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1. 01 - 01


A soft breeze rustles the green treetops, creating a calming rustling noise that reaches a sleeping Eevee’s twitching ears. The short blades of grass sway with the wind, poking the furred creature’s side as he slowly loses his grip on sleep.

Mumbling to himself, he raises a paw and rubs the sleep off of his eyes. With that done, he lets out a really long yawn, and slowly opens his eyes, blinking a few times as his vision comes into focus on his green surroundings.

He blinks, and blinks once again. He slowly rises into a sitting position and looks at the trees and bushes around him. His ears twitch as the wind caresses the treetops once again. He looks up at the sea of green leaves, the sun’s golden rays poking through the small gaps.

“Where the hell am I?” he mumbles to himself as he scratches his neck, and freezes as he sees his paw. He blinks as he slowly moves it around, as if trying to confirm if the limb is actually his. He quickly tries to look at himself as best as he can. “What the fuck—”

Footsteps.

He feels his ears twitching to the sound. He looks over his shoulder and sees a Sandshrew walking into view, and turning its head to look at him.

The Eevee blinks. “Uh, hi there,” he says with an awkward smile.

The Sandshrew starts running towards him, its claws ready to strike.

Startled, he quickly jumps to his paws and manages to dodge the ground-type’s sharp swiping claws. “Whoa—Hey! What gives?!” he asks, glaring at the Sandshrew. “I’m not gonna hurt you, so calm down!”

It turns to face him and runs toward him once again.

“Shit!” He jumps out of the way again, trying his best to keep his eyes on his aggressor. “Stop that! Can you even understand me?!”

It runs toward him again.

“I’ll take that as a no then,” he says with a frown as he jumps out of the way. “Screw this,” he says as he runs away from the Sandshrew, trees and bushes blurring by. He skids to a stop when an idea pops into his head. “…maybe this is all a dream?”

A slashing noise, and the tall bush beside him collapses to the ground, revealing a tall Scyther, looking down at him.

He gulps and scurries away. “Nope!” He dares a look and sees the Scyther pursuing him, slashing the branches in its path. “Nope nope nope!” He focuses on the path ahead of him and sees a curled up Sandshrew rolling towards him. With a startled yelp, he jumps to the side to avoid collision. He bumps on a tree hard, throwing him off-balance and he rolls on the ground until he skids to a stop.

He grits his teeth as he tries to get back up on four paws. “D-definitely not a dream…” He shakes his head and looks back, frowning. “Hopefully they’re busy dealing with one ano—”

The bushes a few paces from him gets torn down, revealing his two pursuers preparing to continue the chase.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake—”

Buzzing its wings, the Scyther flies toward him with great speed, the curled and rolling Sandshrew not too far behind.

The Eevee quickly runs away, cursing under his breath. His ears twitch to a very alarming sound and he quickly turns left, barely dodging the Scyther’s vertical strike, its sharp scythe-like arm breaking the ground.

He continues running away—

A speedy ball of earth slams into him, knocking the air out of him as he flies through the air and skids to a stop in front of three startled Pokémon.

“Whoa!” a Cyndaquil yelps, and quickly recovers into a fighting stance.

Her two companions prepare themselves as well.

Groaning, he opens his eyes in time to see the Scyther heading towards him, its two blades ready to strike him. Ignoring his aching body screaming for rest, he quickly jumps out of the way as the Scyther slashes nothing but air, but the rolling Sandshrew tackles him just before he lands.

“Oof!”

He flies through the air once again, and crashes on a tree with a loud thud.

“What’s going on here?” the Cyndaquil yells in confusion, catching the Scyther’s attention. “Oh? You want a go?” she asks, fire blazing out of her back.

“Watch our backs!” the yellow Shinx yells as sparks fly around his body.

The white Vulpix nods her head as she watches her two friends battle the Scyther.

Groaning, the Eevee lets out a weak cough as he tries to get up. He slowly opens his eyes in time to see a sharp claw hitting his face, making him roll a few times until he stops on his back, fighting to hold onto his consciousness. Through his blurry vision, he glares at the Sandshrew standing before him, raising its claws up.

“F-fuck you,” the Eevee hisses.

A beam of ice hits the ground-type’s back, throwing it forward and tripping on the Eevee.

“Ouch…” he breathes out as soft flakes of ice land on his bleeding face, barely comforting him.

Gritting his teeth, the Shinx dashes around the Scyther and quickly tackles its back, electrocuting it in the process. All paws on its back, he jumps off of the large bug as a torrent of flames engulf the paralyzed insect, knocking it out.

“Damn wilds,” the yellow Shinx says with a smirk as he stands by the fire-type. He turns to her and the two bumps their paws together. “We’re awesome!”

“Got that right,” the Cyndaquil says, smirking as their ice-type companion approaches them.

“What about the Eevee?” she asks.

“Probably a wild, too,” the Shinx says with a shrug. “Wilds attacking one another is pretty common from what I’ve heard.”

“Let’s just make sure,” the Vulpix presses as she approaches the unmoving Eevee.

The Shinx frowns at her. “We’ve wasted enough time already. Let’s just continue before the other teams find the treasure!”

The Cyndaquil shakes her head as she walks after their ice-type friend. “I’m with Vixie on this.”

“Not you, too, Cindy.”

“Shino,” the Cyndaquil stops and looks back at him. “We’re rescuers, not treasure hunters.”

As the two continue to argue, the Vulpix sits beside the Eevee, tapping his shoulder. “Hey. You okay?”

He’s losing his consciousness. Maybe it’s a good thing. He’ll probably wake up soon. The mere thought is enough to make him smile a bit as his vision finally goes dark.

She frowns and quickly tries to carefully carry him on his back. “Guys, he’s wounded pretty bad,” she says as the Cyndaquil helps her place him on the ice-type’s back. “We should head back and get him treated.”

“Really?” the yellow Shinx asks with a frown. “Guys, really?

The Cyndaquil throws him a glare. “Yes, Shino, really. We’ve been walking around this floor for a while but we have not seen any signs of any anywhere!”

“It just means we didn’t look hard enough!” the Shinx says as the Vulpix starts walking with the Cyndaquil in tow. He sighs, his ears drooping. “Ugh, fine.” He glares at his two friends as he walks after them. “But if he turns out to be wild, you two will be paying my rent this month!”

“Shit,” the Cyndaquil mutters under her breath. She turns to the Vulpix with a frown. “Here’s to hoping he’s wrong or else I’ll be broke…”

The Vulpix frowns as she tries to ignore the thick and warm liquid trickling under her fur. “Let’s just hurry.”

The Cyndaquil nods. “Right. I’ll take point,” she says as she looks over her shoulder. “Shino, watch our rear.”

The yellow Shinx smirks at her. “Heh, don’t mind if I do.”

“That’s not what I meant, you pervert,” she says with a sly smile. “Save it for later when we get back.”

“Can’t wait.”

Sighing, the white Vulpix lowers her six tails down.

“Hey!”






2. 01 - 02


“So your treasure hunt didn’t go well, huh?” the Sentret asks as he and the Shinx are heading towards the exit of the building.

The Shinx sighs. “I was so ready to have my paws on some bling, too…”

The normal-type laughs. “Who doesn’t? Sad that there wasn’t any treasure though…”

The Shinx gives him a doubtful look. “And you know this, how?”

The Sentret shrugs. “Lots of other teams went treasure hunting when news got loose, you know. All of them claim to have found nothing.”

Blowing through the late afternoon air, a chilly breeze greets the duo as they exit one of the largest structures in the city, the Guild, that dwarfs the rest of the structures in comparison. Street lamps and lights from buildings start to light up, illuminating the cobblestone road where Pokémon of many different shapes and sizes walk to and fro in the streets of the city of Tabindagat.

“Either they suck at exploring or some of them lied,” the Shinx grumbles as they walk on the sidewalk, heading down towards his favorite pub. “We could have found that treasure by now if they didn’t decide to rescue some rando in the dungeon.”

“Speaking of,” the Sentret starts, blinking. “How’s the guy anyway?”

“No clue, and I really don’t care.” He groans. “Damn, I’m pissed. I need a drink, and you’ll be my drinking buddy.”

“Of course I am,” the Sentret says with an amused smirk. “You better be able to carry your own ass ‘cause I ain’t carrying it back to your place like the last time.”

“Don’t worry,” the Shinx says with a smirk. “I ain’t going back to my place tonight anyway.”

“Oh? You getting some fiery ass tonight, huh?”

“It’s the only silver lining I have, and I’d be damned not to grab it.”

The Sentret chuckles. “Damn. I should really find a girl soon.”


“You two should get some rest as well,” the Chimecho says with a gentle smile as she ushers the Cyndaquil and Vulpix away from the occupied bed, where an unconscious Eevee lies. “He won’t heal any quicker if you stay.”

“Fine,” the Cyndaquil grumbles as the Chimecho closes the door. “Just remind him to do the rescue request when he wakes up.”

“Cindy, really?” the white Vulpix asks in mild annoyance, rolling her eyes.

“Hey, are we trying to rank up or not?”

The Chimecho chuckles, waves them goodbye and floats elsewhere as the duo walks down the stairs, heading to the main lobby of the guild building.

“You know,” the fire-type starts as they reach the last flight of stairs.

They reach the main lobby, a spacious area where a lot of rescue teams gather to check out the latest available missions pinned on numerous bulletin boards stuck on the walls of the large room.

“I sometimes wonder why wilds attack each other sometimes,” the Cyndaquil says as they walk through the calm sea of walking and loitering Pokémon and stand in front of one of the many bulletin boards.

“They’re wilds,” the Vulpix says as the two look up and scan the pinned mission requests. “No one really knows a lot about them.”

“Mhmm,” the fire-type nods. “I heard from other rescuers that wilds get stronger if they defeat another Pokémon.”

“Huh… That’s scary to think about.”

“Yeah. I wonder how it works,” the fire-type asks no one in particular as she points at one of the requests.

The Kirlia standing by the board uses her telekinetic power to levitate the letter towards the Cyndaquil.

“Vixie, look at this,” the Cyndaquil says as her friend leans closer to read the mission’s contents.

The Vulpix frowns. “A wanted poster?” She looks at her grinning friend. “You want us to capture an outlaw?”

The Cyndaquil shrugs. “Why not? Let’s continue this ‘change of pace’ our perverted leader proposed.”

Her ears droop as she rereads the contents of the letter. “Cindy, it’s for Bronze rank and up. We’re not Bronze yet.”

“It’ll be fine.”

“Maybe we should just stick to rescuing Pokémon.”

“Calm your tits, girl,” the Cyndaquil says with a confident smile. “See, if we do this, it’ll earn us enough points to rank up to Bronze!”

“We’ll get there eventually anyway if we just—”

“And look at the cash reward,” the fire-type cuts her off as she taps the letter on her paws. “We’re not really flowing with cash at the moment,” she reminds her. “With this, we can rank up to Bronze aaand earn enough money for stuff!”

The Vulpix’s frown goes further down. “What kind of stuff?”

“Rescue team stuff, of course!” The fire-type frowns. “I could use a few more Elixirs if Shino continues to make me lead our party.”

“I could always just give you some of mine.”

The Cyndaquil shakes her head. “Nah. You’re our backup support, so you need it more than I do, or use it on me when I really need one.” She pats her friend’s fluffy white curls on her head. “Don’t worry your silly little head over it. Trust me, we can handle this! And besides, I gave you that Escape Orb for emergency use, remember?”

Vixie sighs in defeat as she tries to blindly fix the curls on her head. “Fine… I suppose you’re right.”

“Mhmm.” The Cyndaquil then turns to the Kirlia and hands her the letter. “That orb costs a fortune, too.”

“We found it right in front of us the very moment we entered our first ever dungeon together.”

“Details, details,” the Cyndaquil says as the Kirlia levitates the mission request and the fire-type’s badge.

Using her psychic abilities, the Kirlia registers their team accepting the mission. Seconds later, she bows and returns the letter and badge back to the Cyndaquil.

The Cyndaquil grins at her friend. “And it’s registered!”

The Vulpix sighs as she follows her friend walking towards the exit of the guild building. “I’m still not really sure about this…”

“Relax, already,” the fire-type says as they exit the building and walk on the cobblestone street. “We’ll be fine, I promise.”

