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“Speech.”

‘Telepathy.’

Thoughts.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

Torrential rain pounded against the small creature’s golden feathers as she flew through the never-ending darkness. The clouds swirled rapidly overhead, only being illuminated by streaks of lightning through the sky as a loud bang of thunder sounded off in the distance. Her magenta eyes shot around rapidly, trying to find any sign of safety or shelter.

“Mama! Papa!” A young voiced attempted to call out amongst the hounding wind.

It was no use, no one would hear the little Latias in the hurricane.

She had been flying through a yearly migration pattern for the first time with her flock, only having hatched several months ago. The skies were supposed to be clear, not a cloud in sight over their entire path. However, the warm weather over the ocean managed to create a storm of epic proportions as they flew on unknowingly into it. Hundreds of miles from any known land formations, they were caught off guard as they could not find shelter from the typhoon, sending the flock scattering in all directions.

In the chaos, she lost her parents.

The Lati called out once more in a vain attempt to locate her parents, no answer came back.

She tried desperately to find them, flying as fast as her weak psychic powers could carry her in some hope she would run into them. The storm continued to pick up, reaching a point where she could not find a single member of her entire flock. She started to cry as names rang out into the howling dark, anyone in her memory she called for, but to no avail.

The small dragoness began to lose altitude as her psychic powers were drained, no longer able to keep her afloat in the storm. While her mind told her to continue looking, her body wanted to rest as her eyes nearly shut from exhaustion. The Latias eventually submitted to her body’s wishes, slowly hovering lower and lower to the sea below her.

Except, she didn’t feel the cold, rushing embrace of the water below her, but the feeling of a soft material. Her form collapsed, unable to hold herself up any longer as she fell onto the hard ground below her. She didn’t bother attempting to open her eyes as she already knew what surrounded her, something familiar from back home.

A bed of flowers.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

“Hikialani!”

The boy turned around at the mention of his name. His tan skin was often an Alolan native trait, most foreigners not having a skin tone as dark as his. His brilliant blue eyes were a lot like the ocean that surrounded the islands he called home. The mess of black hair on his head was something he never brushed, preferring to keep it wild and untamed.

His mother was standing at the entrance to their small, one-story house with a smile on her face. Her features were much like his own, him having gotten most of his appearance from his mother’s side. “Please make sure you are back before sundown, I don’t want a repeat situation of what happened last night.” She said in a kind voice.

Hikialani returned the smile to his mom as he waved at her. “Don’t worry! I’ll be back before then, you don’t have to worry about that!” At this, he ran down the dirt road towards the massive forests of Melemele Island.

The mother chuckled, shaking her head at the young boy. “Knowing him, now I’m definitely going to have to worry.” She muttered as she walked inside and closed the door behind her.

The boy, about ten years of age, quickly sprinted into the dense rainforest that covered Melemele Island. The forests surrounding the area were some of his favorite places as they allowed him to really connect with the wild pokemon of the region. Ever since Alola became connected to the rest of the modern world, large cities and modern houses started to fill the islands, leaving less room for the local pokemon to wander about. Gone was the sense of nature and tranquility as it was replaced with industrialization and technology.

Interacting and working together with nature was one of the core aspects of Alolan culture, thinking that both humans and pokemon should have no separation between the two of them so the two may work together for a common goal. It was actively encouraged by his mother and the rest of the town to keep what little culture they could hang onto as it slowly faded away the more it connected with the “civilized” world.

Hikialani slowed down as he breached through the tree line, now moving through dense patches of foliage. Almost every day he would either play or work alongside the pokemon of the island to help keep up its traditions. Thankfully, today was the start of the weekend so he would have a few days off work before he began again.

He wandered aimlessly through the forest, enjoying the sounds of nature as pokemon of all different types and sizes made calls, the wind rustled above him with the wind, the sound of crashing water came as he neared the large waterfall that ran down Melemele Mountain.

A small family of Yungoos came up to him, chattering excitedly. He crouched down as he smiled at them. “Hey, little guys, what are you all up to?” He asked, looking between them all.

“Yung, yungoos.” The supposed leader replied as he ran off into the forest, the rest of the group following right after him.

“Hey! Wait up!” Hikialani called out, chasing after the small pack of normal type pokemon. It was difficult to keep track of them as they were so small and could easily hide underneath the smallest patch of tall grass. The boy enjoyed feeling the wind in his dark hair, feeling truly alive running through the rain forest.

The Yungoos family eventually stopped at the foot of a small tree. Over it hung a multitude of berries that could be collected from Oran berries, to Pecha berries, to Cherri berries, there were too many to count. They all hung too high for the loitering pokemon to collect, but close enough so that Hikialani could collect them.

The young boy tapped his foot and looked at the Yungoos with mock disappointment. “Here I thought you guys were in trouble or something, but you all wanted a quick and easy snack.” Though he smiled and began to pick some of the berries, handing them out to the normal type pokemon. Once he was finished with that he grabbed a handful for himself and sat back against the tree, eating alongside the Yungoos.

This is what many of his weekends were like, helping out the local pokemon in any way he could and he couldn’t enjoy it more. Seeing the happiness it brought them always made him smile.

The pokemon family finished off what food they had as they chattered excitedly in his direction. He waved at them, a smile still plastered onto his face. “It’s no problem at all guys, you need help with anything else?” He asked in an innocent tone.

They all looked at each other and chatted in a language he would never understand before dashing off into the forest once more.

“Hey! Wait up!” He called out to them, not understanding entirely what they said. It was even more difficult to keep track of them as it was getting exhausting running through the warm spring weather. They ran across one of the few man-made structures out this far, a bridge that ran over the river to the waterfall, before they seemingly disappeared.

Hikialani scanned the immediate area, there was a good amount of foliage and trees for them to hide in and it was all against the mountainside. He giggled to himself, thinking it was a game of hide and seek, and started looking for them. He must have spent an hour looking between every nook and cranny of the immediate area but found nothing, sighing he sat down in defeat. “Alright, I give up! You can come out now!” He called out, waiting for an answer.

