waited for the Mienshao to speak up again. However, the answer first came when the pink mink reached over her head, flinging the black, shiny stockings over the top of the door. Rose took a step away as the rubbery things slapped against the door, then looked again. She knelt down, gaping at the noticeably stretched stockings and once again pinching the feet, which were now broken and raggedy, the stockings' toes replaced by holes. "I'm sorry, Rose, really! They just didn't fit!"

Rose stared for a second or two longer, her tails nervously curling and uncurling, and then she took a deep breath, letting go of the latex and slumping her shoulders with a sigh.






Nightmares

Summary: A pair of Pokemon explorers both share a terrible nightmare of their past, and upon waking up, they comfort each other during the early hours of the morning. A Pokemon Mystery Dungeon-based oneshot.


I could practically taste the dry, gritty air as I slowly stepped my way across the jagged outcropping, Temporal Tower still rumbling faintly behind me, my footpaws rubbing uncomfortably against the rocks, and I glanced around at the ominous yellow skies. We'd done it... I turned my gaze away from the countless clouds to look at my partner instead, triumphantly leading the way with a spring in her step, all six of her curly red tails wagging up and down. An uneasy, dreamlike trance settled over me, making the whole world seem hazy, as if it could suddenly stop and go dark at any moment.

I couldn't help but frown, furrowing my brow thoughtfully when I tried to peer over my shoulder to steal a look at Dialga's domain, only to find it hidden from view behind the clouds, and I turned back towards the Vulpix walking ahead of me, lifting my legs to catch up to her. However, the moment one of my footpaws touched the ground again, a quick, painless numbness ran through my lower limbs; I grunted in surprise at their sudden heaviness, struggling to keep moving against my fading nerves. Shrugging my shoulders, feeling the treasure bag bump against my back, my two aura tassels rubbing against the hard leather, I dragged myself on the stones, only to stop and yelp when I almost lost my balance.

"Bill?" The fire type Pokemon perked up a short distance away, spinning on her heels to check on me, confusion rapidly filling her large, hazel eyes as she slowed her pace and paused. A faint breeze began to flow over the pathway leading to the Rainbow Stoneship, setting Rose's tuft of headfur and blue scarf aflutter – and drifting past my fur as if I wasn't even there. Nervous prickles welled up within me, turning to dread soon enough when my partner began to tear up. No... no... this wasn't happening, this couldn't be happening again-! "No... Bill!?"

"R-Rose-" I tried to call out to the little red fox, but only managed to let out a weak croak instead, the uncomfortable numbness winding its way up my body, reaching my hips and making my tail go limp against my legs. The other explorer shook her head, scrunching her eyes shut before making a mad dash towards me, her tiny claws scraping against the stones. Rose hopped up onto her hind legs and planted her front paws onto my shoulders once she finally closed the gap, staring right into my face, her disbelieving expression clear despite my blurring vision. She panted heavily, the warmth of her inner fire seeping into me. "I-I'm s-so-orry..."

"No! N-No, not ag-gain... n-no, plea-ase, no!" The fire type Pokemon cried out, her hind legs trembling more and more, and she leaned against me more and more in response, doing her best not to topple over. She continued to speak, letting out a series of sorrowful, incoherent noises as the tears started to flow freely down her cheeks, her fur matted and her lips quivering, and I sucked in a breath when she choked back a sob.

My heart was plunging deeper and deeper into the pit of my stomach with every passing second, and my nerves returned just long enough for me to start crying alongside my partner. I didn't, couldn't, didn't want to see Rose like this, I couldn't bear to make her mourn like this again! I didn't want to die and never see her again...! "Bill, please, d-d-don't leave me!"

My chest went numb. My neck. My head. I tried desperately to reach out towards Rose, focusing hard and drawing on all my strength, but my arms were like lead. I couldn't... do it...

Motes of light were floating all around us, around me, and Rose reared back when her paws passed partway through my shoulders. The Vulpix teetered precariously, going back and forth, her tails curling and uncurling from her sheer nervous panic, and then she lurched forward, sniffling and sobbing as she fell towards me. I ducked my head as the whole world went white, a regretful sigh escaping my throat as I braced myself for an impact that would never come. I couldn't feel a thing anymore, not even my own numbness, as the light, and Rose, went dark.

WHAM!

I gasped in shock, my senses returning all at once from the painful blow that Rose dealt me, and my entire body went rigid at the wave of pain that coursed through my veins. My tail wagged once, thwapping against the ground, and I forced myself to open my eyes, fidgeting on top of the bed of straw and dry grass, heart pounding all the while. I took gulp after gulp of air, the scent of the sea gently wafting past my nostrils, carried along by a coastal breeze that washed over me, drying the ruffled patches of tear-stained fur that ran down my cheeks and neck.

"Wha...?" I mumbled groggily, blinking a couple times at the change of scenery, and I twisted around, aura tassels bunching up as I peered back at the pointed, toothy rocks of Sharpedo Bluff, the sky and sea beyond it tinted a faint, brightening blue. Craning my neck, I scanned over the rest of the room, sleepily watching the patches of flowers growing across from the bed; they, along with the ferns and fronds near the tunnel leading outside, danced in the wind. It took a little while for everything to register, my mind still thrown for a loop by the strange... the strange... "A dream... it was just a dream."

I exhaled, all the tension draining from my muscles at the realization, and I let my head drop back to the ground, the soft grasses cushioning my fall. My muzzle twitched, and a smile wriggled its way onto my face at the slight ache that lingered in my nose. I brought an arm up, pressing my pawspike against my nose – the metal was cool to the touch, helping to soothe the pain somewhat. I sniffed in surprise when something damp tickled my cheek, and I wiped at my face, staring at the droplet that clung to my paw.

"B-Bill, no... p-please, don't go-" The teardrop dribbled over my palm and plummeted onto the bed of straw when its other occupant shuddered, a frightened, despairing tone overtaking the voice's usual warmth. My ears flicked at the sound, and I grit my teeth, turning my attention to my shivering partner. The fire-type Pokemon's face was scrunched up, her headfur tangled and matted, and she lamely wiggled her legs around, as if she was trying to chase after someone – after me, I realized – in her sleep. Her orange-tipped tails were curled tightly against her back, and the early morning light shined softly on her cream-colored coat, which was just as frazzled as her headfur. "P-ple-ease, B-Bill, d-don't leave me-e ag-ga-ain..."

The Ninetales was still crying too, streaks of tears moving from the corner of her eyes all the way down her chin and neck, getting soaked up by Rose's blue scarf. Hesitantly, I reached out to try and pinch the fabric between my pawpads, but flinched, pulling away, when the fire type Pokemon sobbed and hiccuped, burying her nose into the cloth, pushing it into her scruff of neckfur.

I swallowed dryly, smacking my lips as quietly as I could, taking a deep, shaky breath in... and out... feeling more of my own tears forming, tickling the sides of my face as I tried to think of what to do. It had been a while since we'd had the same dream. Or rather, the same nightmare. I must have picked up on Rose's discomfort while I was sleeping, or maybe it was the other way around... when the fox sniffled a second time, I pushed the thoughts away with a shake of my head, a couple of my aura tassels slipping over my shoulder. It wasn't the time to be wasting time.

"Rose... R-Rose!" I said shortly, snaking both of my arms around the Ninetales and grabbing her sides, squeezing tightly. She didn't even react, and I spoke just a little bit louder, giving her a quick, forceful shake, the dry grass underneath us rustling from the motion. "Rose, please, wake up! Wake up!"