“I just can’t help but worry.”

“And nothing’s wrong with that,” the Cyndaquil says, smiling at her friend. “But I’m confident that we can handle this! You’ve seen how Shino and I handle the wilds, right? And not to mention we got you watching our backs!” She lightly and playfully punches her friend’s shoulder. “We got this.”

The Vulpix manages a smile, and finally chuckles. She blushes as she looks ahead. “So, you and Shino are gonna, you know…later?”

“Heh,” the Cyndaquil grins. “We’ve been at it for five nights in a row. Tonight’s gonna be the sixth.”

Her blush reddens more. “O-oh wow…”

“You sure you don’t want to join us?”

She freezes in place and unable to make a reply, her face turning redder and redder, making the fire-type laugh.

“Relax! I was only joking!” She shakes her head. “But really though, if you wanna join, just let me know.” She leans close to the blushing Vulpix’s ear. “I’ll make sure you’ll have an enjoyable night.”

The Vulpix slowly pushes her smiling friend away. “I-I-I’m good, thanks,” she says, chuckling awkwardly.

“Still pining on that Lithe guy, huh?”

The ice-type looks away with a shy smile gracing her features. “Mhmm…”

The Cyndaquil shakes her head. “When are you going to make your move though?” she asks as they resume walking.

“I…don’t know?” She sighs, her ears drooping. “I don’t think I can.”

“Girl, you either tell him before another female snatches him from you.”

“I know, I know…” the Vulpix says, and sighs. “I’ll…muster enough courage to tell him one day.”

“Hopefully soon,” the Cyndaquil says with a smile. “Because, no offence, you really need some dick in you, you know?”

“Cindy,” the ice-type says with a disapproving frown.

“Trust me, girl. It’ll do you good.” She chuckles as they reach an apartment complex. “Oh, here you are, Vixie.” She waves a paw. “See you tomorrow, okay?”

The ice-type smiles and waves a paw. “Yeah. See you. And um…” She blushes and looks away. “E-enjoy?”

The Cyndaquil laughs as her friend runs inside the apartment building. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll enjoy every single moment of it.” She grins as she walks down the street, heading towards her apartment.


She frowns as she walks on the cobblestone street, her eyes locked on a lump of yellow lying on a grassy lawn. She stands behind it and kicks its yellow furry bum.

“Hey!” the Cyndaquil yells. “Wake up!” She gives the lump another kick.

“Unngh… S-shit,” the yellow Shinx grumbles as he clutches his aching head. “Ow… Ow ow ow…”

The Cyndaquil sighs. “And there I was in my apartment waiting for you, too.”

The morning sun is slowly rising from the horizon, its soft golden bands painting the city in a golden hue.

“N-not so loud, Cindy,” the Shinx hisses as he slowly tries to get up on four paws.

She shakes her head, and sees a familiar shade of white from afar. She turns and waves at her. “Hey there, good-looking.”

The Vulpix smiles and nods. “Hello yourself.” She reaches them and frowns at the barely-standing Shinx. “Can’t say the same to him though…”

“Ugh…” He looks at his two friends with a weak glare. Raising a paw to make a point, he opens his mouth but a burp comes out instead of words, and he follows it with a groan. “Oooh… W-what time is it?”

The Vulpix shakes her head. “It’s really not healthy for you to keep drinking.”

“I-it’s you guys fault!” he weakly exclaims. He hiccups, and then quickly turns around to let out the contents her had last night.

The two females take a few steps back in disgust.

“Hey!” Poking his head out the window, an angry Ursaring glares at the vomiting Shinx doing his business on his front lawn. “You better clean that up or else I’ll be shoving that back from where it came from!”

The Vulpix sighs, turns around and walks back to her apartment. “I think I have something to help him. Be right back.”

Letting out a sigh of her own, the Cyndaquil walks up to the angry normal-type. “Mind if I borrow a shovel? I heard it’s a great fertilizer for your flowers, at least.”

“Which?”

The Cyndaquil pauses, and frowns. “…both, actually.”


A calm exhale.

An Eevee manages a small smile as he slowly opens his eyes, his hazy gaze on the white ceiling above.

He feels his ears twitch as his mind registers a soft humming sound from somewhere.

He blinks, his smile fading as his sleepy brain registers the foreign yet familiar feeling of a twitching ear. He closes his eyes and lets out a groan. “It wasn’t a dream after all…”

“Oh? You’re finally awake,” the Chimecho says as she slowly floats toward him.

The Eevee sighs. “I swear, if you add that I was trying to cross some—”

He stops himself as he realizes that he cannot move. Alarmed, he tries but fails to move any of his limbs.

“What the fuck?” he curses as he glares at the Chimecho floating beside his bed.

“Sorry, sorry.” She uses her psychic abilities to unbind the Eevee. “Just a precautionary safety measure, in case you were a wild Pokémon.”

He blinks, and blinks, and groans, massaging his furry head as he feels a migraine growing. “I really am still here,” he mumbles under his breath.

The Chimecho smiles at him before turning and floating back. “Please wait right here.”

“God fucking damnit,” the Eevee whispers to himself as he places a paw over his eyes.






3. 01 - 03


The late morning sun shines down on the three Pokemon sitting on the wide steps outside the guild building, who are having a discussion about their next mission.

“We’re going to catch a criminal?!” the yellow Shinx asks in surprise.

“Mhmm,” the Cyndaquil proudly confirms as she continues to adjust the straps of their other friend’s bag. “There we go. Not too tight, is it?”

“It’s fine,” the white Vulpix says with a small smile.

“You guys are insane,” the Shinx suddenly cuts in. “Can’t we just go back to the forest and search for that treasure?”

The Cyndaquil shakes her head. “Shino, sometimes I wish I could show you that I’m rolling my eyes.”

“You both are crazy,” Shino says. “Please tell me you guys are joking about this.”

“Sheesh, relax. I made sure to pick a weakling that the higher ranks won’t bother accepting.”

“A criminal is still a criminal, Cindy,” Shino angrily says.

“Pfft,” Cindy dismisses her friend’s concern. “Just think of them as a wild and you’ll be fine.” A pause. “Speaking of which, how’s our friend, Vixie?”

Vixie shakes her head. “He’s gone.”

Cindy pauses. “…he’s dead?”

“No!” Vixie says in surprise.

Shino rolls his eyes. “So they took him away. Told you he was a wild. Remember the bet—”

“No, I mean,” Vixie shakes her head once again and looks at her two friends. “I went to go check on him. Chime says he’s not wild, but he woke up and just left after she made him sign some papers.”

“Rude,” Cindy says. “Didn’t even left a thank you message to his rescuers?”

The Vulpix shakes her head.

“Did he at least leave some reward money for us?” the Cyndaquil asks.

Vixie rolls her eyes and shakes her head.

“Tsk, eh, whatever.” Cindy shrugs. “You at least checked if us rescuing him added points to our rank?”

The Vulpix sighs and nods her head.

“Really? Sweet!” the Cyndaquil cheers.

“He did sign the rescued form, after all.”

“Yeah but he didn’t leave a reward money?”

Vixie frowns at her. “I’m starting to think you guys only care about the money and fame.”

The Cyndaquil is about to retort when something catches her attention.

Three other Pokémon exits the guild, talking among themselves as they walk down the steps.

With a sly smile, Cindy grabs Vixie’s attention, who was discussing the mission with Shino. “I spy with my two little eyes something orange.”

Vixie blinks. “Huh?” She then looks at what her friend is looking at, and her white furred cheeks quickly turn red.

“What’s going on?” Shino blinks and notices what’s up. “Ah, him again.” He smiles and pats his infatuated friend’s shoulder. “You should totally go and tell him, Vixie.”

The Vulpix looks away. “I… I-I, you guys know I can’t do that.”

“Either you do it or we will,” Shino teases, receiving a shy glare from her.

“Oh, for Arceus’ sake…” Cindy sighs in frustration as she grabs her friend’s ear with her paw and starts dragging the yelping Vulpix towards them, leaving the chuckling Shinx behind.

“Ow ow ow! Cindy, ow! Please please please don’t do this!”

The Cyndaquil ignores her as she continues dragging her begging friend towards the Growlithe whose having a lively conversation with his two companions.

Looking up, the Blitzle notices the two approaching females. “Heads up,” she says, and her two other friends turn to the new arrivals.

“Hello, Team NGB,” Cindy says as she let’s go of her friend’s ear. “Out to rescue another Pokémon in need?”

The Growlithe smiles a very wide smile and barks an affirmative. “You know it!” He extends a paw and Cindy playfully punches it with her own. “I heard you guys are going after a wanted Pokémon?”

“Yep,” Cindy confirms as she quickly grabs one of her friend’s white, curly tails to prevent her from running away.

The Nincada gasps. “Wait, really? I thought that was just a joke!”

“I wish it was,” Vixie sighs. “And please let go of me.”

“We’re just about to head out,” Cindy quickly says as she spins her nervous friend to face the other team. “But my lovely but shy friend wanted to say something first before we left.”

The Blitzle furrows her brows. “Oh?” she asks.

The Nincada blinks.

The Growlithe tilts his head to the side. “Really? Doesn’t look like it.”

Blushing furiously, Vixie hangs her head down as she glares at her friend. “Cindy…!”

“Oh!” the Cyndaquil suddenly exclaims. “What was that? I think I heard our dear leader calling my name.”

The Growlithe blinks at her. “Really? I didn’t hear anyt—”

The Cyndaquil quickly turns around and leaves. “Good luck with your rescue mission, guys!”

The four watch her leave.

The three then look at the Vulpix.

The Vulpix nervously hangs her head down.

The Growlithe blinks and looks back at his team.

The Blitzle sighs and shakes her head.

The Nincada shrugs.

“I-I should just leave,” Vixie quietly says.

Frowning, the Growlithe looks back at the Vulpix. “But your friend said you wanted to say something?”

The bug-type then taps his electric-type friend. “We should probably leave them alone,” he whispers.

Sighing once more, the Blitzle nods her head, and the two quietly leaves them alone.

The Nincada chuckles. “Hey, come on. Don’t be like that.”

“Mmm…” the Blitzle glares at him. “You and I both know she likes him.”

“And you like him, too,” the Nincada adds. “And how oblivious he is.”

“Sometimes I think not even sex is gonna get the point across to him.”

The two stop and look back at the fire- and ice-types.

The Blitzle sighs once again. “What are the chances she’ll confess to him right there?”

“Very low,” the Nincada quickly replies. “We both know how nervous she gets when she’s around him. I’m honestly surprised she didn’t just bolt right back to her friends.”

The Blitzle nods her head. “Well, I’m not about to just stand here and let him go without a fight.”

The Nincada looks at her. “You don’t mean that literally, right?”

The Blitzle says nothing as she watches the two.

Meanwhile, the Growlithe has grown concerned. He sits down and holds the Vulpix’s shoulder, making her violently shake. “What’s wrong, Vixie?”

Her blush intensifies as she feels his warm, strong and gentle paw on her shoulder. As she try to come up with something to say, her eyes lock on his clear-view sheath and her imagination starts going wild.

“Vixie?” the Growlithe calls, his voice carrying a heavy hint of concern.

Closing her eyes, Vixie takes a very deep breath, holds it in, and let’s it out.

Breathe in, and breathe out.

And she repeats the process for an unnecessary amount of time.

“Um…” the Growlithe awkwardly pulls his paw back.

Breathing out, she lifts her head and looks directly into his beautiful eyes. “I-” And then the words get stuck in her throat as a fierce blush once again appears on her cheeks.

The Shinx sighs. The Cyndaquil facepaws. The Nincada shakes his head. The Blitzle looks up at the sky.

“U-um, g-good luck?” the Vulpix stammers, and quickly runs back to her team, leaving the confused Growlithe blinking at her retreating form, oblivious to the groaning crowd they have gathered.

“Sorry, guys,” one of them says as the crowd starts to disperse, while some hand a few coins to others. “Maybe next time.”

Shrugging, the Growlithe cups his paws around his mouth and shouts, “good luck to you guys, too!” With a smile, he stands back up and catches up to his team.