A minute passed with no response as he began to believe that it wasn’t a game he was playing, but a small bush rustled off in the corner of his vision. The boy tilted his head, confused, he slowly crawled over to it as a small Yungoos poked it’s head out and squeaked at him. Hikialani tried to reach for it but it quickly darted back into safety. The human gently pushed away the bush to reveal a sort of secret entrance within the mountainside, just big enough so that an average adult human could crawl through it.

He stared at the tunnel for a second before looking back up into the sky, seeing the sun almost directly above him. I have time for one adventure, I should be back home in no time. He thought to himself.

Going down on his hands and knees he started to crawl through the small tunnel to see what secrets it would lead to. He could see a bright light at the other end, clearly sunlight seeping through the hole. Moving towards it he exited out of the tunnel, as he stood up, his eyes widened at what was in front of him.

A dazzling meadow of bright yellow hibiscus flowers lay before him, with all manner of different and unique pokemon. Species of Butterfree, Cottonee, Petilli, Cutiefly, and Flabébé frolicked freely in the bed of flowers, not a human insight. The sunlight seemed to sparkles throughout the secret meadow, giving it an almost surreal appearance.

“Wow,” Hikialani whispered, his breath being taken away by its beauty. A few pokemon passed by him with a curious look, tilting their heads at his sudden appearance within their sanctuary. However, the Yungoos who led him here quickly calmed them down and they all went about their days.

A sudden golden blur shot past the boy’s face and dove into the sea of amber flowers, the sound of giggles coming from within. Curious and a little excited, he ran after the mysterious figure into the bed of petals. He pushed aside different patches of the many flowers but to no avail, not finding the source of laughter.

A small section rustled seemingly out of nowhere, the giggling being heard once more. Determined to find its owner he dove onto the moving flowers, sending loose petals and pollen into the air.

Sadly, he found nothing.

Now Hikialani was standing in the center of the golden meadow, the yellow hibiscuses surrounding him. His eyes scanned throughout the flowers, trying to find even the slightest disturbance in them. “Come on, come out, I wanna meet you. I promise I won’t hurt you.” The Alolan native called out.

The giggling came from behind him, louder than it normally was. ‘Okay then.’

The female voice sounded like it was inside his head, startling him a bit. “Huh?” Before he could figure it out, he was roughly tackled from behind and sent tumbling into the flowers below him, sending even more petals into the air. He coughed and groaned upon impact with the ground, feeling a feathery body on top of him as he fell down.

‘Hehe sorry about that, I didn’t think I hit you that hard. Are you alright?’ The sweet voice asked in his head.

While he was disoriented, he managed to open his eyes in what he expected to be direct sunlight. Instead, he came face to face with the most beautiful thing he had seen in his entire life.

She was a pokemon like he had never seen or even heard of before. Her soft, fluffy, gold and white feathers ran down her entire body as she matched the surrounding meadow. Her eyes were a beautiful magenta, sparkling with kindness and curiosity. Her head was held up by a long neck which led to a large almost completely golden body, complete with wings, claws, and tail feathers. On her chest was a single triangle shape, the same magenta like her eyes. Coupled with the floating yellow petals, everything sparkled spectacularly with the sun behind her. Her dazzling smile made his heart start to thunder with every beat, quickly picking up its pace.

He couldn’t speak, he didn’t know how to speak. His mouth opened and closed, not being able to form any words as he stared at her indescribable beauty. The Alolan native could only stare in complete silence, utterly transfixed by her.

The angel above him brought a claw up to his face and moved away a stray tuft of black hair, still giving him her stunning smile while staring into his own azure eyes. ‘Hey there, can you hear me?’

The boy paused for a moment before answering. “Y-Y-Yes, yes, I can hear you.” He managed to get out, snapping out of his trance. He had talked with a few psychics in his life, so he was familiar with the concept of telepathy.

She giggled once more, clearly enjoying the situation. ‘Just thought I’d say hi since I’ve never seen you here before.’ She turned his face with a claw, inspecting it closely with her magenta eyes. ‘Or anything like you before, what are you?’

Hikialani blushed at the close contact. “I could say the same thing about you, what are you?”

‘Touché,’ She replied, letting go of his face. ‘But I asked you first, didn’t I?’

He nodded, feeling a bit more relaxed in her presence. “My name is Hikialani, and I’m a human.”

‘A human?’ She asked questionably, interested in what he had to say. ‘I’ve heard stuff about humans before but I’ve never seen one myself, are you a weird type of pokemon?’

‘Well, no we aren’t a species of pokemon, we-” The boy stopped as he realized what she said. “Wait, what do you mean a weird type of pokemon?” He asked, sounding a little insulted.

The feathery pokemon broke into a fit of giggles as he said this. ‘You are all soft and squishy,’ she said, pushing against one of his arms with the pads of her claw. ‘Your species doesn’t look like anyone here in the meadow.’

“Well, to be honest, I’m not sure if anyone else knows about this place except me right now.” The entrance to this meadow was hidden, and he had never heard of this place from anyone in the village. It was clearly supposed to be a secret sanctuary for these pokemon and he had intruded upon that peace.

‘Don’t worry about that, I don’t see why you wouldn’t be welcome here.’ She said, nudging her head against his.

Hikialani looked up in surprise at the golden pokemon, did she know what he was thinking?

She blushed when she realized this, embarrassed at what she had done. ‘Sorry about that, I could just sense you were doubting and I made an assumption.’ Her flustered expression was honestly cute to him as a tinge of pink appeared behind her feathers.

“It’s fine, really.” He spoke in a soft tone, reaching up to pet her behind one of her fluffy ears. It may have been the softest thing he had felt in his whole life. “What kind of species of pokemon are you? You don’t look native to Alola.”

‘There’s a slight problem with that.’ She began, shying away on top of him. ‘I don’t exactly know the answer to that. I came here when I was really young, I got lost in a storm and thrown into this meadow.’ A twinge of sadness swept into her voice. ‘Ever since that day, I have lived here not really knowing who or what I am…’ She trailed off after saying this but quickly lit back up. ‘But that’s not entirely true as I have a name now, it’s Leilani!’