Rose gasped sharply, her ruby red eyes shooting open and widening to the size of saucers, and the cream-furred fox froze in place, staring at me with a look of disoriented shock plastered on her muzzle. Her jaw slackened, and even her tails went limp, unfurling until all nine were spread out onto the floor of the bluff. I gazed right back at my partner, my heart pounding worriedly, and I took Rose's front paws into my own, gingerly rubbing her tiny pawpads.

"B... B-B-Bill...?" The fox spoke in a breathless, stuttered whisper. "But w-what?"

"I'm right here." I wrapped her up in a tight embrace, the warm, silky fur on her belly brushing the fur on my torso, grazing the edges of my blunted chestspike. I stroked her back with one paw and affectionately tousled her headfur with my other paw, resting her head in the crook of my neck and hoping none of my tears would dribble onto her. "I-I'm right here, Rose, I promise. It happened to m-me too. It was j-just a nightmare."

She was silent for a moment longer. I nuzzled her forehead, peering lower and giving the fire type Pokemon a quick peck on the bridge of her nose afterward, and her nine fluffy tails twitched, gently sweeping the ground in a waving motion before rising into the air. They caught the wind blowing in from the ocean, and we both heard the tides far below the bluff, frothy water crashing into shore before sloshing back to sea. It melded sweetly with the bubbling spring just a few paces away from our bed. Finally, Rose relaxed in my arms, letting go of the breath that she'd been holding all this time.

"J-just a-" The Ninetales started, only to pause in the middle of her words, and I felt her shiver again. She seemed to notice her trembling as well, as her inner fire instinctively flared, a burst of heat warming her up and sinking into me as well. I stifled a sniffle, blinking through my crying, and pressed my lips onto the back of my partner's ear, doing everything that I could to comfort her. She sniffled herself, then sobbed quietly, raising her head to nose at my chin. "B-B-Bill... o-o-oh-hh, Bi-i-ill..."

Her tears rolled down her face and dripped onto me, and I let my own tears trickle down my cheeks; the two of us simply lay there on the bed of grasses and straw, curled up together in a sad, sobbing heap. Rose continued to stoke her inner fire even while she cried, and she wagged her tails up and over, letting them settle atop us like a cozy, toasty blanket. I hugged the cream-furred fox, holding her close, taking comfort in the joy of being alive with her. The pleasant emotion flooded through me, banishing all my previous shock, sorrow and worry back to whatever part of my mind they had come from.

I patted Rose's head, taking a few ragged wheezes as I tried to calm my nerves, and I opened my mouth to speak, then closed it just as quickly when I realized that I couldn't think of anything to say. The sound of the waves reaching the beach drifted into my ears again, bringing the smell of sea salt along with it, and I stared at the wall of Sharpedo Bluff, light streaming through the shark's 'teeth' as the sunrise continued. Rose fidgeted, and I hunched forward with a grimace when she sweetly nuzzled – or, more accurately, shoved her face into – my neck, accidentally winding me in the process.

My partner murmured inaudibly, pawing at my blunted chestspike, her tiny claws combing through my fur, and I tilted my head to look down at the fire type Pokemon, who was still shaking ever-so-slightly, though she wasn't crying quite so hard anymore. She sniffed, then ducked away to wipe her nose on her scarf; I could tell she was trying to hide the blush forming under her fur, and my heart warmed at the sight. I dragged my paw over to her head, cupping her cheek in my palm, and I scooted downwards a tad until our eyes met, her face still matted and damp from crying.

She was beautiful.

I gazed lovingly at the Ninetales for a second or two, and in that time, she beat me to my own plan, leaning in close and softly bumping her nose into my own. I blinked in surprise, then inwardly sighed in relief, a small smile wriggling its way onto my muzzle when I became aware of how much of a mess I must have looked.

With a nod, I tightened my arms around my partner again and nuzzled her over and over, going from her cheek to her forehead, then tousling her headfur with a few pokes of my nose, a few strands falling down in front of her eyes in the process. I felt her nine tails curl over me, their tips sliding up and down the small of my back, and my smile turned into a cheeky grin as I fidgeted in Rose's ticklish grasp, my aura tassels bouncing and rubbing on my shoulders. She barked out a noise that sounded like a cross between a laugh and a hiccup, and I pulled her in, feeling her heart beating rhythmically in her chest.

I opened my mouth again, ready to speak, only to find that I still had nothing to say, and instead I just caught my breath, both Rose and I settling back into our bed, content enough to snuggle, occasionally licking or nosing each other. When I had taken a few gulps of air, I closed my jaw and hummed in time with the ocean waves, going higher or lower depending on whatever first came to mind, playfully tapping my footpaws against Rose's hindpaws.

The Ninetales slowed down in her affections as I sang, and not long after she relaxed, I heard a purr rumbling in my partner's throat, trying to match my own 'mmm's and 'hmm's. Seconds passed, then minutes. Rose still hiccupped every so often, and I found myself sniffling a note or two sometimes instead. The sky behind us was getting brighter, sparkles of sunlight glinting on the water that streamed into the bluff's little spring.

The cream-furred fox was the one to finally break the silence, after Arceus-knew how much of the morning had passed. She tapped a paw on my blunted chestspike, and my tail wagged, ruffling a couple of her tails. "Hey... did you say you had that nightmare too?"

My face fell, and I exhaled tiredly, a weariness settling over my senses. We must have woken up right at the crack of dawn. My tail almost immediately stopped wagging, thudding onto the dried grass and staying there. "Yeah... yeah, I did. I think you were shaking pretty hard, since you whacked my muzzle and woke me up."

"I did?" Rose perked up in surprise, her ears pointing straight, then flattening against her head in embarrassment, her expression turning bashful. Her ruby red eyes sparkled, filling with love and concern, and she leaned in and kissed me, her lips damp, sweet, and gentle. She spoke up once she pulled away. "I'm sorry about that. Does it still hurt?"

"Huh?" I furrowed my brow, then smiled and shook my head, reaching back to keep my aura tassels from swinging over my shoulder. They bumped and jostled against my pawspike instead, softly thumping it and dropping back to my neck. "Nah, of course not. Don't be sorry, I'm glad you woke me up. I wouldn't have been able to wake you up if you hadn't, heheheh."

Rose cocked her head thoughtfully, a warm, happy smile gracing her features, and my heart skipped a beat. "Yeah... I hadn't thought of that. Thank you for getting me out of that nightmare, Bill."

"Thank you for getting me out of it too, Rose." I snuggled into the fire type Pokemon, feeling her tails rise off of us and wave back and forth, their shadows helping keep the growing sunlight out of our eyes. I craned my neck to look around Sharpedo Bluff, morning having all but arrived fully, the lush green vines and leaves, warm orange-brown stone walls, and my partner's creamy fur all shined comfortingly. "It's about time to get up... shall we?"

"No," Rose replied without hesitation, using a single tail to push my head back down to the bed. "I want to stay here. With you."

I couldn't argue with that. I smiled, batting at her tailtips with a paw before nuzzling the fox's cheek, her inner fire flaring as we embraced again, the pile of straw rustling underneath us.






Ousting the Outlaw


The dark, rocky hill shined a soft silver as the moon slowly rose into the sky, hanging high above the sweeping valley of Stargaze City, accompanied by star after star winking into view on all sides of it. Wispy clouds drifted past, carried along by a blustering sea breeze, and a thick, loose flap of canvas ruffled noisily against the dusty ground. Lickilicky patted his striped belly as the sun finished setting, and he turned towards his hideout, gazing at the ramshacke, makeshift tent that he had built into the hillside. The pink paint was already starting to peel off, and it barely looked like him aside from the welcome mat, but it was a safehouse nonetheless.