“I hope you can feel my disappointment,” the Cyndaquil says, shaking her head as the Shinx pats the tearful Vulpix.

“Eh,” Shino shrugs. “You can try again when we return, Vixie.”

The Vulpix sniffs. “Let’s just get this mission over with.”

“Excited, aren’t we?” Cindy asks with a teasing smirk, and chuckles after receiving a tearful glare from the Vulpix.

“Cindy, hush,” Shino dismisses his friend’s teasing. “Walk by me, you two. We need to come up with a strategy to take this criminal down.”

“Vixie will be our support still,” Cindy says. “You’re okay with that, right?”

The Vulpix slowly nods her head. “I…think I can do that.”

“Right, okay,” Shino nods his head. “Says in the mission request that this criminal’s fast but I think I can match its speed, so,” he turns to the Cyndaquil, “annoying as it is, I don’t think I can take it down on my own.”

“You could at least address her as a she,” Vixie adds, trying to get her mind in the game.

Shino dismisses it with a shake of his head. “I’m trying to think of them as a wild.”

“Heh, that’s one of the things I like about you.” Cindy smiles. “Always focusing on the mission.” She shakes her head. “But don’t underestimate yourself, Shino. That’s my job.”

Shino glares at her, making the fire-type laugh.

“Anyway, I’ll charge up my speed while you enjoy your dance with our new lady friend,” Cindy says, and punches his shoulder. “Make sure not to leave her dry like you did to me last night.”

“I really hate you sometimes,” Shino says, rolling his eyes. “But yeah, that’s the gist of it.” He turns to the Vulpix. “And Vixie should be our eyes and ears of the area in case there are things we aren’t seeing while we’re fighting.”

Vixie nods her head as the trio approaches the eastern gates of the city.


Walking on the side of the cobblestone road, an Eevee wanders through the light traffic of many different Pokémon, ears slightly twitching to the many lively noise mixing in the air.

He shakes his head. “I’m never gonna get used to this,” he says to himself, glaring up at his ears.

Soon, he sees the road take a sharp turn, inclined down to the lower part of the city. He stops and stares, and realizes that the city is divided in two bodies: the upper and lower parts, and quite literally as well, as the city is built on the side of a cliff near open water.

“Tabindagat,” the Eevee whispers as his fur dances with the constant salty breeze. “Weird name for a city.”

He looks around and notices that if he continues straight to the direction where he was heading, far ahead he’ll reach the city’s western gates, where the cobblestone road ends and an earthen path continues until trees obstruct the view.

Rarely any Pokémon go through the gate, it seems, making the area peaceful and quiet to his liking. He notices a lot of benches near the edge of the fenced cliff. He approaches the closest one, jumps and sits on it, facing the vast blue body of water.

And then his stomach growls.

His eye twitches.

“Shit. I should’ve asked that Chimecho nurse if I could have something to eat before I left, but…”

His ears droop as he sighs.

“Why am I here to begin with, anyway? I never asked for this.” He stares at the ocean. “This is probably the greatest and the worst thing that’s ever happened to me.”

He closes his eyes and sighs.

“And I need to stop talking to myself.”

Nodding to himself, he stands on the bench and looks around.

“I still find it hard to believe how civilized this place is. So that means I need to get a job or something…”

He looks back and sees a small stall with a busy Keckleon behind it, cleaning his merchandise.

The Eevee sighs and jumps off of the bench. “I might as well,” he says to himself as he approaches the stand.

The merchant notices his approaches and wears his biggest smile. “Why, hello, hello there! Care to study my fine wares?”

“Sorry, but I don’t really have any money.”

“Ah, window shopping? That’s fine as well! Please do take your time.”

The Eevee holds his annoyance. “I mean, I am not buying. I just wanted to ask a question.”

“Ah, my apologies. Please do excuse me; I get excited when a potential customer comes my way.”

“…Two questions now, actually,” the Eevee blinks. “Why are you selling here?” He looks around. “Seems too quiet a place for a shop in my opinion.”

The Keckleon laughs. “Good observation, my good fellow. But my wares should answer your question.”

The Eevee blinks, looks down at the items the merchant is selling, and blinks once more.

The Keckleon shares a blink as well. He tilts his head. “Pray tell, you don’t know what these are, do you?”

“Not really, no.”

“Ah, allow me to educate you, lad!” He grabs one of the orbs and holds it up high, the late morning sun’s rays reflecting from it. “I sell some fine items that can help our city’s rescuers in their jobs!”

“Rescuers?”

The Keckleon gasps, almost letting go of the orb. “My word, lad! You jest!”

The Eevee frowns.

“You must be not from here then. Some far-off place, maybe?”

“Uuhhh, you could say that, yes?” He shakes his head. “But by rescuers, the word kinda gives me an idea of what that is.”

The Keckleon smiles. “You must share me tales of your life from the place of your origin!”

“In another time, maybe.”

The Keckleon eagerly nods his head. “Hmm, hmm! I do look forward to that, lad! Anyway, rescuers are a group of Pokémon who form their own rescue teams and go out into the world to help those in need!”

The Eevee nods his head. “So your shop is like a last-minute stop for rescue teams before they go out that gate over there?” he asks, and points at the gate a few paces away.

The Keckleon nods in confirmation. “You are most definitely correct there, lad! Now then, I believe you have one more question for me?”

“Right,” the Eevee sighs. “I might as well ask, but I’m wondering if you know a place where I could get a job so—”

He cuts himself off as a realization strikes him. He shakes his head, dismissing it as stupid, but maybe, just maybe…

“Lad?”

“Sorry, I mean, do you happen to know the closest dungeon from here?”

“Ah, but of course!” He points at the city gates. “Greenleaf Forest. Just follow the dirt road until you reach a fork. Turn right and you’ll reach it in no time!”

“I see,” the Eevee nods his head. He sits down and taps his chin in thought. “Hm…” He looks up at the merchant. “You have not been there before, have you?”

“Oh, goodness, no!” The merchant laughs. “Most certainly not!” His attention quickly shifts. “Oh, hello, hello! Care to check out my wares before you go?”

The Eevee looks aside and steps away as three Pokémon approaches the stall.

“Hey there, squirt,” the Jolteon greets him with a smile as his two companions browses the merchant’s items. He blinks, his smile fading. “Oh, sorry. I thought you were still a kid.” He shakes his head. “You going out with your team?”

“Uh, something like that,” the Eevee says, blinking.

The Jolteon’s smirk return. “Heh, are they running late?”

The Eevee shrugs. “Something like that.” He blinks. “Say… What are your thoughts on this Greenleaf place?”

“Oh, the forest? Heheh, what? Is your team going there to search for that treasure?”

“Yyyyyyyeah, sure.”

“Well, good luck.” The Jolteon shrugs. “No team found the treasure from what I’ve heard. It’s probably just a big hoax to waste everyone’s time, but hey, maybe you guys will get lucky?” He looks at the gate, and then down at the Eevee. “In any case, your team should do fine there. That place is crawling with weak wilds anyway.”

“Shit, I didn’t bring enough money on me,” the Nidorino grumbles. He turns to the Jolteon. “Got some on you, dude?”

The Jolteon gives him a flat look. “I’m not the one carrying the bag. That only slows me down.”

“Well, I don’t have anything to sell or barter here, and we really need this Reviver Seed.”

“We already have enough of those,” the Absol calmly states.

The Nidorino shakes his head. “The more of these we have, the better.”

The Jolteon shrugs. “Alright, I get it. You two wait here. I’ll be back in a zap.” He smirks. “Oh, right. Hey, dude. Once you decide to evolve, you should become a Jolteon like me,” he looks back. “Can’t get hit if the wilds can’t…” he trails off and blinks.

The Eevee is gone.

The Jolteon’s eye twitches. “So this is what it’s like to be on the other end of that trick.”

The Nidorino chuckles.






4. 01 - 04


An Eevee ignores his growling stomach as he reads the signpost beside the dark entrance of the forest.

“Greenleaf Forest,” the Eevee manages to read, still surprised that he can, while ignoring a lively team of Pokémon passing by behind him. “Three floors.” He blinks. “Wait, huh? Floors?” He tilts his head on the side, blinking in confusion. “How does that even work?”

He looks to where the team who passed him is heading, waiting for them to be out of sight. As soon as the coast is clear, the Eevee looks back at the entrance of the forest and takes a deep breath.

“Right… Here goes nothing.”

He walks toward the entrance, growing more and more confused as to why he can’t see anything beyond the veil of darkness. He stops just in front of the ‘dark’ veil, blinking down. Steeling himself, he pokes the veil and sees his paw going through it no problem. He can’t see his paw through it, but he can still feel it. He pulls his paw back and studies it, finding nothing out of the ordinary.

“…Weird.”

He looks back at the veil, shrugs, and walks through it.

He blinks, looks around, and finds himself surrounded by trees and bushes, the entryway of the forest no longer behind him.

“…What just happened?”

A rustling noise.

He quickly turns toward the source and, from the top of a nearby tree, sees a Wurmple crawling down towards the ground.

He watches the worm reach the ground. It looks at him, and immediately shoots a string of sticky silk at him.

“Whoa!” The Eevee dodges too late; the silk hits his hind paw, stinking it firmly on the ground. “Goddamn—oof!”

The Wurmple tackles him.

But it barely hurts; the Eevee is more surprised than hurt.

Eye twitching, he swats the bug away with a paw, sending it tumbling on the ground.

He cries in pain, shaking his paw. “Goddamn, what are you made out of, rocks? Ow ow…” The pain subsiding somewhat, he tries but fails to pull his hind leg free from its binding. “Shit…”

He notices the Wurmple rising back up and coiling itself, preparing to launch yet another attack. The worm launches itself towards him, but the Eevee is prepared this time as he counters with a swipe of his paws, unknowingly drawing his sharp nails.

The Eevee yelps in surprise and disgust as green blood splashes in the air from the thrown worm.

Calming down, he looks at his paw and sees nothing sharp.

“Hm…”

He concentrates, focusing on his paw, but then another rustling noise reaches his twitching ears. Turning towards the noise, he sees a Zigzagoon zigzagging its way towards him in a fast pace.

“Goddamnit.”

He blocks the Zigzagoon’s tackle with both his front paws, grunting from the impact, and immediately wrestles the Zigzagoon to the ground. It squirms to set itself free, its frantic paws swiping on the ground, raining dirt and blades of grass all over.

And then he feels a weak bump directly on his bum. He glances back and sees the bloody Wurmple weakly headbutting him, its green blood staining his fur.

He glares at the worm. “Could you stop—”

Another rustling noise.

He looks toward the noise and sees a Seedot landing on the ground. It blinks at the scene.

“Go away,” the Eevee growls at it.

The Zigzagoon squirms itself enough for it to land a nasty swipe on the Eevee’s paw, eliciting a cry of pain from him. Its captor’s grip loosening, the Zigzagoon quickly squirms itself out of the Eevee’s reach.

“Get back here you—gah!”

Razor-sharp leaves stab themselves on the Eevee’s sides. Growling, he turns and sees the Seedot preparing another range attack.

And then the Zigzagoon delivers a powerful tackle on his back. It scurries away before the Eevee can retaliate.

“Fuck you!”

The Seedot launches three razor leaves toward the growling Eevee.

The Eevee immediately grabs hold of the bloody Wurmple and uses it as a shield. Ears twitching, he swings and strikes it on the Zigzagoon, sending it and half of the worm’s body flying.

Dropping the other half of the worm, he then claws his bindings, yelping when more razor leaves stab him. Free at last, he growls as he grabs and hurls the bloody tail-end of the worm towards the Seedot, smearing its eyes with green worm blood.

He dodges the blind launch of the razor leaves and quickly delivers a tackle on the helpless grass-type, sending it flying towards another trunk of a tree. His ears twitch as he hears the Zigzagoon’s fast-approaching steps. He quickly grabs the Seedot and throws it at the Zigzagoon, but it easily dodges with its zigzag dash.

It jumps on the side, about to deliver another tackle, but it slips on worm blood and skids away.

The Eevee immediately takes his chance to attack, but slips as well. “Oof!” He drops on the ground with a wet thud.