The human smiled at the name. “It’s a beautiful name.” He said honestly, sitting up as she slowly backed away.

The golden angel blushed at these words, floating above the flowers. ‘Thank you, a lot of the pokemon here gave me that name, they said it was because I liked all the flowers here so much.’ She paused before an ecstatic expression came over her. ‘Follow me! I can show you all my favorite flowers!’

In a rush of wind, she was gone, picking up the falling petals in her wake. Hikialani tried to call out after her but realized it would be no use and stood up in an attempt to find her. He wandered through the secret meadow, realizing there was more beyond the bright yellow fields. It was it’s own self-sustainable habitat with several pools of water, berry trees, and caves hidden within the interior of the mountain.

All in all, it was a perfect paradise.

While wading through the many thousands of flowers, he suddenly felt something grab his arm and start pulling him along. ‘Come on you Slowpoke, hurry up we don’t have all day!’ Leilani began rushing him along, barely giving him any time to look at what was happening around him. She led him up a raised, rocky outcropping and towards a small dirt patch with some violet flowers.

She let go of his arm and looked over them, her eyes scanning every detail of the small petals. Looking over her wings, he saw her slice the green stem of one and gently picking it up between her claws. Turning around she held out her claw, offering it to him. ‘This is a lilac, they are some of my favorite flowers. They smell really nice, have a soft texture, and they match my eyes, see?’

He took the flower from her paw and held it up to align with her eyes, she wasn’t wrong as the two colors were near identical. “Are you sure I can have this?” He asked, not wanting to take from some of her personal favorite flowers.

‘Of course you can, you’re my friend.’ She replied with a wave of her claw. ‘Besides, I have plenty of them, and I have already cut its stem if you haven’t noticed.’

The boy facepalmed at this realization, before chuckling to himself. “Sorry about that, I guess that just slipped past me.” He didn’t know what caused him to overlook such a simple fact, but looking back up at her beauty he understood.

‘Hehe, that’s fine,’ Her voice echoed in his mind like a sweet melody, lulling him closer to her. ‘I can show you more if you would like, there is plenty to see here.’

He only grinned. “Lead the way.”

Leilani led him all throughout her hidden home, showing him everything that she could think of on the spot as she dragged him around. She introduced him to species of pokemon that he couldn’t even name, ones that he had never seen throughout all of his years around Alola. She showed all different species of flowers, yellow hibiscuses, plumerias, yellow gingers, lei flowers, etc. However, none of that mattered compared to his beautiful, glorious golden guide.

Her personality, mannerisms, and actions were all so happy and full of joy, she did everything with a smile on her face no matter what it was. Everywhere she went seemed to light with glee, her infectious personality affecting everything around her. Her form left him star-struck every time he looked at her, forgetting everything around him as he solely focused on her magenta irises. His heart would flutter with each word she spoke, feeling like the center of all of her attention.

All he knew was that she was perfect in his eyes.

After reluctantly waving goodbye, leaving well past sundown, he had decided on one thing: she was going to be the one girl who he would love for the rest of his life.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

Several years had passed since his fateful encounter with the Latias in that hidden meadow. Keeping the meadow a secret, he would visit her any opportunity that he got in an attempt to show his love for her. However, no matter how hard he tried he could not confess to her what he felt. It ached his heart knowing that each time he looked at her, he would never be able to outwardly express how much he truly loved her.

At the same time, Hau’oli city had grown massive in size, clearing wide swaths of trees in order to accommodate its size. More and more people were moving onto the island along with even more tourists roaming it. One of the few bastions of Alolan culture was his town, Iki town, was slowly being encroached upon by the city for more land. As a result, the beliefs and customs of the modern world were settling in with the Alolan people.

Worst of them all was their beliefs about the relationship between humans and pokemon, not to be seen as equals or family but simply as partners or pets. This view completely contradicted a law in Alola that stated that both human and human, and human and pokemon relationships were legal and not to be discriminated against. Many claimed that it was old and barbaric, that it was abusive to the pokemon and they protested heavily against it. So much so that the government was discussing making pokemon and human relationships illegal under the law.

It definitely conflicted with Hikialani’s current thoughts, but his love for Leilani made him blind to those beliefs. The amount of time they spent together, the fun, the memories, everything convinced him that she was as much of a person as he was and he would love her no matter what some dumb law would say. Even at fifteen years of age, his love for her had not dwindled one bit.

He had grown since his first meeting with the young dragoness, growing taller and a bit of muscle from all of his outdoor activities. His hair was longer and wilder, his skin darker with more and more sunlight. He still wore a simple and casual outfit, a simple shirt and some shorts.

Walking through Melemele’s sprawling forests he clutched a bouquet of violet flowers in one hand, on his way to visit the golden dragoness. Hikialani had come up with a brilliant plan to not directly show his affection for her, but to do it in a more subtle way. Using Leilani’s love of flowers he would communicate with the language of flowers that was so popular in Alola. Hopefully, she would understand the message and even return the feeling!

With a skip in his step he continued forward, crossing through the newly laid paths, and over the old, rickety wooden bridge to the entrance of the meadow. Moving the brush aside and crawling through the tunnel he arrived at the near-endless fields of flowers. More pokemon had begun to inhabit it over the years, different species from all around Alola.

Hiding the gift behind his back he held up a hand to his mouth. “Leilani!” He called out, his voice echoing throughout the meadow.

A moment of silence came, only the sound of the wind disturbing it as he waited for a response.

‘Hikialani!’ His angel called back, rushing over to him and taking him into a bear hug, lifting him off the ground with it. She nuzzled his face affectionately, reveling in the simple fact of him being there. ‘I missed you, you were gone for so long!’

Leilani had grown as well, albeit only really in size and not features. She was larger and a lot stronger than he was, probably due to her being a legendary.

The human chuckled as he hugged her back with equal might. “I was gone the same amount of time I normally am, why do you feel that now is too long?” He asked teasingly.

‘Because now it’s too long.’ She pouted, trying to give him her best stern face but only succeeding in making herself look cuter than ever. ‘I have the right to determine when and where I want to miss you, now is that time.’