"Finally, today's over," He murmured to himself as he bent over, grabbing the end of the tent's tongue, rolling it up, and pushing it through the gap in the tent. The heavy fabric thudded against the floor, echoing off of the cavern walls dug into the hill. "Sorry folks, business time is over, and the... meh-heh, the guildmaster's busy counting his earnings!"

"Wait, Lickilicky, sir!"

The normal type Pokemon practically jumped in surprise, whirling around irritably and craning his neck to search for where the call had come from, and he tensed up at the sight of a yellow-and-blue feathered figure making a beeline for him. Lickilicky took a hasty step away to give the prehistoric bird enough room to land, and the Archeops did just that, digging his talons into the dirt and skidding to a stop, flapping his wings a couple times to help slow himself down.

"Phew!" The flying type wheezed out a heavy sigh, patting a wing on his satchel bag, and Lickilicky raised his eyebrows when he noticed the jeweled necklace the other Pokemon wore, moonlight glinting on the pale gemstones. "I'm glad I got here while you were still open... sorry for keeping you up."

"Oh! Er-hem, no no, it's fine, fine!" Lickilicky coughed to clear his throat, hiding his annoyance behind the honeyed greeting he'd practiced, and he wrung his fists a few times before scurrying over to the unexpected visitor, offering a hand for the bird to shake. "The Lickilicky Guild is happy to serve. What is it that you needed... er...?"

"Vale," The Archeops answered, nipping at his plumage a bit. The salt-smelling wind picked up speed, kicking up a few puffs of dust from the ground as it swept past them. "It's not very urgent, but a friend of mine over in the city was wondering how to join the guild? She wants to be an explorer, see."

Lickilicky blinked, then sighed, smiling outwardly and cringing inwardly. Why was it so hard for the locals to understand that his guild wasn't one that you could join!? He slowly turned towards the tent's doorflaps, gesturing dismissively at Vale. "Ahh, yes, well, I'm afraid I don't have any openings for more apprentices at the moment. Stargaze surely needs our help, but we are not stretched thin, either."

"Huh? Wait, really?" The Archeops blurted out, and Lickilicky halted in his tracks, gritting his teeth and narrowing his eyes as his frustration grew. "A-Are you sure? She was so excited about it..."

"Well, tell her that I apologize!" The pink Pokemon shot back, his eyes going wide afterward, and he quickly spun on his heels, waving his hands apologetically when he saw the Archeops' hurt expression. "A-Ah! And I apologize for snapping, as well. But I have many more Pokemon asking to join, and it gets tiresome. You understand, right? Eheh... meh-heh."

Vale was silent for a moment, then nodded, looking crestfallen; even the bird's tail had drooped low, laying flat and unmoving in the dirt. "Okay... I understand. Sorry for wasting your time, then."

Lickilicky nodded back at the Archeops, slowly easing his way into his tent, and then he turned tail and marched further into the hillside caves, closing the doorflaps behind him with a loud yank. Vale turned around and walked a few paces away, spreading his wings in preparation to leave... then paused, stealing a sideways glance at the patches of trampled grass, the flattened blades catching the moonlight. The trail of telltale footsteps ran right alongside the lines his talons had made in the dirt, and the bird took one last look at the Lickilicky-shaped tent, his mouth curling into a concerned half-smile.

"Star..." Vale muttered under his breath, breaking into a jog before leaping into the air, flapping hard and swooping towards the seaside city. "Be careful in there, alright?"


The air in the dry, dusty tunnel wavered slightly as Lickilicky stomped inside, hastily pulling the tent closed before swiveling on his heels and hunching over with a wheeze. The normal type Pokemon slowly let a nervous smile worm its way onto his face, and he furrowed his brow, patting his belly a few more times before walking deeper into his hideout. His lumbering form was quickly swallowed by the darkness, his loud footsteps echoing through the passage.

Moments after the outlaw had left, the air in the tent wavered again, and a Zoroark suddenly came into view, letting go of the breath she had been holding as she dispelled her illusion. The dark-furred fox sidled up along the wall a little bit longer, then took a stumbling step forward, clutching a pair of silver spikes in one paw and a small, yellow-shelled seed in her other paw. She cocked her head when the marching Lickilicky made a series of quiet grunts, and she crouched low, rolling her shoulders to fluff her flattened hair as she skulked into the dimly-lit cavern.

"That's the hard part done..." The dark type whispered to herself, licking her dry lips, then wiping her wrist on the red, star-shaped birthmarks at the corners of her mouth. "Now just to stay on your tail, big-mouth..."

Star kept one of her elbows against the wall as she slunk through the shadows, her sharp blue eyes quickly adjusting to the lack of light, and she glanced from side to side, gazing intently at the grainy, unpolished stones. Underfoot, she could feel pebbles squashed deeply into the shallow, sandy soil, undoubtedly pressed down by the retreating Lickilicky. As the Zoroark made her way through the tunnel, said Lickilicky soon came into view, his round figure silhouetted by a moonbeam shining in from a window dug into the wall up ahead.

She stopped in her tracks – heart freezing for a split-second – when the tips of her clawed footpaws tapped against a larger rock jutting up from the dirt. The light sound drifted through the tunnel, and the dark-furred fox tensed when she saw the outlaw stop walking, kicking over a couple pointed stones as he wobbled over to the window, his pink body and long tongue shaking unpleasantly.

A tense second passed.

Then another. Star arched her tiptoes and balanced on her pawpads, the wind gusting ominously outside.

"Ooohh, ow, what a pain! Blasted things, I'm so frazzled tonight..." The Lickilicky's disgruntled voice bounced off the walls, followed by a pained whine, and Star winced, reaching her free paw up to press her ears against her skull. The outlaw started marching not long afterward, though, vanishing from sight and sending the slightest of trembles through the ground. "I can't wait until I can finally be done with this stupid little city..."

Star relaxed, turning her gaze towards the loose bit of rubble that she had accidentally bumped into. Then she sucked in a breath; numerous shards of sharp, jagged granite were jutting a full inch into the air, haphazardly arranged into a bunch of lazy, jumbled rows, set up just far enough from the gap in the wall to keep them hidden. Some of them were tilting loosely, and a fair few had been knocked over entirely thanks to Lickilicky's lumbering. The trap almost looked like a strange, dangerous rock garden.

"Mmhmhm," Star laughed slyly, standing up to her full height and reaching up with her silver spikes to see how high the tunnel went. She had barely bent her arm when the edges of the thin blades clinked on the ceiling, and the dark type Pokemon shrugged, the dark ruff around her shoulders shaking as she took a couple steps back from the stealth rocks. "You'll be done soon, that's for sure."

The Zoroark broke into a short run, then pounced when she got close to the stones, curling her knees and spreading her arms as she leaped over the trapped part of the floor. She sailed across the underground tunnel, her mop of wild hair whipping around, and she passed by the window with a smirk, bracing herself when she began to fall. The thief hit the dirt with a hard thud, a jolt running through her nerves as soon as her footpaws touched the sandy ground, her balance going awry.

She teetered back and forth, stealing a nervous glance over her shoulder at the sharp rocks, waving her arms as she swayed dangerously close to the trap. Star curled her paws into fists, but her instincts kicked in just before she crushed the yellow-shelled seed that she was carrying, and she stabbed her silver spikes into the ground, shifting her weight to her tiptoes to anchor herself.