The Zigzagoon quickly stands back up and zigzags toward him, but slips once again and skids to a stop just in front of the growling Eevee.

Quickly standing back up, the Eevee pounds the Zigzagoon’s head with his paws over and over, but it seems to have little effect as it stands back up and bites his striking paw.

“Gah!” he yelps as he pounds it with his other paw, and then tries to kick its underside with his hind paws. “Fuck, let go of me! Ack!” Eye twitching, he hisses and opens his mouth to…

He hesitates.

The Zigzagoon lets go and immediately bites his neck.

But the Eevee is able to kick the ground enough to push himself back. He quickly pins the Zigzagoon down and holds it squirming in place, but with great difficulty as their fur is coated with the worm’s blood, and his other paw’s hurting from the bite.

“Goddamnit, will you just give up already?!”

It doesn’t answer, but just keeps on trying to free itself.

Eye twitching, the Eevee takes rapid breaths to steel himself, growls, and bites the Zigzagoon’s neck. He clenches his eyes shut as he digs his teeth deeper into its neck, ignoring the hot, thick and steely liquid oozing on his tongue, until finally, after a few minutes of struggle, the Zigzagoon stops moving.

He relaxes his jaws, dropping the Zigzagoon on the ground. He breathes in and out through his open, bloody and drooling mouth, staring at his kill. His stomach growls, but not because of hunger. He takes a step back and starts vomiting what little bile his stomach has left. With that done, he takes a steps back and shivers violently as he stares at the unmoving Zigzagoon in disbelief, his body starting to ache as the adrenaline dies down.

“It… It tried to kill me,” he says to himself, hoping that it’ll help him. “I was just defending myself… I was… I was defending myself… I was… I was.”

He sits down and sighs.

“I just wanted to grab some berries to eat, damnit.”

His ears twitch, and he glares at the Seedot who is struggling to get the blood out of its eyes. He stands back up, approaches the Seedot, and pins it down, its face on the grassy ground.

“Here’s to hoping you’re a fruit.”

Growling, he bites down on its hard shell and pulls, pulls and pulls until he rips off part of its hard shell, warm green blood immediately gushing out from it.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake!” he cries as he kicks the dying Seedot away from him. “What the fuck?! You’re supposed to be a nut!”

Another rustling noise, and a Pidgey immediately flies toward him.

“Fuck off!” he yells as he lands an uppercut just before the bird lands a hit on him, sending the Pidgey flying into the air, and lands back on the ground with a thud.

He immediately pins the bird down and presses both his front paws behind the struggling bird’s neck. He grits his teeth as he adds more force on his paws, until finally, the bird stops struggling, stops moving, and stops breathing.

A frustrated sigh escapes his mouth as he relaxes.

“What the fuck am I turning into?”

He sits down and hisses as pulls out one of the leaves stuck on his side, warm red blood gushing out immediately.

“Probably a bad idea for now,” he says to himself as he stares at the Pidgey. He sighs. “…Is it even okay to cook and eat other Pokémon?” He carefully throws it on his back. “At the very least, I can use you as a shield or a bat.”

He starts walking, hissing all the way with aching muscles, stinging wounds and a growling stomach.

“‘Crawling with weak wilds’ my ass,” he grumbles as he turns around a tree and blinks a confused blink.

A few paces ahead is a set of white, concrete-looking stairs in the middle of the forest.

“…You’re kidding me.”

After a few seconds of staring dumbly at the stairs up ahead, he sighs and shakes his head.

“I’m tired of trying to make sense of what’s going on.”

His ears twitch as he hears a rustling noise.

He sighs once again. “Here we go again.”

He glares at where the noise is coming from and sees another Zigzagoon who just takes notice of his presence. It immediately zigzags toward him as the Eevee grabs the bird he’s been carrying and prepares himself. Furrowing his eyes, he takes aim and swings, hitting the Zigzagoon square on the head, launching it towards a tree, a few leaves falling down upon impact as a sickening crack echoes through the air.

With that done, the Eevee hisses in pain as he puts the dead bird on his back and then approaches the stairs.

Reaching the out-of-place stairs, he blinks as he notices a rod sitting by it. “That seems useful,” he says as he grabs and studies it. “Hm…”

He looks around, but sees nor hears anything out of the ordinary.

“…Onto the next floor then,” he says to himself as he inserts the rod between him and the bird on his back. Feeling it secure in place, he carefully climbs up the stairs and his vision immediately turns dark, and he then finds himself in the middle of the forest once again.

“I need to get used to that,” he says as he looks around and blinks as he sees the stairs right next to him. “Well, that was anticlimactic…”

He looks around once again, and sees a small orb on the foot of a tree not too far away. He goes toward it and picks it up, his dirty face reflected on its shiny blue surface.

“Now how in blazes am I gonna carry this?”

The bird slips off of his back.

He blinks at it, shrugs, puts the orb in its beak and carries it on his back once again. Ignoring his grumbling stomach, he turns around and blinks in surprise as he sees a sleeping Scyther by the stairs.

“Where the fuck did that come from?”

He gingerly walks around the sleeping bug-type, and quietly climbs up the stairs.

“Right, final floor,” he says as his vision recovers, finding himself still surrounded by trees, and a Sandshrew right in front of him. He glares at it and quickly tackles it on the ground before it can do anything. “Let’s see if you like getting scratched, you piece of shit!” he growls as he swipes his sharp paws at the helpless ground-type over and over again. “Yeah? Doesn’t feel good, right?! Fuck you, too!”

Noticing the lack of glimmer on its bloody eyes, he stops and slowly takes a few steps back, frowning at the very deep and very bloody cuts he left on the Sandshrew’s chest.

He feels his ears droop as he sighs. “Can’t wait for therapy…” He kicks the dead ground-type away and picks up his ‘items’ back.

He continues to walk around, and manages to pick up two more rods and a piece of envelop as he searches for—

“What the fuck kind of forest is this?!” he growls. “No berries? Really?!” he yells as he eyes the stairs up ahead. “Fuck me!”

He drops his ‘items’ and swings the bird at a fast-approaching Rattata before resuming towards the stairs.

He sighs. “At least I can sell these?” He climbs up the stairs. “And maybe find someone who can cook this bird for lunch.”

He finds himself outside the forest, and blinks as he stares at the setting sun in the distance.

“…or dinner.”


Stars twinkle like diamonds in the clear night sky. Under the light of a small bulb hanging on top of a stall, a Keckleon hums a happy tune as he wipes his wares with a cloth, minding his own business until he hears the telltale sounds of an approaching potential customer.

He quickly wears his best smile and turns. “Hello, hello! Welcome to oh my Arceus, what happened to you, lad?!”

A very disgruntled, very dirty and very wounded Eevee stands in front of the stall. “I’m here to sell some stuff,” he says quietly as his angry stomach growls. He tilts a bit to the side, letting the items and a very dead Pidgey fall down on the ground.

The Keckleon blinks.

“That fountain over there,” the Eevee says, pointing at the large fountain in between two benches. “No one drinks from there, right?”

“W-well,” the Keckelon stammers, barely recovering. “Maybe a few oddballs, lad, but mostly no. Why do you ask?”

“Right,” the Eevee nods, grabs a large red apple from the merchant’s stall, and slowly walks toward the fountain. “See what things I can sell you from that pile. I’m gonna wash myself and the horrors I’ve done today.”

The Keckleon watches him go, and then his gaze falls on the small pile of random items the Pidgey is lying on. He sighs and gingerly shoves the dead wild away with his long tail. “Don’t ask questions, Leon,” the merchant mutters to himself as he gingerly lifts a bloody rod out of the pile, and is barely able to keep his dinner in. “D-don’t ask questions and just do your job.” He frowns a disgusted frown as he looks at the Eevee in the fountain. He sighs. “He’s a customer, just a customer, yep, just a cust—”

The rod slips from his fingers and makes a wet thud on the ground, and then his dinner violently goes out from the wrong end.


Author’s Note

This fic will be updated weekly from this point on until it is complete.
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“We’re making camp here,” Shino says as he looks back at his teammates.

“Whew…” Cindy sighs in relief as she collapses on the ground. “Next time I should check the mission’s location before accepting a job.” She groans. “Ow, my feet are killing me.”

“Serves you right,” Shino chuckles as Vixie takes off her bag. “You doing okay?”

Vixie sighs and shakes her head. “I’m just as tired as she is…” She frowns. “And the blazing sun didn’t help either.”

“Good thing it’s night time now then,” Shino says as the two of them sit down.

As the ice-type slowly grooms herself, the yellow Shinx pulls out a map from the bag, unrolls it on the ground, lights the star on his tail, and studies the map. He blinks and looks around their surroundings.

A chilly air breezes by as the yellow Shinx sees a few trees jutting out from tall, swaying grasses in the valley, his ears twitching to the sound of calm water running down an unseen stream.

“Hm…” He looks back on the map. “Should be an hour more of traveling before we reach our destination.” His tail dimming, he rolls the map up and puts it back in the bag, ignoring the loud snores breaking the night’s serene silence. “We should continue by sunrise.”

Vixie nods her head. “Okay.” She stretches and yawns. “I’m gonna get some shuteye.” She curls on the ground and lay her head on her six fluffy tails. “Night-night,” she says as she closes her eyes.

Shino lies down on his back and stares at the many twinkling stars up above. “Hey, Vixie…”

“Hmm…?”

“Do you think…?” he trails off as he gazes at the half moon up in the sky. He closes his eyes and sighs. “Nah, nevermind.”

“What is it?”

A light blush burns on his cheeks. “Do… Do you think I have a chance?”

A yawn. “What do you mean?” Vixie asks sleepily.

“With, uh, Cindy…”

Silence.

Shino sighs. The ice-type has probably fallen asleep already. He might as well sleep, too. He rolls on his stomach and curls.

“I think so,” Vixie suddenly answers in a quiet voice.

Shino blinks and looks at her. “You think so?”

“I mean…”

Despite the darkness, the Shinx can see a hint of redness of her white face.

“Um… You guys are already, well, doing it, so…”

“Yeah, but…” He sighs and lays his head back on the ground. “We’re friends with benefits, you know? It was supposed to be just that… But lately, I’ve been feeling, well, attracted to her…romantically…”

A loud snore. Cindy mumbles something in her sleep as she rolls to her side.

Shino chuckles and smiles, and looks at the sleeping fire-type under the soft silver moonlight. His small smile slowly turns into a frown. “I’m afraid that maybe she doesn’t feel the same, you know?”

No answer.

Shino looks at his ice-type friend and sees her already asleep.

He lets out a sigh, and lightly shakes his head. “Stupid lovebug,” he mumbles under his breath as he slowly allows sleep to embrace him.


“And for the last time, no, you are not allowed to cook wild Pokémon without a permit,” the Manectric explains, glaring down at the Eevee. “If you want to eat meat that badly, go eat at restaurants that serve them.”

Barely listening to the electric-type, the Eevee hisses in pain as the Machoke applies the last bandages on his wounds.

“There are many places in the city for you to eat, son,” the Machoke says as he finishes his work. He then stands up and carries a black trash bag where he placed the dead bird inside.

The Eevee sighs as the early morning breeze blows by. He frowns as he lifts a bandaged paw up.

“Hey, were you even listening?” the Manectric asks, growling.

The Eevee sighs. “Whatever…”

The Manectric rolls her eyes. She looks at her partner, nods, and leads the way.

“For your sake, son,” the Machoke says as he follows the electric-type. “Don’t sleep in fountains next time. You’re lucky you didn’t drown.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “At least I’ll be on the headlines,” he mumbles under his breath as he watches the two leave.

“Well, that’s that,” the Keckleon chuckles awkwardly as the Eevee turns to him.

“I bet they’re gonna feast on it,” the Eevee grumbles. “And why didn’t you wake me?”

The merchant frowns. “Please, lad. Don’t ruin the image of our patrol police.” He shakes his head. “And I thought you just left. It didn’t really cross my mind that you’d fall asleep in the fountain.” He shrugs. “Anyway, you’re certain that you want to sell all of these items?” the Keckleon asks with a broken smile.

The Eevee nods his head. “Yeah.” He blinks. “Oh. Don’t forget that apple I took last night, too.”