“Whatever you say.” He replied, rolling his eyes at her but still smiling. They floated there while she started to nuzzle his face, never giving him a break for long from the fluffy onslaught. He laughed while attempting to jokingly push her away which only made her double her efforts.

Though after a few minutes he remembered he came there with a purpose. “Do you think you could set me down?” He asked in between the nuzzling. “As much as I am enjoying this, shouldn’t we go somewhere else?”

She nodded, still somehow keeping her joy in the simple action. ‘Yes! Follow me!’ Not even placing him on the ground let alone allowing him to consent to it as she shot out into the meadow, flying over the vast fields of yellow flowers. The world became a blur as he raced by with a speed that only a few could know. Coming to a sudden and abrupt halt, she placed him down on an upraised land of rock surrounded by flowers.

With his feet on solid ground, he grabbed his head with a single hand and grimaced, trying to clear his head of sudden vertigo. Leilani didn’t mean any harm in her actions but her species was naturally so fast that if often sent him spinning when she took off like that. Though seeing her magenta eyes staring at him made him smile as the effect seemed to dissipate, her beauty seemingly curing him of his ailment.

Checking to make sure his message was still safely secured in his other hand, he turned to face the beautiful dragoness to find her right in front of his face. She had that same playful grin she always had, making the world around her seem joyous.

He gulped and tugged at the collar off his shirt even though it wasn’t tight at all. His hands were currently shaking as he tried to calm his rapidly beating heart. What he was about to do would be his first real attempt to show Leilani how much he loved her. “H-hey Leilani,” He managed to stutter out, adjusting his slouched posture so that he stood taller. “I have a message- I mean gift that I want to give you.”

She gasped, seemingly sparkling in the daylight. ‘A gift? For me?’ She asked, trying to look behind him to perhaps catch a glimpse of this mysterious gift.

Hikialani nervously nodded and took the gift out from behind his back, holding it up in front of him. It was a bouquet of purple flowers with small petals running down the entirety of their green stems. A sweet fragrance rose from them as the Lilacs gently flowed within the soft breeze of the mountain air.

Leilani reached out with a hesitant claw and grabbed the bouquet firmly, making sure not to damage even a single petal. ‘Where did you get these?’ She wondered, gently stroking the petals.

He blushed and gently skipped his foot on the rocky ground. “I traveled to Poni Island to get some of them. It was a lot of work bringing them back here but I thought you might like some Lilacs from their source since they’re your favorite flower.” This was only a half-truth as he hoped she would realize the deeper meaning behind them.

The dragoness wrapped him up in yet another bone-crushing hug, he swore he heard something pop out of place. ‘Thank you thank you thank you!’ She squealed in his mind, spinning him around in a circle. But she stopped as a sorry look came about her eyes, her gaze dipping low out of some sort of shame. ‘You didn’t have to do all that extra work for me though, I would have been fine with them being from anywhere really.’

He leaned in towards the dragoness’s face. “You’re worth that extra effort to me because I…” He stopped himself before he could go any further, his voice seemingly caught on an invisible string. Something was holding him back, something was preventing him from truly confessing what he felt. But what that was remained a mystery.

She gently set him back down, her face flustered with excitement. She took the lilacs in both claws to simply admire them before looking back up at him. ‘They’re beautiful either way, thank you.’

As Leilani moved to place the flowers near her nest, he could only give her a half fake smile. While yes, she had loved the gift, she didn’t understand the meaning behind them. The reason why he traveled so far and worked so hard to get them. The purple lilacs were supposed to be something more than just a simple gift.

His angel, as joyful as ever, flew over with something held in her claws. She held it out, allowing him to see that it was a lei of yellow hibiscus flowers. ‘I made this for you! I see a lot of humans making them so I thought that maybe you would like one from me.’ Her eyes were bright with excitement, which only made him smile.

He lowered his head, letting her place the necklace of flowers around his neck. “Thank you, it’s beautiful.” He said, inspecting the artistry that the dragoness had made.

The human looked up to see Leilani right in front of his face, their lips nearly touching. He blushed but suddenly she bumped his nose with her’s. ‘Tag! You’re it.!’ She said gleefully before rushing off in a gust of wind.

With a grin, Hikialani ran after her to play the unfair game of tag.

The flowers were supposed to symbolize a first love and she was all too innocent to that true meaning.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

Hikialani clicked a final few buttons on his mechanical keyboard, watching the inputs be put on the small screen in front of him. Letting out a tired sigh he backed away from his desk and walked out of his small cubicle, finally done for his shift of the day. Passing by a few coworkers but not saying a word, he went down the elevator and exited the tall, glass office building into the cold winter night.

Several years passed since his first attempts to show his love for Leilani through the language of flowers. Those attempts failed each and every single time. No matter what he gave her whether it be moonflowers, acacias, mallows, arbutus, primroses, and whatever else he could find; in the end, she would smile and thank him for them but never received anything in return. He had wondered if she understood the language of flowers if all he had been doing was sending a message to a girl that didn’t understand it.

Probably is the case and I’m a damn fool for thinking otherwise. He thought bitterly, kicking a stray can along the empty sidewalk.

Alola had started to become more and more connected to the outside world, adopting many of its customs and cultures. Gone are the days where the island guardians were seen as gods, now they are simply labeled as legendaries. Gone are the days of seeing a pokemon walking alongside dirt paths with humans, they all retreated back into the forests. Gone are the days where you could love and treat a pokemon like they were family, now they are just pets in people’s eyes.

Iki Town was gone, all the traditional housing was bulldozed and moved over for new and more modern housing. Every dirt road was paved over with concrete, every bridge reinforced with steel, wooden signs replaced and upgraded. Even nature wasn’t safe as forests and fields were marked for tourism.

The Alolan natives did try to fight back against this change, however, one by one they accepted it and moved on. Even Hikialani accepted it, not finding the point in pushing back against change and the expansion of society. Maybe they were thinking about it wrong all along, his love for Leilani going against everything nature told them.

Walking through the quiet night he arrived at his apartment. Putting the key into the door and turning it to the left he heard a click signifying the door was unlocked. Entering, he saw his single-room apartment, complete with a kitchen, a bed, and a bathroom off to the side. It provided all the necessities in life but none of the comforts.