A muted sigh of relief escaped the dark type Pokemon's throat when she managed to steady herself, and she crouched there for a couple seconds longer, leaning forward and peering sharply into the continuing depths of the tunnel. The path curved to the side slightly, moving closer to the center of the hill, and though there didn't seem to be any more traps ahead, the cavern's dismal, dreary darkness remained. The star-flecked corners of Star's mouth twitched downwards a bit – the chances of finding another window along the way were looking slimmer and slimmer.

Lickilicky's fading stomps pulled the Zoroark out of her thoughts, and she stood up and dusted herself off, sidling up to the wall and shuffling after the outlaw. Curling her footpaws to keep her claws from tapping the pebbles buried in the soil, Star followed her target's trail, the bright window and sharp rows of rocks quickly fading from both her view and her mind. The closer she drew to Lickilicky, the more and more she pressed herself up against the rough stone walls, an unpleasant, gritty, grimy feeling settling into her red hair and gray fur.

Suddenly, the echoing footsteps got faster, the ground rumbled harder. Star's ears flicked again when Lickilicky let out another wheeze and picked up his pace, and she ducked, eyes narrowing, when the curving tunnel gave way to a much sharper twist. The dark-furred fox pushed off the wall and rounded the turn, looking up and down to check for any more traps, and then she broke into a brisk stride, still trying to stay as quiet as she could as she padded after the other Pokemon. The loose dirt crumbled underfoot with each and every thump, collecting in the two sets of prints left in the ground.

The underground path soon took another turn, and she dug her heels in and deftly skipped past it, jolting in surprise when she spotted the hideout's owner a short distance away. A faint circle of orange light shined through a gap, casting a glow on Lickilicky's pink body, and ever-so-slightly on the rocks surrounding him. Star skidded to a stop and leaned forward, catching her breath as she watched.

Lickilicky was hunching over, fidgeting and fiddling with something that she couldn't quite see yet, huffing and puffing even harder and louder than she was and occasionally making an incoherent grumble of frustration. Between his labored breaths, she could hear a soft clicking and clinking, metal touching metal, and she briefly peeked at her silver spikes, then stared forward again. The gears in her mind turned as she noticed a few more details, sticking her free paw out and tracing the outline of a door with a claw.

"There! Argh, at last!" Star tensed up when Lickilicky finally blurted out something sensible – for a given value of sensible, she told herself, keeping her wits about her – and yanked the wooden door open, the hinges squeaking and scraping noisily. Star sneaked forward a step, only to balk when the bright, orange circle got a little bigger, and as the other Pokemon retreated into the next room, she just barely caught a glimpse of a lantern hanging from a hook inside. "Goodnight and good riddance!"

Star winced when Lickilicky pulled the door shut with a powerful slam, sending a tremor all through the tunnel from the force of the swing, and she started moving again, hunkering low to the ground and walking over to the end of the cave. The iron knocker wiggled and dinged as the room was locked back up from the other side, and the Zoroark frowned, peering at the barred hole carved into the top of the wooden boards.

As soon as the metallic rattling subsided, Lickilicky stood up and turned around, the curled tuft on his head bouncing into view through the door, and the outlaw nervously shoved the key onto the nearby hook, accidentally shaking the lantern that was already hanging there. Star flattened herself against the dirt as the light shining through the door wavered, and she lay there and listened, hearing the other Pokemon gasp and grab the lamp, holding it still. Then, he plodded away with a strained sigh.

After resting outside of the room for another couple moments, the thief pushed herself back to her knees. She brought her arms to her lap, taking one of her silver spikes into her other paw, awkwardly holding the seed she carried underneath the handle as she brandished the blades. Easing up onto her tiptoes, she inched higher, little by little, staring through the hole in the door and scanning over Lickilicky's meager hideaway.

The normal type had sat down on a small stone in front of a larger stone, a charcoal stick clenched in his hand as he scribbled into a bark-bound book, occasionally looking over to the side. Star leaned over, and her eyes widened – there was a cloth sack sitting next to the makeshift desk, filled nearly to the brim with gold coins, wonder orbs, scarves and treasures, and other knickknacks. With a shake of her head, she returned her attention to the door, eyeing the lock underneath the knocker.

"Mmm..." She hummed under her breath, tilting her head and peering intently into the keyhole, then slipping the silver spikes into the lock, running into an unseen barrier almost immediately. She gently jiggled the door, and her muzzle curled into a smile at the loose, hollow noise that she was rewarded with. This lock had nothing to fear from her... "Just one pin... big-mouth, you're making this too easy for me."

Arching her hands, the thief pushed one of her silver spikes low, angling it downwards to dig the tip of the blade underneath the tumbler, and she pushed her other spike in, keeping the lock from moving as she worked. With a little poking and prodding, the Zoroark slipped her lockpick past the pin, twisting it around a little before flicking her wrist. The thin blade went up, and so did the tiny peg; Star pressed an ear onto the door, furrowing her brow as the numerous bits and pieces of the lock clicked from within, drowning out Lickilicky's nervous grumbling.

She readied her other silver spike, holding it steady, but paused when she felt an almost-imperceptible shake run through her paws, accompanied by another clink as the pin fell back down. Quickly rolling her eyes, she tried again, snapping her lockpicks up and inching the tumbler back into the lock, pushing it out of the way and then prodding at it through the top of the keyhole. The lock shook gingerly, making the ring-shaped knocker shake as well, and Star reached out with a claw to hold the door steady when its hinges squeaked.

"Wh-whuh? What was that?" Lickilicky said from the other side of the door, and Star froze, swearing inwardly when she felt the door's single pin slowly slide out of place again. A perfect chance to stick the pin into place, ruined by the outlaw's sudden outburst. She didn't have time to dwell on it, however, as the normal type Pokemon started to breath harder – his annoyance from his conversation with Vale and his general paranoia were really starting to get to him. Slowly, Star moved her silver spikes around, quietly easing them out from the door... but, from the tapping of the bladetips on the sides of the lock, not quietly enough. "Oh, Arceus, Dialga, Palkia blast it all! That does it!"

There was a grunt, then a scraping of rock against rock, and Star pulled her ear away from the door, nearly dropping her tools as she slunk away from the door and back against the tunnel wall. She hopped up onto the tips of her footpaws, digging her whole body into her long, messy hair as she hugged the grainy rocks, hiding in the shadows. Lickilicky's feet plodded on the dirt as he dashed back over to the wiggling, jiggling door, yanking the key from the hook and shoving it into the keyhole, not even caring about the shaking lantern as he struggled with his own lock.

"Stupid bird, catching me right at the end and making me get like this...!" The round, pink Pokemon growled under his breath as he twisted the key this way and that, shoving his weight against the wooden door as his frustrations boiled over. Lickilicky yelped when the planks finally gave way, and he stumbled out into the tunnel, holding onto the doorknocker with a white-knuckle grip. He glared into the darkness, inhaling and exhaling a few short times before yelling loudly, wiping the curly tuft on his head and lashing his tongue out. "Who's out there? I know you're out there! 'Cause you can't outsmart the guildmaster, Lickilicky-"

As soon as he said his name, something slashed against the tip of his tongue, and he gasped in shock as a sharp stab tore through his senses, the tension in the air so palpable that all of his muscles seemed to stiffen at once. He whirled around, snapping his head all around, partly out of pain and partly to find whatever had attacked him, but then he felt soft fur graze against his tastebuds, making him gag.