The Kecleon picks up a rod and inspects it. “This one is quite valuable to be sold, in my honest opinion.” He looks back at him. “Swing it at wilds and they get petrified and they’ll be teleported elsewhere, from what I’ve heard.”

“I’m not visiting any dungeons any time soon,” the Eevee says with a glare. He sighs. “And I’m sorry if I didn’t clean any of them before I unceremoniously drop them.”

“It’s no problem, lad,” the merchant quickly says, and laughs awkwardly, hoping to dismiss the issue. “But I do hope to not have a repeat of this kind of exchange in the near future.”

The Eevee nods his head. “You can count on that, at least,” he says as the Kecleon starts placing gold coins inside a small pouch. He blinks at him. “Oh. Right. I don’t have anything that can hold money. How much is that?”

“It’s on the house, lad.” He smiles at him. “Well, on the stall, at least.”

He frowns at him. “I’m paying for the wallet.”

“It’s more like a pouch if you ask me.”

The Eevee glares at him.

The Keckleon chuckles as he hands the Eevee the pouch. “Take it, lad. 97 coins.”

The Eevee sighs as he reluctantly accepts it. “I really don’t like owing people.”

“Consider it a gift from me then,” the merchant says with a wink. “After all, a happy customer will always come back to do more business, is what I always believe.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. He’s about to continue the argument, but his stomach reminds him of something more important. His ears droop. “Well, thanks, but I’ll pay you back.”

The Keckleon sighs. “Lad, lad, laddie…” He smiles at him. “Life’s not all about exchange. Sometimes you give, and sometimes you receive.”

“Well, today I’m receiving, so next time, I’m giving.”

“Your business is my business and thus the exchange is born.”

“I hate you.”

The Kecleon chuckles as he turns and points. “You see that building over there?” He looks back at the Eevee. “That there’s a diner. The first floor, at least.”

The Eevee’s stomach growls once more. With nothing else to say, he thanks the merchant and heads over to the establishment. A bell chimes above as he pushes the door open. “Hel—”

A loud crash of silverware echoes all throughout the room.

“I-I’m sorry,” a quiet voice says as the Eevee slowly retreats away.

The door suddenly swings open, revealing a large apron-wearing Miltank with a warm smile. “Welcome to Cows’a’lot! Please do come in!”

The Eevee blinks, tilting his head up. “Uh, sorry, wrong buildi—” His stomach stops him right there. He sighs in defeat. “What’s on the menu?”

The Miltank walks him to a table and helps him sit on the chair. “Our lovely waitress will be taking your order. We do hope you’ll have a good time!” And she retreats back to what the Eevee assumes is the kitchen.

The sounds of silverware being collected catches his attention. Turning, he sees a Nickit picking up the last of the utensils from the floor. She quickly leaves the tray of silverware on the nearest table and slowly approaches him with a heavy blush on her face.

“H-hu-hi…” she whispers, barely audible. “M-may I, um, t-take your order?”

The Eevee frowns. “Deep breaths, kid,” he tells her.

“I-I, um…” and her voice fades to mute levels.

“Deep breaths.”

She timidly looks away, but then closes her eyes and takes a few deep breaths, feeling herself calming down. With that done, she reopens her eyes, looks back at her customer, and immediately looks away with a blush. “Eep!”

The Eevee sighs. “I don’t have time for this,” he grumbles under his breath as he studies the items on the menu. He skims through the food items and notices the lack of meat on any of them. “Goddamnit,” he grumbles yet again and sighs. “I’ll just have…” he skims through the prices and finds them relatively cheap at least. At least he thinks they’re cheap. “…whatever you can recommend.”

“O-okay,” she whispers, not looking at him. “I, I-I recommend the…”

For the life of him, the Eevee can’t hear her, so he gives up and leans back on his chair.

“Um… W-what about d-drinks?” she asks, barely taking a glance at him.

“Water.”

“O-okay. I’ll, um,” she’s saying something more but the Eevee can barely hear her as she retreats to the kitchen.

Seconds later, the Nickit dashes from the kitchen to the tray of silverware, picks it up with her tail, and bolts back to the kitchen with surprising speed.

He sighs as his ears twitch to the sound of the bell ringing above the entryway. He looks back and sees a loud trio of Pokémon arguing about something as they take a seat around a table by the door.

“Hey, Sarah!” the Heliolisk shouts at the shy Nickit who is barely poking her head out from the kitchen. “Give us the usual!” And then he returns to his argument with his two companions.

“Coming right up, boys!” the Miltank’s booming voice echoes from the kitchen, ignored by the trio of customers.

The Eevee looks back at the menu as he tries but fails to ignore the loud trio’s argument about which dungeon should they explore next. The bell rings once again and two Pokémon walk in and sit themselves around a table next to the Eevee.

The Machop looks at him, smiles and nods his head. The Eevee lamely returns the gesture as the shy Nickit quietly places a tray of food on the Eevee’s table.

“Sarah, right?” the Eevee asks.

Blush reddening, the Nickit mumbles her reply, “n-no. T-that’s my, um, m-mom’s name.” She slowly and shyly walks toward the new arrival’s table to take their order.

Stomach growling, the Eevee leans forward and stares at his food; thinly-sliced curry oran berries with steamed white rice, and a bowl of water.

It smells heavenly though, making his mouth water.

“Hey,” the Eevee calls as the Nickit quietly walks by him.

Startled, she timidly turns around but doesn’t meet his eyes. “I-I’m sorry if th-the food is—”

“It’s fine,” the Eevee says and sighs. “Just curious what this dish is.”

“O-oh.” A pause. “I-it’s Oran Curry.”

A blank blink.

The Nickit quietly continues. “It, um, it’ll help with your, um, r-recovery…”

Another blank blink. “Huh… Almost forgot I’m hurt all over.” He smiles and nods. “Thanks.”

“Eep!” and she dashes back to the kitchen.

The Eevee rolls his eyes and shakes his head. His ears twitch as he hears the diners from the next table chuckle. He turns and sees them smiling at him.

“Don’t take it personally, mate,” the Zangoose say, waving a claw dismissively. “She’s always been like that.”

“Such a gentle soul,” the Machop comments dreamily.

“There you go again.”

“What? I can’t help it!”

“You’re gonna scare the poor girl.”

“I didn’t even say anything to her this time!”

The Zangoose rolls his eyes as the duo converse with one another.

Leaving them alone to their own conversation, the Eevee picks up a paw-friendly spork, stabs a slice and puts it in his mouth. His eyes widen. “Holy shit,” he mumbles as he tries his best to pace himself.






6. 01 - 06


“Something on your mind?” Cindy asks as she and her two companions continue their trek towards their destination. She smiles a sly smile as she playfully punches the serious-looking Shinx’s shoulder. “I know you focus too much on our missions, but this is the first time I’ve seen you being too serious about it.”

Shino glares at her. “You picked to apprehend a damn criminal for a mission!” He growls at her. “Of course I’m taking this seriously!”

The Cyndaquil shakes her head in amusement.

“He’s right, you know,” Vixie says with a frown, walking behind the duo.

“Geeze, you two. Relax.”

“We could die,” Shino hisses. “And I don’t want to die yet!”

“That’s always a possibility even with rescue missions, you know.” Cindy shrugs. “But hey, what are our badges for, right?”

“The wilds are mindless, Cindy, unlike this Sneasel!”

“And I thought you think of her as a wild?”

The Shinx groans in annoyance. “We’re not as happy-go-lucky as you are.”

The Cyndaquil chuckles. “You two should try it sometimes.” She tries her best imitation of a wink. “Gets you the things you want.” A sly smile towards the ice-type. “Especially to you, Vixie.” She receives a blush and a frown from her friend, making her chuckle.

The Shinx sighs as he looks forward. “Heads up.”

A light breeze rustles the treetops as they stop a few paces from the mouth of a large cave on the base of a rocky mountain, its peak surrounded by thick clouds.

The Shinx approaches the Vulpix and takes out the mission letter from the bag. “Hm… She’s last spotted in the twenty-second floor of this mystery dungeon.” He inserts the letter back and looks at his companions. “Let’s catch ourselves a criminal.”

“I hope she’s sexy,” Cindy chuckles as she heads to the entrance. “Taking point!”

The other two follow her.

“Shino,” the Vulpix calls.

“Hm?”

“Are you gonna tell her?”

“Not now. We need to focus.” The Shinx sighs. “I don’t want to lose our lives here.”

The Vulpix nods her head, and they enter the dungeon.


“That was some good shit,” the Eevee whispers to himself with a very satisfied sigh.

“I know, right?” the Machop sitting on the next table agrees, and then takes a drink from his glass of juice.

Normally, he won’t engage much with strangers, but he doesn’t care at the moment as he’s in bliss. “Mhmm,” the Eevee happily nods his head.

“Sarah’s cooking is heavenly,” the Zangoose adds. “Her husband must be one lucky Pokémon.”

“I wonder if Plu cooks like her,” the Machop wonders dreamily.

A quiet yet audible ‘eep!’ reaches the trio’s ears, and then quiet, retreating footsteps follow.

The Zangoose groans as the Machop blushes in embarrassment.

“Do they have no other people working here?” the Eevee suddenly asks, blinking at the Machop.

“Huh?”

The Eevee looks around where almost all tables are filled with dining customers. “I just can’t imagine how they can manage, especially with a timid kid as the waitress.” He looks back at the two at the next table. “No offence to them, of course. I’m honestly impressed, but it must be really tiring.”

“That’s a good question,” the Zangoose says. “But they make it work somehow.” He smirks at his companion. “Why don’t you retire as a rescuer and work here? I’m sure you’d love that.”

“I would if I could, but,” the Machop glares at him. “I don’t think I’ll survive in this kind of work. And sheesh, it’s not like I want to mate her or anything! I’m just admiring her!”

The Zangoose rolls his eyes.

“Well, I’ll be heading out,” the Eevee says as he grabs his money pouch. “How do we pay?”

“You just leave it on the table, hon,” the Miltank suddenly says as she pulls the Eevee’s chair to help him out.

“Isn’t that risky?” the Eevee asks as he places the exact amount on the table. “I mean, what if the customers don’t pay the exact amount, or not at all, or other customers taking it?”

“Hasn’t happened before,” the Miltank replies as the Eevee jumps off of the chair. She begins cleaning the table and greeting a few customers.

Shrugging, the Eevee heads to the exit, shakes his head as he passes by the timid Nickit taking orders, and then pushes the door—

The door isn’t budging.

“Pull it, dear,” the Miltank yells after him.

“I was about to do that,” the Eevee mumbles to himself, ignoring the many chuckles behind him as he pulls the door open.

“Hope to see you soon!” the Miltank says as the door closes behind the Eevee.

“I probably will, to be honest,” he says to himself as he walks down the road and towards the many benches. He jumps and sits on a bench by the fountain and stares at the blue open sea, the late morning sun’s rays reflecting on its wavy surface. “I need money,” he mumbles to himself.

‘How can I earn money though?’ he thinks to himself, drowning the morning traffic’s noise behind him. ‘This is my reality now, and I need to stop thinking otherwise. Hell, I almost died numerous times.’

He shakes his head.

‘I’ll probably not be doing any mystery dungeon action anytime soon, unless I really have no other option. Hm…’

He looks down, staring at the docked ships on the edge of the lower parts of the city.

‘It’ll be easier with a team, I suppose.’

He closes his eyes and shakes his head.

‘No. I’m leaving so I’d rather not make any attachments while I’m here.’ He frowns. ‘I don’t think I’ll be leaving anytime soon though… I need to save up if I want to travel, but to where?’

He looks back and stares at the many Pokémon walking to and fro.

‘Joining a rescue team sounds like the obvious choice if I want to gather information as well.’

He chuckles.

‘I could be like that emo, quiet member of the team who just leaves one day without a word.’

He shakes his head.

“I doubt I can do that,” he whispers and sighs. “As unfortunate as it is, I’m a social creature, even though I’m mostly an introvert.”

He looks back at the vast ocean.

‘So,’ he thinks, ‘I’ll just have to find a job here in the city, while gathering information.’

He nods his head.