A mirror reflected his appearance, showing just how different he was from his former self. His hair was neatly combed, his face was no longer boyish but now manly, his outfit had moved from a simple shirt and shorts to a button-down shirt and long dress pants. His skin had even started to lighten slightly, a result of sitting in an office all day and not spending any time outside.

The human let out a tired sigh as he began to walk over to the bed, his job draining him of practically all of his energy, but paused at the sight of something. It was a single flower sitting all by its lonesome on top of a counter. A few bright pink petals wavered in the blow of the air conditioning.

Hikialani reached out and took it in his hand, dipping his head down but knowing what he had to do. He removed a lot from his former self cutting off all ties to his former culture, his former life. No longer even talking to his mom as their views on the world differed so drastically. Everything had been cut off he might as well cut off the one last thing holding him back.

Grasping it he hurried out the door, he should make this quick.

The stars had long disappeared from the sky as the light pollution made it near impossible to see them, only the full moon shown brilliantly in the sky. Walking down new yet familiar roads he arrived at his destination. The secret meadow had been discovered a year or two back, the entrance being carved out for easier access. Tourists often came in the day but thankfully they stayed away at night.

Stopping at the entrance, his grip tightened on the flower. “Loving a pokemon is wrong, that’s why you are here.” He muttered to himself, not sure how convinced he was of those words. Taking in a deep breath he entered the meadow.

It was quiet, the normally bustling community of wild pokemon was now deathly still. The moon and what few stars were in the sky illuminated the yellow hibiscus flowers. The flowers parted as he stepped in; the petals brushing against the cloth of his pants. He walked slowly but with a purpose, knowing where the golden dragoness’ nest was.

His heartbeat went up with each step as a weight of guilt or sorrow in his chest began to weigh him down. Was this really what he wanted in his life? To abandon the one person who brought so much joy to even think about her. His thoughts were broken as a soft happy tune disturbed the silence hanging in the air. He knew who it was, he could recognize that voice anywhere.

Continuing forward he saw her. Leilani was now fully grown, having reached her maximum size a few months ago. She was larger than most humans and terrifyingly strong. Despite that, however, she was gently picking flowers out of the meadow with a small wicker basket he has gifted her years prior. Her gold and white feathers still shined beautifully in the pale moonlight, her magenta eyes scanning the fields with the knowledge only an expert would have.

He stood there and stared, not knowing how to speak the words he wanted to say. This would likely be the last time they would meet lest his love for her grow out of control.

She seemed to notice him the dark and stopped everything that she was doing, floating closer as if he wasn’t truly there. ‘Hikialani?’ She asked hesitantly, almost not believing it was actually him.

He nervously waved a hand. “Hey Leilani, I know it’s been a while and all but I thought I’d just come by to see you and- oomf!”

Without warning, he was thrown to the ground as a large and heavy and weight slammed into his chest. He felt the wind get knocked out of him as he hit the ground, but that didn’t matter to him as he started to hear crying. Looking down made his heart sink further than it already had. Tears were flowing freely out of Leilani’s eyes as she buried her head into his neck, her claw squeezing him protectively as if to never let him go again. Her body shook with each sob.

His only response was to hug her back, trying to find any way to comfort the dragoness. She continued to violently shake with each sob, seeming as if it physically pained her with each one. Slowly but surely, the tears started to stop flowing as her grip loosened around him. He wanted to say something, to say anything that could bring her comfort but he knew that what he would say would be a lie.

‘Hikialani.’ She whispered, sorrow filling her voice. He looked into her tear stricken eyes as she sniffled. ‘Why did you leave for so long? I thought you were dead or something had happened to you and I wasn’t there for you. I thought that maybe I had done something and you didn’t like it, if I did I’m sorry. I just missed you so much. And-‘ She began to ramble, her voice becoming more raspy and incoherent with each second.

He held a finger up to her lips, even though she wasn’t using them to speak. “Shh, it’s alright, I’m here.” He said, giving her back long strokes with her hand in an attempt to calm her down. “I’m not dead, I’m not hurt, and you didn’t do anything wrong, okay? Everything’s gonna be alright, I promise.” It pained him to say this because he knew how much of a lie it actually was.

Nodding her head she buried it back into his neck, slowly calming down her erratic breathing. ‘I just thought that you had left me, I didn’t want to be left alone again. Not after losing my parents to the storm.’

The two laid there for several minutes, not knowing what to say to each other. The sorrow she gave out made Hikialani dread what he would have to say to her. To further cause her grief and suffering would haunt him for the rest of his life. However, in his mind, he knew that it was only for the best. To love her would only bring harm and ruin to both her and himself.

The Latias had finally calmed down, pushing herself off the ground and floating. ‘I’m ok, I’m ok.’ She repeated, he wasn’t sure who she was trying to reassure.

With Leilani off of him, he managed to sit up and face the nervous dragoness. He put his hand on his legs for support. “So, I guess you are happy to see me? Cause you tackled me pretty hard, huh?” He asked with an apprehensive chuckle.

She smiled at this, looking up to face him. ‘Yeah, I guess I am.’ She flicked her feathery ears, taking in a deep breath. ‘It had been so long, I just really care about you, you know that right?’

He returned the smile. “Of course I do, and I care about you.”

Her magenta eyes stared right back into his own azure. ‘Ever since we met as little kids we saw each other at every opportunity we could, if only for the simple chance to play together. Over time, you became that one true friend that I felt like I could share everything with and you wouldn’t judge me.’ She said, clearly putting her heart into this speech. ‘But ever since we became adults and you got that job, I feel like we have drifted apart. I want to have that friend back again, Hikialani, the one that was there for me no matter what.’ She finished, looking at him expectantly.

He flinched as she said this, he hadn’t seen Leilani for months at this point. Hoping to shut out his love for her, he stayed away for as long as possible. However, he continued to ache for her the longer he stayed away from her. The only way to quell this feeling would be to say goodbye to the dragoness, forever.