Lickilicky turned towards the other Pokemon, his eyes going wide when a small, yellow-shelled seed was jammed into his mouth. The outlaw bit down instinctively, crushing the tiny thing between his teeth, and as the pieces tumbled down his throat, a mix of grogginess and realization swept over him.

"Goodnight," A low, smooth voice echoed in his head as sleep took him. "And good riddance."






A Sick Shao

Summary: A rescuer gets sick on the job, prompting a mercenary to help bring her back home safe (with some urging from their explorer teammates), and the pair of Pokemon chat over breakfast. A Mystery Dungeon-themed oneshot.


A quick sploosh echoed through the forest, spooking a few sleepy flying types out of their nests in the trees, as a bowlful of minced carrots was dumped into a steaming pot, fire crackling underneath and wisps rising up above. Pulling his arm away, a blue-furred sea lion peered over the little, makeshift campsite, stacking the now-empty bowl next to his hiking pack, stroking his white mustache a few times before turning back towards his work, grabbing a spoon, and stirring the pot's contents viciously. The Samurott took a deep breath as a tangy, mouthwatering scent wafted past his nose, and he furrowed his brow and smiled in concentration, digging his hindpaws into the grass and lightly smacking his tail on the ground.

"Yeah, this's comin' along nice," He muttered under his breath, holding onto the pot's leather-wrapped handles in a white-knuckle grip. Bits of ginger and strands of carrots swirled around in the dark purple oran broth, getting swept up by the water type's motions and spinning deep into the berry juice. A faint, chilly breeze sent ripples across the surface when it blew over the food, and the Samurott began to slow his pace down, letting the last of the soup's ingredients simmer. Taking a step back, he wiped his brow, beads of sweat having formed from the heat of the cooking fire. "Alright, an' now-"

His ears flicked within his shell helmet when an audible cough rang out from nearby, and he snapped his head around, staring at the awakening Mienshao a few paces away from him. The fighting type had curled up into a ball on a thick patch of grass, blinking blearily as she covered her mouth with her paws, her fur sleeves hanging uncharacteristically loose and shaking each time she coughed.

"So you're finally up an' at 'em, huh, Erin?" The Samurott hastily wiped his gauntlets before grabbing the soup spoon and scooping up some of the liquid, stomping over to his friend as she wriggled around. Erin tiredly turned her head towards him, her whiskers twitching each time she sniffled, and she rolled over, face scrunching up into a pained wince. The sight made him grimace, and he held a paw underneath the spoon, offering the scoopful for the girl to try. "Hey hey hey, quit movin' around, okay? Here, open up an' try some o'this!"

"Bluh... nrrmgh, Cyan...?" Erin said quietly, a slow, groggy tone intruding and overpowering her usually chipper voice. The pink mink raised her head slightly, staring up at the sea lion. "Ucch. I feel all sniffly-snuffly."

"That's why I'm givin' y'a taste o'the soup right now," Cyan replied bluntly, scooting even closer to the Mienshao until he was mere inches away from her. It took a moment for his remark to register, but when it did – helped along by the delicious smell of breakfast – she promptly opened her mouth, using a sudden burst of energy to lean forward and snatch the spoon out of her friend's paws. "Hey!"

"Mmfhmfhm-nnh..." A giggle turned into a groan as Erin clamped her jaws down on the spoon, fluttering her eyes shut and flopping her head back as it ached from the exertion. She quickly gulped the mouthful of food down, letting her utensil drop to her side afterward as she replied. "Oooogh, yuch, everything's pounding really hard... I hate being sick, hate it! I hope I don't accidentally get Butterfree sick whenever we find her..."

"Well, you're jus' goin't'have t'get used to it, since you've got a real bad cold!" Cyan said, picking the wooden stirring spoon up and glancing away for a moment, sharply inhaling through his nose before spraying a strong water gun out, washing the spoon off completely. He brandished it like one of his seamitars, then walked over to the pot of soup, stirring a few more times to wave the thickening plumes of steam away. "An' y'aren't goin't'get miss Butterfree sick, either. You were in an' out o'sleeping all day yesterday, so Bill an' Rose told me t'head back an' bring you home!"

The Samurott gave a start when his friend let out a loud gasp, followed by an even louder sneeze, eliciting a round of nervous chirps from the local flying types as they hopped off of their nested branches and flew away from the campsite. Melting flakes of snow and the occasional dead leaf drifted down as the trees shook, and Cyan craned his neck to stare towards the higher boughs, narrowing his eyes as sunlight filtered through the forest's chilly, wintry canopy.

"What!?" Erin exclaimed with a hoarse cough, and Cyan spun around to stare at his friend, tension surging through his muscles as he watched the fighting type roll onto her side, trying to push herself up onto her footpaws. "Nonono, I'm not that sick-"

"What d'y'think you're doin', Erin!?" The Samurott hastily jogged towards her, reaching out with both paws and pressing them onto the Mienshao's shoulders, easing her back down into the patch of thick grass. She wriggled and fidgeted against his grasp, gritting her teeth in pain as her headache and stuffy nose wore her down. "I've been carryin' you back t'Treasure Town for all o'yesterday afternoon, so we're already on th'way, okay? Now quit tryin't'get up and jus' rest, okay? Sheesh, I don't want y't'go an' hurt yourself!"

Erin looked up and down and all around, staring at her surroundings to figure out where the two of them were, then pushed against Cyan a bit more, wiggling her arms and whipping her fur sleeves about aimlessly. "B-But I'll be okay! We need to help find miss Butterfree!"

"An' I think that it's better t'keep y'safe an' healthy, rather than riskin' you getting' injured in th'middle of a mystery dungeon!" Cyan replied. "Bill an' Rose both thought th'same thing, too! Now cut it out before y'go an' hurl or somethin'!"

The cooking fire's crackling punctuated the end of the statement, leaving the pair of Pokemon to sit there and wait, a tense silence settling over the clearing. Cyan reaffirmed his grip on his friend, his mustache shaking as he leaned over and glared firmly at the pink mink, and Erin slowed to a stop, her expression a strange, unpleasant mixture of an unhappy frown and an ill grimace.

"Mmmmph... but I wanna help miss Butterfree, a-" She opened her mouth to keep speaking, only for no words to come out; her jaw hung lamely in the air as she gazed up at her friend. The sea lion standing above her blinked, confusion etched across his face as she nodded her head and twitched her nose at him.

"Erin?" He grunted, listening as the Mienshao made a couple short, strange gasps, gently rocking back and forth each time she went 'aah'. Cyan's heart began to pound in his chest as worry took hold of him, and he gave the other Pokemon a shake, moving his wrist to her chest and rubbing lightly. "Are y'chokin', Erin? Snap out o'it!"

The only answer he got was a smack in the face, courtesy of a pair of long fur sleeves, and the water type recoiled, letting go of his friend with a grunt of dismay. Stumbling back a few steps, Cyan rubbed at his eyes, curling his paws into fists and snorting grumpily as the feeling of Erin's soft fur faded away, and he stomped his hindlegs, smacking his tail against the dirt. The small shell embedded in the fan-shaped appendage left a nasty gash in the grass, and the Samurott whipped his tail about to clean the blade off.