“Sounds good,” he whispers to himself as he jumps off of the bench. “Time to go job-hunting.” He turns and sees a pair of Pokémon buying from the Keckleon merchant. “Well, I already made a customer-kind of connection with him, so I might as well.”

With a shrug, he walks toward the merchant who’s waving goodbye at the duo heading towards the west gate.


A Cyndaquil jumps and delivers a mighty kick on a Houndour’s face, sending it flying towards a rocky wall of the dungeon floor.

“Arceus damnit!” she growls as she wipes her sweaty forehead with a paw. “The wilds here are crazy!”

“Did none of you ask about how tough this dungeon was?!” Shino yells while pinning down a paralyzed Swellow.

“I can still go on,” Cindy yells, stopping the Vulpix from pulling out an item from her bag.

“Barely,” Vixie counters with a frown.

“Save it,” Cindy growls back.

“We should turn back,” the ice-type suggests as she locks the bag.

“Yeah, we should,” Shino agrees with a nod.

“Stop being pussies,” the Cyndaquil says. “We’re almost there, so come on!”

“Damn it, Cindy,” Shino jumps off of the large bird and chases the walking fire-type. “Are you trying to kill us?”

“She’s outnumbered.” Cindy stops to face him. “And we have a plan on taking her down!”

“Yeah, but none for these guys!” Shino counters as he glares over the fire-type’s shoulder.

A Pancham walks from a corner and takes notice of them. A beam of ice quickly lands on its feet, locking it in place. A single punch from the wild breaks the ice, and it resumes its quick approach.

Vixie yelps. “I can barely do anything!”

“You’re doing enough, so don’t worry,” Cindy assures her before running towards the Pancham.

“Damnit,” Shino grits his teeth as sparks start to surround him. “This is gonna be a long day…”

“Shino!” Vixie shouts as she spots an Ariados crawling towards them from behind.

“I see it,” the Shinx says before dashing towards it, delivering a blinding-fast tackle at the arachnid.

“Gah—!” Receiving a mighty punch, the Cyndaquil is thrown back, but still on her feet as she skids to a stop, her nose bleeding. “That hurt,” she growls through gritted teeth as she glares at the Pancham just standing there. “Come on! Come at me!”

The ground beneath her starts to break, startling her.

“What the f—?!”

“Get out of there!” Vixie yells.

But it’s too late; a large Onix emerges from underneath the fire-type, sending her flying and bumping the ceiling with a mighty force.

“I got her!” Shino yells as he dashes towards the Onix, runs on its jagged body, and jumps off of it, catching the falling fire-type on his back and braces himself for their landing. “Shit,” he curses under his breath as he wraps the fire-type in his paws and—

A beam of ice strikes the ground, forming a small slide.

He lands on it on his side, sliding on smooth ice and then on craggy ground. “Gah—!”

Writhing in pain, the Shinx groans as he looks at Vixie through blurry vision.

“W-we’re leaving.”

“Aw, so soon?” a new, feminine voice answers him as the Shinx’s vision clears enough to notice the smirking Sneasel with his friend on her hold.

Thick, red blood rolls down her white fur and on the sharp claw piercing her neck.

“Vixie!” Shino shouts.

The Vulpix tearfully looks at her two teammates, barely able to mouth the words, “sorry.”

“Bitch!” the Shinx roars, electricity flying out of his fur.

“You want her?” the Sneasel asks before licking his friend’s bloody neck. “Mmm… Come and get her.” She winks. “If you can.”

The ground shakes as the Onix rushes toward him.


“A job, huh?” the Keckleon rubs its chin in thought while a few customers examine his wares. “Hm… Oh!” He blinks and looks at the Eevee. “Come to think of it, lad, I do have some shipment arriving later today. But I’m on my lonesome so I can’t go pick them up unless I close shop, but goodness! That’d mean losing potential customers!”

The Eevee frowns at him. “Won’t they just deliver them to you?”

“They do, but,” he sighs. “It will be sent to the delivery services if no one picks it up, and it could take days for it to be delivered to me!” He quickly turns and smiles at the customers. “Ah! A fine choice! That there’s three-fifty pokes.”

The Eevee blinks at the exchange. “Pokes?” he mumbles to himself.

“Thank you. Come again!” the Keckleon waves the two customers goodbye. “Such a lovely couple. I do wonder when they’ll tie the knot.” He winks at the Eevee. “Figuratively and literally.”

“Anyway,” the Eevee says, not wanting to go to that route of a topic. “I’ll just go there and pick your shipment?”

The merchant nods. “Oh, but they’ll be in crates, I bet. Hm…” He looks back and frowns at the broken wheel of his cart. “Ah, I do keep on forgetting to get that fixed.” He looks back at the Eevee. “It’ll take a while for me to fix it, I believe.” He rubs his chin with his long tail. “Hm… I believe there’s a repair shop around—oh!” He smiles. “Perhaps Missus Sarah can lend her cart?”

A blank blink. “Who?”

The merchant’s smile falters a bit. “The owner of the fine restaurant you dined earlier.”

“Oh, the Miltank.” He nods his head. “Almost forgot her name.”

“That, you shouldn’t do,” the merchant says with a pointed finger. “Else you’ll forget her fine cooking, too.”

“That ain’t happening anytime soon, trust me.” The Eevee smiles. “Are all eateries in this city like hers?”

“I dare say not a chance,” the merchant claims boldly and proudly. “Only her can whip out such heavenly berry delicacies in this here seaside city!”

“Berry delicacies…” the Eevee repeats quietly. “Huh… I did notice a lack of meat in their menu.”

“They used to, lad,” the merchant says. “But stopped after they adopted the shy Nickit.”

“Huh…” the Eevee says. “Well, either she’s really amazing at cooking, or she has some sort of secret ingredient.”

“Best not to stick your nose to things you shouldn’t, lad.”

The Eevee blinks.

“I was pulling your leg there, lad!” He laughs. “Anyway, as I was saying… Perhaps our beloved Miltank will let us borrow her cart for a short while?”

“I’m guessing you want me to go there and ask, huh?”

“Oh, but of course!” the merchant confirms with a nod. “Heavens, I can’t leave my stall for even a moment!”

The Eevee rolls his eyes and shakes his head in mild amusement. “Alright, alright, I get it. I’ll take the job.” He starts heading towards the restaurant but stops and looks back at the merchant. “Oh, and what should I say to get your stuff?”

“Tell the fine workers in the pier that you are hired by Leon—that’s me—to collect his shipment.” He quickly shifts his attention to a trio of Pokémon that stops by his stall.

With a shrug, the Eevee heads toward the restaurant. “Didn’t think I’d visit that place again so soon.”






7. 01 - 07


“A cart, huh?” the Miltank asks as she continues with her cooking in the kitchen.

Sitting on the floor with a respectable distance from the cook, the Eevee blinks in amazement as he witnesses the large Pokémon easily cooking on four different cooking pots and pans at once, and even checks the food being cooked inside an oven from time to time.

“Well, to be quite honest, dear,” the Miltank says without missing a beat with her cooking. “We have some shipment arriving today as well. My husband should be arriving soon from his rescue work so maybe you two can go to the docks together?”

The Eevee nods with a smile. “That sounds good. Thanks,” he says as the timid fox shyly walks behind him to put the dishes on the sink. He sighs as the Nickit quickly runs out of the kitchen. “I was wondering how the two of you can manage such a busy restaurant.”

The Miltank laughs. “I oftentimes wonder that as well, dear.”

He frowns. “I mean no offence, but your, uh, kid, is too timid for this kind of work.”

The cooking continues, with no words coming from the cook.

His ears droop. Perhaps he should have kept his mouth shut after all.

“It’s training, dear,” she suddenly says, her voice lower than usual. She stops attending to her cooking to turn to the Eevee with a sad frown on her face. “You probably noticed how shy she is, the poor dear.” She looks at the open doorway. “Hurts for me to say this, but she can’t survive the real world like that.”

“So you’re trying to toughen her up,” the Eevee concludes with a nod.

She nods as well. “She does well in school thankfully, but her shyness prevents her from making friends, or even face even the smallest of confrontations.”

He nods once again in understanding.

She gives him a small, sad smile. “But despite all of that, she’s still doing an okay job, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yeah, she does,” he agrees as he looks out the kitchen door. “Oddly enough,” he whispers to himself as his ears twitch to the merry sounds of happy-eating customers.

“She’s come a long way,” the Miltank says with a smile as she turns back to her cooking.


The yellow sparking Shinx, carrying an unconscious Cyndaquil, dashes out of the way before a large rocky tail slams on them.

“Damn it!” he hisses, his glaring gaze not leaving the two ice-types. He skids to a stop, puts the fire-type down, and suddenly hears rapid footsteps running towards him from behind. He quickly looks over his shoulder and sees the Pancham, a glowing punch at a ready. Gritting his teeth, his tail glows, dodges the punch and lands a nasty iron tail on the Pancham’s head, knocking it out.

“Not bad,” the Sneasel taunts as she takes a step back. “Now I wonder how you’ll deal with the big guy.” A blink, and her sly smile widens. “Actually, I wanna see you up close and personal,” she says, and pulls her razor-sharp claws out of Vixie’s bleeding neck.

“Wait, no!” Shino shouts as the outlaw lets the ice fox drop on the ground. “Damn you—whoa!”

The earth shakes as the Onix suddenly dashes towards him with its head aimed at him.

Gritting his teeth, he dashes out of the way and grabs the fire-type as the large Onix slams its head through the cave wall, creating a miniature earthquake as a few rocks and dusts rain down from the ceiling.

He gently puts the unconscious Cyndaquil down on the ground, his glaring eyes locked on the smirking Sneasel.

She licks her bloody claws. “You look cute when you’re angry,” she says. “Let me give you an offer.”

Shino stays quiet.

Her sly smile widens. “If you can keep up with me for at least ten seconds, I’ll keep you as my pet.”

His ears twitch as he hears the Onix pulling its head out from the newly-formed hole on the wall.

“I’m already drooling just thinking about it,” the Sneasel says as she prepares herself. “Don’t disappoint me like your friend did.”

Thick strings of web slices through the air, and neatly lands on the Sneasel’s two feet.

Surprised, the Sneasel quickly looks down with a dumbfounded look. A powerful sparking noise forces her to look up in time to see the angry electric-type dashing towards her. Her expression turning sour, she prepares her claws to counter, but another string of webs wrap around one of her claws, pulling it back.

With an angry snarl, the Shinx dodges her sweeping claw and delivers an electrifying tackle to her chin. Not wanting to waste his momentum, he quickly follows it up with an iron tail to her face, and as he lands behind her, quickly turns around and delivers an electrified tackle on her back as strings of spider web flies above him, heading straight towards the approaching Onix.


“Is dad not coming home yet?” the Nickit asks as she deposits a tray of dirty dishes on the sink. She turns and blinks to the Miltank who is busy cooking.

“He is running late, come to think of it,” the cook says with a frown. After adding a few more ingredients in the pot, she takes a step back and looks out the kitchen window.

The buildings, grass and trees reflect a gentle orange hue from the golden rays of the late afternoon sun, and Pokémon of different shapes and sizes still roam the busy street.

A bell jingles from the main area, and the Nickit quickly runs back despite her not wanting to.

“Deep breaths,” the Eevee says as he throws the last of his bandages inside a small trash can. He shakes his head and turns to the Miltank who’s returning to her cooking. “I can get your shipments too if you want,” he offers, trying his best to not sound so impatient.

“You mention Mister Leon hiring you to get his shipment, right?”

He nods. “Yeah.”

“Um,” the Nickit suddenly walks in, approaches the Miltank and tells her the newcomers’ orders.

“Thank you, dear,” the Miltank says, patting the small fox’s head. She resumes her task and continues the conversation: “I may take you up on that offer, dear.” A pause. “Hm… How much are you charging?”

The Nickit blinks at the Eevee.

He shrugs. “I honestly don’t know. That’s up to you, I guess.” He stretches. “Holy shit, that felt good.”

“Language, dear.”

He frowns at her. “I’m not a kid, just so you know.”

“I’m aware, dear.”

He then notices the Nickit with her ears and gaze drooping.

“Oh, uh, sorry. Pretend you didn’t hear that.”