His heart cracked straight down the middle just thinking about saying goodbye, as much as he didn’t want it to happen he knew it was now or never. “Leilani, I’m sorry, but I can’t do that.”

‘W-what?’ The expression she gave him made a piece of his heart break off, he was afraid if he could actually continue through with it.

He clutched a hand over his heart before continuing. “I won’t be able to see you for a while, Leilani, if ever. I have to… leave Alola for a long time, I can’t live here anymore.” He lied, the lie was tearing him up on the inside as if someone was stabbing at his beating heart.

Tears formed in the corner of the dragoness’ eyes once more. ‘No no no no, don’t say that, Hikialani!’ She said in a panic, flying closer to him. ‘You can live here in the meadow with me or I can go with you to wherever you have to go. Please, you don’t have to do this there are other solutions besides leaving each other!’

He gently took her shaking claws into his own hand and gently stroked them in a vain effort to calm her down. “I know you don’t understand but I have to do this, Leilani.” He said, his voice starting to break. “I didn’t want to do this either but it is for the best for both of us that I have to do this.” He was crying now as his heart started to crumble even more.

The human felt his body become stiff as a pink aura surrounded him, seemingly holding him in place. Leilani’s eyes were now glowing, a clear sign of using her psychic abilities. ‘I won’t let you go!’ She demanded, she spoke with a false confidence as it slowly fell apart. ‘There can’t be anything good about us being apart! Tell me what it is and we can work it out, we are supposed to trust one another!’

“Leilani, please just let me go.” He pleaded, not wanting to break.

Leilani continued to glare at him, clearly not wanting to give him up so easily. It was silent for several moments, the only sound being the gentle breeze as it rustled the surrounding plant life. She was quivering at this point, trying but failing to keep on a stern face. Eventually, she gave up and collapsed down onto the ground in tears.. ‘Why?’ She whimpered, bawling her eyes out as she laid amongst the flowers.

He moved towards her slowly, at first he was unsure of how to comfort the crying dragoness. Coming to the conclusion that she needed him now more than ever, he decided to stay with her as long as she needed for their last and final meeting. He took her body and hugged it, petting her sobbing form. The world seemed to grow darker, he wanted to comfort her but knew, in the end, it didn’t matter. His departure was the source of her sorrow, something that he could not stop no matter how hard he tried.

‘Why, Hikalani?’ She sobbed, clutching her claws around him to a point that it hurt. ‘Why do you have to leave after all this time?’

The human looked away in shame. Could he really tell her the real reason as to why he had to leave? That he was sick with his love for her, a love that society deemed wrong and unnatural. That he could not love her due to rejecting his own culture. No, he couldn’t, it could only leave her with more guilt or at worse heartbroken.

As much as he didn’t want to, he lied. “It is something beyond my control, I couldn’t stop it even if I tried. There are things and people who I can’t challenge so I have to go. I never wanted any of this to happen, but sometimes we have to accept what life throws at us and move on.”

The golden dragoness shot up in an instant, inspired in some way. ‘You should fight it, I’ll do it alongside you!’ She cried with determination.

He scratched behind one of her fluffy ears and sighed. “I have already tried and failed, Leilani. There’s no use in trying to fight back anymore, it is finished.” He replied dejectedly.

‘But I…’ She sighed, looking down in defeat. It seemed as if her whole world was crashing and burning around her and quite frankly he felt the same way. ‘So, I guess this is goodbye then.’

His heart continued to crumble into pieces. “Yes, yes it is.” He stood up and looked at the beautiful angel before him. He had never seen her so sad in his entire life, not even when she talked about her parents. She would miss him as much or even more than he would miss her.

She looked up at him with a sad but hopeful smile. ‘Maybe one day you could come back?’

He gave her a sad smile in return. “If I ever get the chance to come back, I will run and won’t stop running until I’ve seen you once more. That I can promise.” With that, he hugged her with all his might as she did so as well. The two enjoying what may be the last moments they would ever experience this feeling again. The two of them separated, looking into her sparkling magenta eyes once more he nearly cracked. “Goodbye, Leilani.” He whispered raspily.

‘Goodbye.’ She whispered back sorrowfully in his mind.

Before he left he brought out the flower he had been holding, broken and ruined he handed it to her. “Here is my last gift, I know it’s only one but it is all I could find.”

‘Thank you.’ She muttered, taking it in her claws.

Hand and claw lingered before finally parting as Hikialani stepped away. The two waved at each other as he walked away before the dragoness disappeared into the darkness. With a heavy heart, he walked out of the meadow before his heart finally shattered. Collapsing onto his knees, he let out a primal cry of anger as he slammed the ground underneath him.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

Leilani inspected the small pink flower within her claw, it seemed to be drooping down with sadness much like she was. It was crushed, bent, and had some of the petals falling off. It was a cyclamen flower, her last gift from Hikialani before he had to leave her for who knows how long. He had been gone for a couple of months and when he returned she thought they could rekindle their relationship. Instead, he comes to her with the news that he had to leave for a long, long time.

Now all that she had left of him were memories and this one single flower.

Letting out a sorrow-filled sigh, she floated over to her nest. She wanted to chase after him, to hug him and never let him ago but she would respect what he wanted. Trust had been an important part of their relationship, and while he may not have told her why she needed to leave, she still trusted him no matter what.

But it left the aching question of what was the reason why Hikialani had to leave. He said something about challenging certain people, but she doubted that he was in any sort of crime, it wasn’t like him at all. Maybe he was getting evicted from his house? She had limited knowledge of how human society worked but knew that humans paid another human so that they could live in a house.

That left one option that she didn’t want to think about, the reason he left was because of her. Had she possibly done something to upset him? No, that couldn’t be the case, they hadn’t done anything out of the ordinary up until he left for a few months. Could he just not want to hang around her anymore? This brought tears to her eyes just thinking about it but out of all the options, it seemed the most likely. Not wanting to let her down hard, he would say that he had to leave and that he wouldn’t be able to see her anymore.