"AaiiIICHOO-!" Before Cyan could voice one of the indignant remarks running through his mind, Erin sneezed a second time, her eyes going as wide as saucers as she lurched forward and sat up straight, her body going rigid from the small shock. The wind slowly kicked up again, blowing through the campsite with a blustery gust, ruffling the Mienshao's tail and whiskers all the while, and she took a deep breath... then sniffled, pulling a face. "Yucchhh, bluchuch. Oooogh... Cyan, can I have s-some oran medicine? I need it pronto-pronto!"

The groan helped pull Cyan back to reality, and he walked over and caught the fighting type as she began to topple over onto her backside again, gritting his teeth as she brought her paws up to her muzzle, sniffling and coughing into them. The sea lion wrapped his blue-furred arms underneath the pink mink's, hefting her up with a tug, and he glanced around the forest's clearing, an idea quickly popping into his head when he spotted his hiking pack, still guarding the pot of soup.

"How about I do y'one better an' get y'some soup, huh?" He replied, half-carrying-half-dragging his friend over to his backpack, stepping sideways across their makeshift campsite. "An' for Arceus' sake, don't go sneezin' all over me, got it!? If y'get me sick, then there's nobody 'round who'll b'able t'take care o'us!"

"Heeheehee, don't worry, silly," Erin giggled hoarsely but cheerfully, the pleasant sound finally returning to her voice for the first time since she had woken up. It made the corners of Cyan's mouth curl into a tiny, relieved smile, his mustache grazing the tips of his friend's ears. "You won't get sick as easily as I did, so I know you'll be okay! You're too big and grumpy to let a cold get the best of you!"

"Hah! Yeah, that's ri-" Cyan puffed his chest out and smiled wider at the praise. Then the rest of her words registered, and he did a double-take, eyes widening, then narrowing towards the Mienshao; she was staring up at him, clutching her paws in front of her mouth to try and stifle herself. "H-Hey!"

She couldn't hold back, bursting into peals of laughter at his annoyed reaction, and the Samurott rolled his eyes and mumbled out a brief 'bah!', pulling Erin over to his hiking pack, unceremoniously dropping her down in front of it, and clapping his paws together to dust himself off. Erin grunted when she landed on the grass, leaning back and resting against the big leather bag that lay behind her, and she fidgeted around a little bit, her laughter quickly subsiding when her headache picked up in strength.

"Alright, alright, quit movin' around an' have some o'this," Cyan said – more to himself than to Erin – as he grabbed the spoon and one of the bowls from before, giving the steaming pot of soup a few more stirs before scooping some of the purple broth out. Dumping the berry-and-vegetable mixture into the wooden dish, he carefully rocked the liquid in circles before ambling slowly over to his sick friend, wafting some of the fragrant steam over to her as he offered her some breakfast. "How's it smell, huh?"

The pink mink leaned forward and took a whiff, whiskers bouncing as she sniffled audibly. Her muzzle broke into a big, excited smile at the scent of the food, and Cyan took a deep breath and relaxed as the happy grin offset her pained, furrowed brow. "Oooh! Mmm, that smells really good, Cyan, what is it? I bet you used oran berries in it, didn't you? That's all I can smell, heeheehee!"

"Yeah, that's part o'it! Go on, take it an' have some! You're th'one who's supposed t'b'gettin' better!" He answered after a moment, holding his arm out towards Erin for a second or two longer before giving up and placing the bowl of soup on her lap, and the water type spun on his heels and grabbed another bowl from the small stack, serving himself some soup as well.

Erin nodded, craning her neck to look down at the wooden bowl sitting on her legs, and she brushed her fur sleeves out of the way before deftly picking the soup up, bringing the edge of the bowl to her lips... only to recoil from the sheer heat. She gripped her meal tight, making sure not to spill a single drop even as she shook her head and glanced over at the pleasantly-roaring campfire, the chilly, winter gales sending flickering embers into the air, their tiny, orange light standing out against the snow and greenery.

The heat from the fire and from her food sank into her fur, and the Mienshao leaned in close, holding her soup to the wind and blowing on it to help cool it off. She winced almost immediately afterward, head pounding from the strain, and made herself take a deep gulp of the broth, managing to drain half her bowl in a single go. Her eyes shot wide open, her mouth flattened out, and a tingle ran down her spine at the sheer, sharp taste of the citrus-y fruits and the flavorful, zesty taste of something else entirely, both of which were only evened out by the sliced carrots.

"MMMMMMmmm!" Cyan nearly jumped when his friend made a noise, and he whirled around, air whistling past his shell armor, just in time to see Erin chew rapidly and then swallow. He sighed in relief as the pink mink wriggled around, happily smacking her lips before slurping more of her breakfast. "'Ish guud!"

"Don'talk with y'mouth full!" He shook his head and sat down opposite Erin as he spoke, holding his bowl of soup in one paw and stroking his mustache with the other. Erin sniffled and puffed her cheeks out in response, making a little cough in the back of her throat before gulping down the bite of food. "How's that for a way t'clean out your stuffy nose, huh!?"

He didn't get a reply until after his friend had completely drained her serving of soup, a feat which took only a half-minute longer for her to do. The Mienshao dropped the bowl into her lap and energetically bounced where she sat for a few seconds... and then she practically melted into Cyan's hiking pack, leaning back more and more and sliding down the bag as the purple-tinted, citrus-y broth did its work. Erin sniffled and coughed, loose fur sleeves waving in the wind as she yanked her paws up to her now-running nose.

"Ooogh..." She mumbled, her enthusiasm for the meal dampened – albeit only a little bit – by her sinuses. Cyan snorted, taking a sip from his own bowl before taking Erin's and serving her a second, smaller portion; she gladly took it, drinking it much slower this time. "This is really really strong stuff, Cyan! Like something I would get back at the guild at home... mmgh, haaaww..."

The Samurott paused and blinked at the compliment, arm half-outstretched towards his breakfast as he turned his head to peek at Erin, his ears perking straight upwards from within his helmet. "Wait, like at th'Delibird Guild? You serious?"

"Mmhm," Erin grunted as she yawned, putting her food down and stretching her arms and legs out towards the campfire, her fur sleeves, tail and whiskers all shaking in the wind as she fidgeted in the grass to get comfortable. The fighting type let out a soft giggle as she rested her head against Cyan's hiking pack, using it like a giant pillow. "You're a really great mercenary, but I bet you'd have made a really great rescuer, too, heeheeheeoooh..."

"H-Huh!?" The water type exclaimed. "E-Erin?"

But her eyes had fluttered shut as she dozed off, leaving Cyan alone in the makeshift campsite, an uncharacteristically strong blush rising onto the sea lion's blue-furred cheeks.






Another Cup of Hot Cocoa

Summary: Time has passed, things have changed, but one thing always stays the same - how much I love spending time with you. A fluffy, Mystery Dungeon-themed oneshot and sort-of-prequel to Beyond the Sky, written for a five-year writing anniversary.


A harsh, chilly wind whipped across the trail, blowing in from the distant ocean and sending frothing waves crashing against the jagged rocks far below, roaring past my ears and buffeting my tail and aura tassels. I hunched forward and narrowed my eyes against the cold winter gales, tightening my grip on the pair of piping-hot – or piping-warm, at this point – wooden cups that I was carrying, their heat sinking into the fur on my torso and warming my blunted chestspike. The moon and stars shined through the blanket of clouds lingering up above, helping to brighten the night sky, and I hurried towards the outskirts of Treasure Town, footpaws plodding soundlessly on the dirt road.