The Miltank chuckles. “If only it was that easy, dear. Anyway, cart’s out the back. Tell our dear dockers that Sarah the Miltank sent you.” She looks down and smiles at the Nickit. “Plu? Be a dear and help him get the cart out.”

A heavy blush graces her two cheeks. “O-okay…”

The Eevee holds a sigh as he quietly follows the timid fox out the back door.

Sitting on the small grassy backyard is a wooden cart covered in a tarp. Biting one end, the Nickit pulls the tarp off.

The Eevee blinks. “That…looks like a wagon, to be honest.”

“Um…” the Nickit shifts in place.

“It even has a harness!” he exclaims as he grabs it. “This isn’t a cart, but whatever. Looks more practical if I’m pulling two crates or three.”

“Um…”

“Hm?” he blinks and looks at the blushing fox. He sighs. “You really—ugh, whatever. Not my place to tell you what to do.”

“Huh?”

“Anyway, speak up.” He frowns at her. “You obviously want to say something.”

She shifts in place, looking away. “D-do you…want, um, me to h-help?”

“With what?”

“T-the harness…”

He blinks and looks at the straps attached to the cart, or wagon as he decides to call it. “Actually, yeah. I’ve no idea how to do this.” He’s about to ask how can she help him if she’s a nervous wreck, but decides to keep his mouth shut and just see for himself.

She closes her eyes and takes a few deep breaths. “Deep breaths,” she mutters to herself as she continues her breathing exercise. A few seconds later, she reopens her eyes and a heavy blush burns her cheeks as she slowly approaches him.

He sighs a frustrated sigh. “If it helps you, just pretend I’m a wooden…” He blinks, and tries his best to look himself over. “…uh, just pretend I’m a wooden Eevee.” And he then tries his best to imitate one.

She shakes her head, closes her eyes, and takes a few more breaths. “Wooden Eevee,” she mumbles repeatedly as she reopens her eyes and tries her best to attach the harness on him with very, very shaky paws.

He can’t help but roll his eyes as he tilts his head up to avoid some cliché moments that are popping in his head.


The ground is shaking from the retreating rock snake, leaving the panting Shinx and his two fallen allies behind.

A weak cough.

Tearing his focus from the large Pokémon, Shino quickly sits beside the bloody ice fox. “V-Vixie…” he whispers as he tries to stop himself from holding her. “I’m sorry,” he says as tears start to form in his eyes.

She slowly gives him a weak and gentle smile.

“Oh, cry me a river,” the Sneasel groans, and then sticky strands of spider web covers her entire face.

He nods to the Ariados standing close by. “Thanks,” the yellow Shinx grunts as he rummages through the bloody bag.

“Shit,” the Cyndaquil groans and coughs as she drags herself towards her two companions. “Shit shit shit, Vixie, I’m so sorry…” She trips and falls but a spider leg catches her fall. She looks wearily at it. “Um…”

“Vixie, don’t worry,” Shino says as he pulls out one of his team’s badges. “We’re going back. Don’t you dare die on us.”

Her eyes slowly close as her smile slowly fades. Shino cries out her name as one of the badges start to glow. Startled, he and the Cyndaquil watches the glowing badge float towards the Vulpix and immediately encases her in a white light.

Shaking his head, Shino raises a badge up.

The badge shines and they are soon surrounded by light, teleporting them out of the dungeon.






8. 01 - 08


The golden rays of the late afternoon sun washes over the downslope cobblestone street. Pokémon walk to and fro, some glide or levitate, and some talk among themselves, while others simply minding their own business.

Some carry various things, some none, while some, like the Eevee, are pulling carts and wagons.

After finally reaching the base of the slope, he asks a Wartortle sitting on a bench for directions, thanks her and continues on his way on the stone roads, barely glancing at the tall stone buildings.

After crossing an intersection, the street lamps start to light up despite it still being an afternoon, to ward off the tall buildings’ shadows that darken the city streets.

“Not counting the obvious,” the Eevee mumbles to himself as he witnesses two patrolling officers chasing after a thief. “This place doesn’t really look any different compared to home.”

He continues on his way, asking a few Pokémon for directions, and after making a turn, a salty air breezes by as he sees the city docks up ahead.

Pokémon working on the docks are busy doing heavy labor, from lifting crates to pulling ropes to get a large pile of crates on board large wooden ships.

His ears twitch to the dockers’ and sailors’ shouts at one another as he approaches one who’s leaning on a crate.

“Excuse me,” the Eevee calls. “I’m here to get some shipments?”

The Vigoroth shrugs and points at a large building. “Go ask there. All shipments go through that office before it gets sent to the city delivery.”

“Ah, thanks.”

As he approaches the building, he notices a lot of crates neatly piled near the doorway.

He frowns. “Shit. Those look pretty large.” He sighs. “Here’s to hoping their shipments are, like, in small crates or something.”

Two Gurdurrs lift and carry a large crate and places it inside a wagon.

“Two crates, boys,” a Buizel yells at them before turning back to the harnessed Scolipede. She gives the giant bug her clipboard and offers her pen. “If you’ll sign this, please?” she asks with the sweetest of smiles, making the intimidating bug blush as he trembles to sign it. She takes back the items with a wink as the Gurdurrs place another crate on the wagon. “You’re good to go, big guy.”

With a nervous nod, the Scolipede starts pulling the wagon away in great speeds.

“You take care now!” the Buizel calls, waving at the retreating bug.

The Eevee blinks a blank blink. “Someone’s in a hurry,” he says to himself, ignorant of what had just transpired before him.

“Oh, hi there, cutie pie,” the Buizel greets him with a wink. “My my, you must be one strong Eevee.”

“Yeah, whatever,” the Eevee frowns. “I’m here for Leon’s and Sarah’s shipments.” He blinks. “Er, Leon the Keckleon and Sarah the Miltank, I mean.”

“Oh?” the Buizel asks as the Gurdurrs start looking for their shipments. She leans down to be eye-level with the Eevee. “A strong Eevee indeed. I’d like to know your name, please?”

“My name’s not importa—!”

The Gurdurrs place the crate on the very tail-end of the wagon, throwing the front-side up like a seesaw, with the startled Eevee dangling from the harness.

The Buizel frowns at the laughing Gurdurrs. “Boys,” she quietly yet icily says, shutting up the two fighting-types, and slowly lifting the crate from the wagon until it’s up-right, and they then place the crate on the very middle. “So sorry about that, cutie pie.”

“Were they trying to give me a heart attack?!” the Eevee screeches in anger. “And stop calling me that!”

“Well perhaps you should tell me your name so I can stop calling you a cutie pie, cutie pie,” she says.

He glares at her as he feels another crate placed in the wagon. “Just how many crates do they have in total?”

“Ah, speaking of,” the Buizel says as she scans her clipboard. “Hm… Five in total, love.”

“Shit,” the Eevee grumbles under his breath.

“You sure you can manage that many?” she asks, blinking.

He sighs. “My problem, not yours,” the Eevee grumbles as she leans down once again with a sly smile.

“Aw,” she says as she pets his head. “You don’t have to impress little ol’ me, love.” She hands him a pen and shows him the clipboard. “Just sign here and here as their recipient.”

The Eevee angrily scans the writing on it, and grabs the pen.

The pen falls off of his paws.

He and the Buizel blinks at the pen on the ground.

Grumbling, the Eevee tries but fails to pick it up. “Freaking hell,” he grumbles.

The Buizel chuckles. “Here, allow me, love.” She leans her head way, way, way down to the ground, all the while looking at him with half-lidded eyes, and slowly picks the pen up with her mouth, and then slowly rises back up.

Frowning an unimpressed frown, the Eevee starts grunting as he ever so slowly pulls the wagon forward. “Holy shit, this is heavy,” he hisses through gritted teeth as he ignores the chuckling Buizel.

“Are you sure you don’t need us to help, love?” she calls after him. A few easy steps later and she’s standing by him. “Oh, and I still need you to sign this.”

“Go away,” he grumbles as he continues on his sluggish journey.

The Buizel shrugs as the two Gurdurrs catches up and places the fifth crate on top of the others.

“Fuck’s sake,” the Eevee grumbles under his breath. He grits his teeth as he presses on. “I should be able to pull this thing no problem once I get a good speed going.”

And he eventually does gain enough speed to pull the wagon with relative ease, making him smile as the Pokémon traffic in the city streets makes way for him.

As the sun slowly hides behind the horizon, the stars start to twinkle on the early evening veil in the sky.

His smile instantly turns up-side-down as soon as he reaches the base of the sloped road. “…fuck.”

Something lands on the wagon. Blinking, he looks up and frowns.

The Buizel is looking down at him with a sly smile. “The offer still stands.”

He glares at her. “I doubt you can make a difference.”

“Oh?” she blinks, her smile widening. She jumps down and lands beside him. “Is that a challenge, love?”

“What of it?”

“How about a bet?” she asks as she leans down, their noses almost touching. “I leave you alone if you can make ten steps up the road.” She winks. “With the wagon, of course.”

The Eevee grumbles.

The Buizel chuckles as she walks away and leans on a street lamp, smiling at him.

Ignoring the passersby, he looks up the long road up to the upper parts of the city. Eye twitching, he looks back at the water-type. “And if I lose?”

She winks. “Good luck!”

Glaring, he looks back at the road and pulls forward. “I fucking hate this wo—” and his words turn into hisses as he’s about to take his fourth step, the wagon refusing to move uphill, much to the Buizel’s amusement.


“Thanks,” the Cyndaquil quietly says with a sigh as the timid Nickit retreats back to the kitchen. She stares at her ordered food, barely acknowledging the cheery noise in the restaurant.

Seconds turn to minutes.

The bell rings and the Nickit timidly greets the newcomer who ignored her as he takes the seat opposite of the fire-type.

The yellow Shinx glares at her.

The Cyndaquil is still staring at her still-warm food.

Closing his eyes, the Shinx groans. “She’s fine.”

No response.

“M-may I, uh, t-ta-take your—”

“Water.”

The Nickit is taken aback, but noting his serious look, she simply nods her head and dashes back to the kitchen.

The two continue to stare not at each other.

A bowl of water is quietly placed on his side of the table. He grabs it, contemplates, sighs, and decides to drink.

“I’m sorry,” the Cyndaquil finally whispers.

Standing on his chair, the Shinx leans forward and baps her head with his empty bowl.

The Cyndaquil doesn’t react to it.

“You’re lucky I can’t stay angry at you forever.”

“Sorry…”

“Also you’re apologizing to the wrong Pokémon.”

She hangs her head even lower as the Shinx takes a piece from her plate and eats it. “What if she wont…” she trails off.

“She will,” he immediately answers her. “You know she will.”

“I know,” she says. “And that’s what makes it even worse…”

He sighs as he grabs another piece and eats it.

“You’re paying for that,” she mumbles.

He chuckles as he jumps off of his chair, pushes it beside her, and sits on it again. “Hey,” he whispers as he grabs her and pulls her into a hug. “At least you realize your mistake, late as it may be.”

She leans into him. “I j-just wanted us to rank up and—”

“Hush,” he whispers. “No shortcuts.”

She sniffs and chokes on a sob.


He ignores the many worried faces and the offered help he’s been receiving from the many concerned Pokémon. Panting and sweating, he grits his teeth as he tries again. Four steps. Fifth. Sixth…

He lifts his shaky paw up as he pulls the wagon up the road, about to take his seventh step. His paws give in and, with a gasp, he slips and the wagon pulls him back down.

A sigh escapes her mouth as she frowns at the panting Eevee. She walks toward him, and lies down to be eye-level with him. “How are you doing, love?”

“Fuck off,” he grumbles, panting.

She chuckles. “There’s no harm in asking for help, you know?”

“I don’t need your help.”

She frowns at him. “Then why didn’t you—”

“I don’t need anyone’s help!” he hisses at her. Closing his eyes, he slowly stands back up on shaky paws. “Damn it…”

She backs away as she watches him pull the wagon. “What are you trying to prove, love?”

He ignores her as he takes his fourth step.

She sighs and smiles a small smile as the wagon pulls him back down again. As he’s lying down, panting, she untangles the second harness and starts wearing it.