The golden dragoness tried to push that thought out of her mind, he wouldn’t try and deceive her like that, would he? They had been friends for as long as she could remember, to do something like that just seemed so unlike him. He had discussed a lot about how Alola was changing on his last few visits, that a lot of outside cultures were slowly taking over Alola. She knew those beliefs clashed with a lot of Alolan beliefs about pokemon, could the reason be hidden in there?

The golden dragoness was about to sleep to wallow in her depression, but she was interrupted by a small voice. “Leilani? Are you alright? I heard a commotion and came to check on you.” She turned around to face a Flabebe staring at her with concern.

The Flabebe was a newer addition to the meadow, having been released by her own trainer several months prior. The two became quick friends as the little flower pokemon latched onto her. They shared many similar interests, the main one being in flowers, which helped to form a bond between the two.

“Oh, hey, Aleyna.” The legendary muttered, laying her head down in the nest with the flower in one claw. “I’m alright, Hikialani just visited me is all.” The psychic type inspected the flower, gently stroking it as if it was a child. It was the last thing she would ever get from him, might as well treasure it as long as she could.

“Oh, that’s your human friend, right?” Aleyna paused, looking over her now noticing her current mood. A scowl set itself firmly on her face. “What did he say to you? I swear if he hurt you in any way I’ll beat him up myself!”

Leilani got a good, much-needed laugh out of that, imagining the Flabebe trying to take on a human more than ten times her size. But quickly settled back to her sorrowful mood at the thought of Hikialani again. “No, he didn’t hurt me in any way. He just brought some bad news, I won’t be able to see him anymore or at least for a long time.”

The flower-like pokemon immediately gave her a sympathetic look.“Oh, I’m so sorry.” She flew over and placed one of her small hands on the much larger dragoness’s head. “I’ll be here for you, don’t you worry about that.”

The golden dragoness relaxed under the touch, a tear escaping one of her eyes. “Thank you.” She whispered, closing her eyes.

“If it helps,” Aleyna started, hugging the Latias’ snout. “Cherish those memories you had with him but don’t hold yourself back in the past. You should always continue to move forward, never forgetting about those happy times.”

Leilani nodded, appreciating her words. It’s nice to know that she wouldn’t have to struggle with this alone, that there would still be friends by her side even if Hikialani would be gone. She opened her eyes and sighed, she wasn’t going to be getting any sleep tonight.

She saw the Flabebe peek over at her claws, clearly interested by something. “What is that you have?” She asked, floating over on her blue flower to get a better look.

The dragoness sighed, holding up the pink flower for her to see. “It’s Hikialani’s last gift to me, he always gave me these flowers every time he visited and this is the last one he gave me.” She sniffled at the thought, threatening to break down into tears again.

“Why would he give you a Cyclamen of all flowers though?”

At this, Leilani paused. There wasn’t anything significant about them, at least to her knowledge. Unless it meant something. “What do you mean by that? Does it mean anything?” She blurted out.

Aleyna tapped a finger on her chin in thought. “I think it means heartbreak of all things, but why would he give you a flower that means that? I thought it was common knowledge to never get that flower to anyone unless you meant it.”

Everything in Leilani’s brain stopped after she heard the word heartbreak. Heartbreak? Why would he give her a flower that meant that… unless. Was he in love with her? Had he been in love with her this entire time and not told her… unless he did it through other means. Thinking back to what kinds of flowers he had given her, she might have her answer. “What do moonflowers mean?” She asked brashly, not wanting to waste any time.

The Flabebe was a little taken aback but quickly went into thought. “Uhh, I think it means dreaming of love.”

That nearly settled it in her mind, but she needed more proof to confirm her theory. “What about primroses?” She asked, leaning in close to the Flabebe.

“Eternal love.” Aleyna answer quickly, seemingly getting at where she was going with this.

Leilani continued to ask about any flower she could think of that Hikialani had ever given her. Whether they be red rain flowers, violet roses, ylang-ylangs, or jasmines they all had one central theme: love. This drew her to one simple conclusion: Hikialani was in love with her. Her magenta eyes widened at this revelation, getting all giddy on the inside thinking about it. “And lilacs?” She asked in an excited voice.

“They have two different meanings based on the color,” She began, her excitement mirroring off of hers. “White lilacs are innocence while purple lilacs are a first love.”

Leilani floated up, in her mind now knowing why Hikalani had left. It wasn’t because of a fight with someone or if she had done anything wrong, it was because he had loved her. Alola didn’t mind about pokemon and human relationships, but the rest of the world found them to be unnatural and had them outlawed. He probably felt that he couldn’t control his love around her and saw the only way to get rid of it was to leave. That’s why it would be better for the both of them, if anyone had ever figured out about them being in love they would both be punished.

And to be fair, she had loved him too. Ever since he had stepped into that meadow and she tackled him she had loved him. She longed for him every moment that he was gone, he brought her a feeling of happiness that she could not find in anyone else. Her heart seemed to skip a beat every time he looked over at her. All she wanted to do was hold him in her claws forever and never let him go. But she had let him go…

Dashing out of her nest, startling her small friend in the process, she rushed over to her small personal garden. If he wasn’t going to confess to her then she would have to do it herself. Arriving at the garden at such a fast speed sent a gust of wind into the flowers, sending petals and even a few stems flying into the air. Not caring about something that could be fixed later, she grabbed a lilac out of the ground and rushed out of the meadow as the sun began to peek over the horizon.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

Hikialani kicked a stray can down the road, not even bothering to look up to where he was walking. The roads were as empty as they always were this late at night, not a soul walking down them except for himself. He was a mess, looking as if he was guilt-ridden with a terrible crime. If he was being honest with himself that wasn’t far from the truth.

The moon was about to set to make way for the sun’s rising, though the world seemed dimmer then it had ever been. The cold, winter air seemed harsher than ever before, the wind freezing him even more so. Nature around him seemed to be completely still, not a single wild pokemon making a sound. The only sounds produced were his thudding footsteps and the metallic clanking of the can he was hitting.

The only thing on his mind after he had left the meadow was if leaving Leilani like that had been the right choice. She seemed to have taken it well but on the inside, he knew that she couldn’t have taken that well at all. All he could think was that he should have stayed longer, he should have comforted her more, he should have told her the truth. But, in the end, he had made his choice. There was no going back, he would have to continue onwards.