"Lucky for me it hasn't started to snow yet," I muttered to myself, perking up when I saw, and heard, Sharpedo Bluff's telltale flag ruffling noisily. A smile curled its way onto my muzzle as I ambled past the trees and into the grass, stopping when I reached the wooden trapdoor nestled in the ground. Reaching a leg out, I gave the metal knocker a quick poke, then awkwardly dug my tiptoes into the dirt, trying to scoop the planks out from the soil to open the door. It didn't work, and after a few seconds, I sighed in defeat, calling out over the din of the impending snowstorm. "Hey, Rose! I'm back!"

At first, I didn't get an answer. Moments later, however, the worn metal ring shook a little, and then the trapdoor burst open, its icy hinges squeaking; I stumbled back a couple steps at the sudden motion, my tail wagging sharply as I tried to keep my balance. A cream-furred fox poked her head out from underneath the wooden boards, her blue scarf blustering against her neckfur as she wiggled her way out into the open air, staring blankly at me.

"Bill?" She said quietly, and I nodded, inching back over to my partner and kneeling down, reaching out and jabbing one of my pawspikes into the door, propping it open for the Ninetales. She blinked, taking a couple quick glances at the cups I was carrying, and then she smiled warmly, her ruby red eyes sparkling as curiosity replaced confusion. "I was just getting ready to meet up with you at Spinda's cafe. Are those...?"

"Yup. He said it was alright if I went home with these, as long as we wash them and bring them back tomorrow." I nodded, grinning as I offered the fire type Pokemon one of the drinks, the wind carrying its sweet, chocolate scent and wafting it right into her face. The fox instinctively licked her lips at the smell, her ears pointing straight up. "He also said 'happy new year'."

"Ohh... heheh, that's sweet of him," Rose replied, and she nudged the trapdoor with her nose a couple times before walking back down the stairs, her tiny claws scrabbling on the stone steps, her nine fluffy tails curling and waving slightly, as if beckoning me to follow her. Slowly, carefully, I did just that, easing my way into the tunnel, holding the cups close to my chest all the while. "C'mon, Bill, come in and warm up. I've still got the fire going, and there's some of Cyan's berrycake left over, too."

"Huh. Really?" I said, a pleasant, surprised twitch running through my nerves, and I scooted forward a bit, the trapdoor swinging shut behind me. I peered towards the bottom of the stairs, making a beeline for the bright, orange firelight that flickered on the stone wall, shining in from the rest of the bluff. "How'd you keep him and Erin from gobbling it all?"

"Shh, shh-!" The cream-furred fox hastily shushed me, dropping her voice to a low whisper, and I tensed, clamping my jaws shut when I reached the end of the tunnel. I cautiously sidled my way inside... and let go of the breath I was holding, unable to keep myself from smiling.

Rose was looking at me from the middle of the room, nudging a small plate of cake pieces off of the ring of stones and away from the crackling campfire, and a Samurott and Mienshao rested on one of the beds at the opposite wall, their soft snoring mixing with the sound of the wellspring nearby. Cyan lay on his belly, his shell armor sitting near his hiking pack, and Erin lay on the sea lion's back, her arms and fur sleeves sweetly wrapped around her friend. The pink mink fidgeted in her sleep, cuddling and nuzzling Cyan's neck, and the water type Pokemon mumbled something incoherent in response, his mustache ruffling from the wind.

"Heh, that answers that question," I quipped airily, walking over to the firepit and sitting next to my partner, sighing in relief when the heat of the campfire – and the heat of Rose's inner fire – sank into my fur. Rose smiled at my remark, scooting closer to me and curling a couple of her tails behind my back, and after setting the cups of hot cocoa down on the floor, I stretched my arms and legs, my tail wagging as I relaxed. "They couldn't quite make it to midnight, huh?"

"Mm-mm..." Rose grunted and shook her head, then shook her head a little harder when a few strands of her headfur fell in front of her eyes. I grinned cheekily, letting one of my paws fall onto her head so I could affectionately tousle the Ninetales' ponytail, and she jolted, then leaned into my touch, her ears flicking. "Cyan didn't even want to try, and Erin finally ran out of energy a few minutes ago."

"Oh well." I shrugged, turning my head to peer out at the horizon, brushing my aura tassels behind my shoulders while I watched the dark, wintery world outside; the overcast weather and lack of moonlight made it almost impossible to see past the bluff's jagged, sandstone teeth. The scent of our drinks drew my attention back to our late-night snack, and I looked at the plate of berrycake, plucking one of the remaining pieces and winking at Rose. "I guess we'll just have to eat this up for them."

The Ninetales barked out a chuckle, then ducked her head into her blue scarf to stifle her laughter, swatting at my knee with one of her front paws in the meantime. My grin widened at her happiness, and I popped the piece of berrycake into my mouth afterward. It was soft, warm, and rich, packed with chopped cheris, sliced sitruses and roasted nuts, and I shivered, my mouth starting to water almost instantly at the sharp, spiced sweetness. I took a sip of hot cocoa as I chewed, the exceedingly decadent chocolate helping to wash the bite of the cake away.

Gulping down the snack, I licked the lingering stickiness from my pawpads, and Rose took the opportunity to take a piece of berrycake for herself, gingerly raising her head to keep the pastry from crumbling between her teeth. After a moment's hesitation, she chomped down fully, humming happily at the taste of the fruit-stuffed treat, her tails waving back and forth and brushing against my shoulders. Her inner fire flared when she swallowed the food, staving off the chill in the air, and I smiled, leaning ever-so-slightly against the fire type Pokemon while she lapped up a few sips of her own cup of cocoa.

"Today makes five years," She said as she sat back up, a note of wistfulness suddenly playing in her soft voice. My tail wagged once, and I tilted my head, slowly dropping my paws to my lap, still holding onto my drink.

"Five years of what?" I asked, bending my knees and curling up a little bit, licking my lips and furrowing my brow, thinking hard as I tried to figure out what my partner meant.

"Huh? Oh... Bill, you mean you didn't realize?" The fox replied, blinking and shaking her head, as if she was breaking out of a trance, and she turned her head to look at me, a modest smile on her muzzle. "Tomorrow... this next year will be the fifth year since our first adventure."

My eyes widened at the answer, and I reared back just a tad, thinking even harder. Putting my cup of hot cocoa back on the ground, I tapped my paws together, starting from one and counting up. Cyan and Erin had joined the team this year, then there was last year, the one before that was when we had fought Darkrai, so that meant... "You're right, Rose... huh. Yeah, I hadn't realized that at all."

Rose let out a quiet 'mmhm' of affirmation, leaning over to lick my muzzle, and I closed my eyes and licked her right back; her lips still tasted faintly of hot cocoa, and I reached an arm around to pull her close. Her fluffy tails waved a bit before curling all around and wrapping around our fronts instead, forming a loose, ticklish blanket over our bodies, and we sat there for a few minutes, feeling content to cuddle and enjoy each other's company.

"What do you think we were doing, way back five years ago...?" She murmured thoughtfully, nuzzling her head into the crook of my neck and staring over at the bluff's teeth, narrowing her eyes slightly as a particularly strong gust blew into our faces. The bluster chilled us a little, overpowering even the fire type Pokemon's body heat for the briefest of moments, and it caught the wisps of steam billowing from our drinks, carrying them over to us even as they evaporated.

"...probably sitting in Spinda's cafe and drinking hot cocoa," I said dryly, the thought of the drink helping a few fuzzy memories bubble to the surface, thoughts of escaping from the snow and sharing a large mug of the chocolatey liquid coming to mind. Rose prodded my chin with her nose, and I furrowed my brow, shaking my head after another second or two. "Well, no, that'd be four years ago. We're still a few hours away from five years, hah!"

"Heheheh, yeah, you're right," Rose chuckled in reply, pulling away for a moment and sticking her mouth into her own cup, lapping up another couple sips – though they were more like hefty slurps. The fox seemed to realize her thirst before too long, slowing her pace down and eyeing our two sleeping teammates out of the corner of her vision. "Four years, five years, it's kind of confusing."

"Maybe we could go visit Dialga sometime and ask him to clarify." I punctuated the end of my statement by taking the last slice of berrycake. I paused for a moment when I realized the plate was empty, then brought my other paw over and used my pawspike to cut the treat in half, quickly eating the smaller part and offering the thicker half to my partner. "And ask him if he's heard any news of Darkrai."

"Mmm..." She hummed gently and nibbled at her share of the berrycake, and I cleaned my pawspike on one of the patches of thin grass growing through the floor. The Ninetales next to me, however, scooted even closer, lifting her front paws and resting them in my lap, her scruff of neckfur tickling the fur around my blunted chestspike as she playfully nosed at my aura tassels. "That'd be nice."

Her closeness sent a happy ripple down my spine, and I relaxed, listening to the sounds of the crackling campfire in front of us and the bubbling wellspring behind us, a tranquil atmosphere settling over Sharpedo Bluff. Not even the frigid, wintry wind, still blustering over the world outside, could stifle the cozy mood, and I gazed idly at the campfire, watching the flames eat away at the pile of logs, twigs and tinder. With a gulp, I finished off the last of my snack; bits and crumbs of the sticky cake clung to the roof of my mouth, tickling the back of my throat, and I glanced at the ceiling and coughed.

"Sheesh-" I started to say, then coughed again, grunting while I reached for my cup of hot cocoa. Rose blinked as I shifted around, digging her front paws a little harder into my legs, and her nine fluffy tails slowly slid off of us, exposing my torso to the open air. I snatched up my drink, downing the rest of its contents in a single, swift chug, then letting out a refreshed exhale. "Sorry about that, Rose."

"Are you okay?" She asked promptly, and I looked over at the cream-furred fox, concern evident in her face, her ruby red eyes having widened to the size of saucers. Her tails were curling and uncurling nervously, steadily hanging in the air, their orange tips twitching this way and that.

"Don't worry, I'm fine." I smiled sheepishly, giving my partner a reassuring tousle of her headfur. The gesture cut through her tension like a blade through a berry, and she leaned forward a little, shaking her head slightly. My tail wagged, kicking up tiny puffs of dust each time it thumped on the ground, and I couldn't help but chuckle. "Heh, it's good, but it's so darn rich, too."

"Ohh," Rose replied, understanding dawning on her face. It quickly morphed into a coy smile, and she stuck her tongue out at me, her expression brightening. "Wait... do you mean the berrycake, or the hot cocoa?"

It took a moment for her words to register, but when they did, a cheeky grin wriggled its way onto my muzzle, my tail wagging faster. "The berrycake, actually. Cyan definitely knows his stuff."

My throat tickled again as I answered, getting another grunt out of me, and I scrunched my face up, lightly thumping my palm against my neck in a meager attempt to clear my throat. Rose whipped her head around, the end of her headfur brushing against my cheek as she turned her attention towards her own cup of cocoa, steam still rising from the dark brown liquid. "You're still coughing, though... here, Bill, we can share mine."

She awkwardly clamped her front paws on her drink and dragged it over to me, the wooden cup scraping against the smooth stones underfoot all the while. Both my ears and hers flicked, pressing against our skulls at the irritating noise, and I hastily snatched the drink up as soon as it was within reach, its contents sloshing a bit from the force. Bringing my partner's drink to my mouth – being extra-careful not to spill anything as I stared at the small ripples waving in the cocoa – I took a mild sip and swallowed, feeling the weird sensation in my windpipe vanish.

"There we go," I muttered under my breath, letting my arms fall slightly until I was holding Rose's cup of hot cocoa against my blunted chestspike, the sweet-smelling steam wafting past my nose. I stole a glimpse of Cyan and Erin in the meantime – somehow, the two younger Pokemon had managed to sleep through my coughing. "Thanks, Rose-"

Before I even finished speaking, though, the fire type Pokemon padded up onto my lap again, poking her muzzle into her drink and audibly lapping up a sip for herself – I flinched a bit at her sudden movement, fidgeting a little as I felt a couple of her tails wrap around mine. When she looked up and gave my lips a loving lick, I smiled, putting our shared cup of hot cocoa down and reaching up to place a paw on her cheek. She looked down at my lap for a moment, briefly turning bashful, but looked back up just as quick, an affectionate blush rising to her face.

"G'night, Bill," She whispered, hunching forward ever-so-slightly until she bumped my nose with hers. The cream-furred fox's eyes fluttered shut, and I pulled her into a tight hug, eliciting a purr from her in the process. "Let's make this next year another great year."

My heart skipped a beat at her encouraging remark, and I rested my head between her ears, nuzzling her warm, silky fur in return. I peered off into the distance again when the wind ruffled my torso's fur, and blinked. Snowflakes were drifting through the air at last, and I traced lines between as many of them as I could. "Yeah... we'll do it together, like always."


Far away, another Pokemon stirred, the winter gales rousting him from unconsciousness and sending a shiver down his spine. With a strained movement, he lifted his head out of the grass and gazed blearily into the dark, cold night, the starry pattern on his robe winking and sparkling, casting a faint light all the while. With a deep breath, the dark type curled his fingers, clutching at a few taller clumps of plants to try and push himself up, but a sharp ache surged through his back and shoulders, sending the wounded Pokemon back to the dirt.

He groaned softly, his head pounding from the pain in his nerves, and he reached forward, fumbling around until he felt a smooth, bulbous root poking out from the soil. The wood was even chillier than the weather, making him flinch, and he wormed his palm away, opting to follow the root with his fingertips instead. With another gulp of air, he opened his icy blue eyes, and weakly, carefully, he crawled over to the base of the tree, stopping when he bumped his forehead into a thick trunk.

The legendary Pokemon rolled onto his side, bending his knees and curling up into a small, forlorn ball underneath the tree, his blurring vision and the clouds drifting in front of the moon hiding even the leaves above from view. Pain and exertion gave way to exhaustion, and he fidgeted uncomfortably when his robe clung to his back, feeling damp from the cold. Bringing his arm around, he ran a hand over his shoulder to pry the starry fabric off.

His breath caught in his throat when he grazed over a scab, and then another, and another, feeling the fresh scars he had received from... whoever had attacked him before he had cried out and fainted.

A gust blew over Darkrai, making him shudder again, and he pulled his robe taut again, tears leaking from his eyes even as he fell unconscious again.


A/N: Today marks the fifth anniversary since I started posting PMD work. The first Pokemon Mystery Dungeon-themed story I published was A Cup of Hot Cocoa, back on December 6th, 2010 (on DA; I posted it here on Christmas Eve). So I figured I'd write a spiritual sequel-successor to it... and as luck would have it, I wrote a New Years' themed thing and I'm posting it now. Whoops! :V

As a small message to anyone out there reading this, or reading my other work, or whatnot - thank you. Thank you for reading my stories, enjoying my stories, critiquing or reviewing my stories, and thank you for being patient with me. Life may get in my way sometimes, but I won't ever give up on the things I have here.
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