Continuing on his walk he passed by a small encampment of Alolan natives, their darker skin illuminated by a campfire. They were singing songs, sad songs, about the state of Alola. A lot of these small communities popped up the past few years, Alolan natives wanting to live a more traditional lifestyle compared to the modern one being imposed upon the islands. They were some tents maybe a few small houses and that was it but that was all they really needed.

“Hikialani!” A faint voice called out through the night.

He continued walking, not thinking the voice was actually real.

“Son!” The voice called out a second time, closer than before.

He groaned after realizing who it was, stopping his walk knowing that he wasn’t going to be getting out of this. It was his mother who he hadn’t seen since Iki Town’s cultural relevance was swept away. Turning around he could see that she didn’t age much or at all since he last saw her, still looking young yet motherly. She wore a more traditional Alolan dress, still trying to keep her culture alive. She wrapped him in an embrace and kissed him on the cheek, while he only half-heartedly returned the affection.

His mom eventually broke the hug, ruffling his hair with a hand. “I almost didn’t recognize you at all when I first saw you, this new haircut and the clothes are so unlike you.” She said with a smile.

“I’m just embracing the times, mom.” He muttered, trying to fix his now messy hair. “I learned to accept the change happening in Alola, that doesn’t bother me at all.” Once again, he wasn’t sure how much he actually believed that statement.

A frown formed on her face as she scoffed at him. “So you change all of this.” She asked with a wave of her hand. “Get rid of your personality and style just so that you can become another modern man?”

He rolled his eyes, this was why he stopped talking with her as every time they did talk she would try and bring up the fact that he wasn’t defending Alolan culture. “The world is changing so we have to as well in order to survive. We can’t just sit in the Stone Age with our outdated laws and customs, progress has come for us we might as well accept it.”

He had argued this point tirelessly with his mom, that the reason he accepted change was because it was for the best. Modern culture brought ease of food, medicine, clothing, housing, and so many other necessities for life. The positives outweighed the negatives no matter how hard they may be to give up.

“We can still have who we are and still progress as a society, we don’t have to choose one or the other!” She growled, stomping her foot in frustration. “I want my son back, the one who would work the land and play with pokemon all day. My son who was wild and energetic, who loved to participate in the annual festivals! The one who would sneak off every day to go confess his love to some girl using flowers!”

He flinched, his heart growing heavy with grief. “Please don’t bring that up.” He whispered, a tear coming to his eye.

Her expression immediately turned guilty as she looked at him. “I’m so sorry.” She said, bringing him into another comforting hug. “What happened between you two? It felt like every day you were giving something to her, I just assumed that it was still going on.”

“The same thing that is happening between us…” He collapsed onto his knees, suddenly realizing what he had just said. His whole life was falling apart all because of his want to fit in.

“Now you realize.” His mom stated, rubbing his back. “You never sulked around at night like this as a child. But now you’ve lost who you are and your life is suffering because of that. You can only put on a mask of who you are for so long before it starts to hurt you and those around you. It may seem appealing to change who you are to fit in but in reality, you are only slowly killing yourself in doing so.”

He cried. He didn’t know how long he did but his mom stayed with him the whole time, comforting him in any way she could. He felt like a broken, hollow version of himself, no longer recognizable to who he once was. His heart felt like there was a gaping hole where it once was, no longer feeling or beating. His body was not warm or life-giving anymore, it was simply cold and dead.

Eventually, he stopped, all of his tears were spent. His mom picked him up and brushed down his shirt. Straightening him, she looked at him directly in the eyes. “Now, here’s what you are going to do: you are going to go back to this girl and apologize to her, it does not matter if she takes you back but you have to apologize. You are going to say that you are your old self, no more of this modern man stuff. Start being who you are and what you believe, no who society tells you to be. Got that?”

He nodded, wiping his face off with his sleeve. “I’ll do that.”

She patted him on the shoulder. “Good, now maybe later you could introduce me to this girl, huh?”

He was about to speak up before a rush of wind signaled the arrival of something. Looking up his heart froze, floating before him was the beautiful, golden dragoness he had pushed away not even an hour beforehand. Leilani had an expectant look in her eyes, holding something he couldn’t quite discern in the darkness. His mom was looking at the sudden arrival of the legendary with wide eyes. “That’s her, mom.” He said.

She nodded her head, pushing away from their hug. “I’ll leave you two alone then, good luck.” She walked away, leaving the human and dragoness alone with one another

The two didn’t say a word for a while, simply staring at each other the whole time. Hikialani eventually got the courage to speak up, to apologize for everything. “Leilani,” He began, taking a deep breath. “I just wanted to say sorry, I’m sorry for not being who I am. I lied because I was afraid of what you would think of me, but I’m ready to tell you the truth now.”

She simply floated forward and shoved what he could now see were flowers into his hands. ‘There’s no need to, I already know.’ She said sweetly in his mind. He looked down and saw that in his hands was a bouquet of lilacs.

Leilani cupped his face in her claws, staring into his blue eyes with her magenta ones. He could feel her warm breath on his face as they were mere centimeters apart. She slowly leaned forward and kissed him compassionately on the lips. He accepted her soft, feathery lips, gently kissing her back. He wrapped his arms around her, embracing her in a hug once more. The kiss was far shorter than he would have liked but they eventually separated from it and simply hugged. No words were spoken because no words had to be spoken, the two already having confessed their love for the other.

0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-0

Hey y’all, thanks for reading till the end.

I decided to write this little story after giving a name to my shiny Latias. It means something along the lines of “child of heavenly flowers” hence the titles and the little bits in the story. I wanted to use this as a way to practice some romance and touchy-feely stuff mainly cause I don’t know what all that feels like. It was a lot of fun to write but definitely was a challenge to write a little self-contained story. The ending is a little ehhh in my mind but I think it works.

I’ll be working on the next chapter of ROAG or Rising of a Guardian to the uninitiated, you can check that out on my profile.

One last thanks to Mystical87 for beta reading this one-shot.

As always, leave a review of what you like or didn’t like. It has been Guzma, later.