“W-what…?” he asks as he looks up at her.

After tightening it on herself, she smiles at him and winks. “Come on, love. Two’s better than one, right?”

He groans, looks back down on the ground, and drops his head on it.

Blinking in concern, she sits down and places a paw on his back. “You don’t have to work too hard.”

“Why won’t you just leave me alone?” he says as he glares at her.

She smiles at him. “I can’t ignore a cutie pie like you who needs help.” She shows him the clipboard pinned between her two tails. She winks. “And you didn’t sign this yet.”

“Damnit, whatever,” he hisses as she helps him get back up on his paws. “I don’t care anymore. Let’s just get this over with.”

“Oh?” She smiles as the two of them start pulling the wagon up the road. “Does that mean I win?”

“Whatever,” he grumbles as he takes his tenth step. He grits his teeth as the two of them continue pulling the wagon up.

She chuckles as she looks ahead. “Looks like we have a few minutes to kill ‘til we reach the top.” She looks at him. “Why don’t we spend it by introducing ourselves first?”

He grunts, but doesn’t say anything.

“Name’s Skarm, and I’m actually from another region.” She smiles. “The very first time I saw a boat, I immediately took the chance to get on it. Imagine my surprise when I arrived here for the first time, where things are more advanced than back home?”

“I don’t fucking care,” he hisses. “Shut up.”

She chuckles and pats his grumpy head. “I can do quiet strolls, too,” she says, and starts to hum.

“No humming!”

“Want me to sing instead?”

“I swear to god, if you break into a song, I’ll—” he sneezes, groans, and shuts up.

She rolls her eyes in amusement as they continue pulling the wagon up.


“Thanks,” the Cyndaquil quietly says as she and the yellow Shinx walk out the restaurant.

“Hey…” He playfully punches her shoulder. “That’s what I’m here for, right?”

She stops and sighs.

He stops and frowns a concerned frown. “Cindy?”

She slowly shakes her head, and starts walking away. “I’m going home.”

He walks after her. “You, uh…” he hesitates, blushing. “Um… You want me to walk you home?”

“No,” she quietly replies. “Sorry, but not tonight, Shino… I wanna be alone for now.”

He watches her go down the sloped road.

“See you in the morning,” she whispers, barely audible.

He nods his head. “Yeah… Good night, I guess?” He sighs, ears drooping. “Give her space, dude,” he tells himself as a wagon passes him by. He shakes his head. “She’ll be fine.” He frowns. “…I hope.”

Another sigh escapes his mouth as he turns and walks back to his apartment.

The two Pokémon pulling the wagon stops in front of the restaurant.

“Ahh,” the Buizel sighs in relief as she wipes the sweat off of her forehead. She looks up and smiles at the restaurant’s door. “I haven’t been here in quite a while,” she says as she starts removing the harness on her. With that done, she smiles down at the Eevee. “See? Teamwork can make the dream work, as my old friend used to say,” she says, and chuckles.

The Eevee says nothing as he sits down to take a breather.

“Allow me, love,” the Buizel says as she kneels down and grabs his harness.

“Go away,” he glares at her as she closely and slowly tries to remove his harness, their cheeks almost brushing against one another.

The restaurant’s door opens, and an exiting customer blinks at them. “Oh?” He looks back inside the restaurant. “Yo! Plu! Sarah! You guys expecting deliveries?”

“Yes, actually,” replies the Miltank as she steps out of the kitchen.

The Eevee fails to suppress a frustrated groan as the water-type “fails” to remove his harness.

“Whoopsie,” she teases him. “Silly me.”

“You know I can bite you, right?” he threatens her.

She winks at him. “If you’re into that, I won’t kink-shame.”

“Not what I meant,” he grumbles

The Miltank blinks as she steps out of the restaurant. “Oh my,” she says after overhearing what the water-type just said.

Blowing air at his face, the Buizel stands up straight and bows at the cook. “Good evening, madam. If you’ll sign this, please?”

The Miltank signs her name on the clipboard as her Magmar customer lifts up a crate. “You really shouldn’t, dear,” she tells him.

The Magmar just smiles at her. “Hey, it’s the least I could do.” He walks up the steps to the restaurant. “I’d really hate to leave with the thought of lovely females lifting these heavy things.”

“I’m a guy,” the Eevee mumbles to himself, batting the water-type’s paw away from petting his head.

The Miltank rolls her eyes in amusement as she returns the clipboard and moves to lift a crate up with ease. She smiles down at the Eevee. “Come back after your delivery to Mister Leon for your pay, okay, dear?”

The Eevee sighs. “I’m starting to think all of this is not worth it.”

The Buizel chuckles as she easily wears her harness again. “I forgot we have two deliveries.”

“Fuck you.”

They reach the excited merchant’s stall in no time.

“Thank you, lad!” the Keckleon says as he signs the clipboard. “And to you, too, lass.” He quickly runs beside the wagon and lifts two crates on each hand and the third one with his tail.

The Eevee and the Buizel blink as they watch him easily walk past them, and places the three crates behind his stall.

“Here’s your pay for today, lad!” the merchant happily says as he grabs the Eevee’s paws and places a coin pouch on it. “You’ve earned it! Thank you for your honest work today!”

“Uh, yeah…” the Eevee absentmindedly replies as the excited Keckleon runs back to his crates and starts opening them.

The Buizel leans down to his ear. “We should leave him alone,” she whispers as they watch the happy merchant admiring his new wares.

The Eevee nods in agreement and the two quickly pull the wagon back to the restaurant, where the timid Nickit is waiting for them.

“Um…” the shy fox mumbles as she shakily hands him a coin pouch with her tail. “M-mon says th-thanks for t-today.”

“Aww…” the Buizel awws as she adores the blushing fox. “You’re so cute.” She quickly snatches the startled fox and hugs her.

The Eevee rolls his eyes as he lamely stares at his three coin pouches. “…I need a bag,” he mumbles to himself, ignoring the Buizel hugging the frozen Nickit. “And some goddamn peace and quiet.”

He takes a deep breath, the cool night air soothing his burning lungs, and exhales as he looks up at the silver half moon.

Freed from the embrace, the Nickit takes a few deep breaths. “Um,” she starts, catching the Eevee’s attention. Her blush intensifies and she looks away. “I, I can, um, take the c-c-cart back, to um, the back…” Her ears droop.

“Such a cutie,” the Buizel says with a very happy smile as the Eevee starts removing his harness. “Shame you’re not older,” she leans toward her with a gentle smile. “One day, you’ll grow and become a fine and sexy Nickit.” She winks, and chuckles at how red the young Nickit’s cheeks are burning now. “I can’t wait to see so many Pokémon fawning over you.”

“Eep!” The Nickit quickly grabs her bushy tail and hides her burning face in it.

Chuckling, the Buizel leans back and smiles. “Right. Now then, wanna eat…” She blinks at the empty spot where the Eevee should have been.

Frowning, she picks up a heavy coin pouch the Eevee has left behind. She looks around, but sees no sign of him anywhere.

“Huh…” With a shrug, she removes the harness on her and after a few more teases, she watches the Nickit pull the wagon back. With a sigh, she shakes her head and starts walking back to the docks.






9. 01 - 09


Emerging from the tarped cart, an Eevee lands on the grassy backyard of the restaurant, stretches and yawns, and rubs the sleep off of his eyes.

“Damn,” he mumbles to himself as he ignores his stomach growling. “That was a good sleep.” He yawns again, blinks off the remaining sleep off of his eyes and stares at the sleepy morning sky. “Mmm… Still too early, but whatever.”

He yawns once or twice, or probably a couple more times as he approaches the merchant’s stall.

“Good morning, lad,” the Keckleon greets the sleepy Eevee, and chuckles. “Still worn out, I see.”

Another yawn.

“Many thanks for the—”

The Eevee throws a few coins on his counter. “For the pouch.”

The merchant frowns at him. “Lad, one does not pay for a gift they have received.”

“Right,” the Eevee sleepily nods his head. “And I don’t like owing people. Take it or throw it.”

With a defeated sigh, the Keckleon collects the coins. “You are a weird Pokémon, lad.”

“Better get used to it,” the Eevee says as he studies the merchant’s wares. “Hm… You don’t have any bags for sale?”

“Do you mean just a regular bag or a rescuer’s bag?”

The Eevee blinks at him. “Uh… Is there, like, a difference?”

“Mhmm,” the Keckleon nods his head as he starts wiping his wares with a piece of cloth. “A rescue team’s bag is sturdier, and can store more items than it physically can, and the number of items you can put in it will increase the higher your rank is.”

The Eevee mumbles something to himself.

The Keckleon can only hear the word “game” from him, but he doesn’t really think much of it as he continues: “And a regular bag, is, well, just a regular bag. You can get different looks for it to your liking.”

“The rescue bag seems more practical,” the Eevee says. “How much is it though?”

The merchant blinks at him. “Did you not get one for your team? It is free for any Pokémon who wants to start a rescue team.”

“Huh, really?” The Eevee sits down and puts a paw on his chin. “Hm… I probably will return to a dungeon sooner or later, so I might as well get one.”

“Wait, lad… You mean to tell me you are not a rescuer?” the merchant asks in surprise. “My goodness! So you went to a mystery dungeon as you are right now?!”

“I lived, didn’t I?” He sighs. “Barely anyway, but it won’t happen again.” He stands on all four. “So how can I become a rescuer?”

The merchant blinks at him and frowns. “You…only want to be one just so you can get a bag, don’t you?”

“Hey, why not, right?”

“Lad, being a rescuer is a big responsibility,” the merchant educates him. “Rescuers help other Pokémon in need.”

The Eevee blinks at him. “So, I qualify then?”

“I…” the merchant blinks a confused blink. “…don’t see how?”

The Eevee shrugs. “You needed help yesterday. And so did the Miltank, so…”

The merchant frowns at him. “Lad, that is totally different from what rescuers do.”

“How so?” The Eevee shakes his head. “Rescuers help other Pokémon. I did just that. And I’m assuming these rescuers get rewarded for their efforts, right?” He shows him his two coin pouches.

The merchant sighs. “You’re something else, lad. I give you that.” He smiles a strained smile at him. “But if you’re set on becoming one, who am I to stop you? More rescuers mean more business for me!”

The Eevee rolls his eyes with an amused smirk.

The merchant then points east. “Near the eastern gate is where the rescuer’s guild is located, lad. You cannot miss it.”

“Thanks.”

With a nod, the Eevee starts his journey towards the eastern side of the upper city, but as the sun starts to poke out from the horizon, his stomach reminds him of something more important, so with a roll of his eyes, he makes a beeline towards the restaurant.

“O-oh,” the Nickit blushes as the Eevee enters the restaurant. “G-good morning, and w-w-we-welcome to…” she trails off.

The Eevee jumps on a chair and studies the menu on the table. He frowns as the timid waitress slowly approaches him. “Hm… I still have no clue what to pick…” He places the menu down and smiles a small smile at the blushing dark-type. “Just get me something you think is good. And water.”

With a small nod, the Nickit then quickly dashes toward the kitchen, leaving the Eevee shaking his head and studying the menu.


The waking sun’s soft light illuminates the gloomy room of a restless Shinx. Sighing for the umpteenth time, the yellow Shinx finally rolls out of his bed with a groan.

“Damn it,” he grumbles as he slowly walks toward his small bathroom. He looks at his disheveled reflection on the mirror with a frown, and sighs. “I look like shit.”

He turns the shower on and sits under it, letting the warm water rain down on him and run down his fur. With closed eyes, he lets out another sigh, his ears drooping.

Shaking his head, he opens his eyes, grabs his soap and starts scrubbing himself. Minutes later, he turns off the shower and starts toweling himself dry. “Another day, another day…” he whispers to himself as he ignores the loud breaking noise from next door. “And there they go again,” he sighs as he grooms himself, ignoring the loud argument his neighbors are having.

Satisfied with how he looks, he nods to himself, grabs his coin pouch and heads out of his apartment, ignoring the annoyed rentees on the same floor he’s in.

He stands on the cobblestone street outside his apartment building, looking left and then right, contemplating.

“I should just wait for her in the guild, but,” with a shrug, he heads west. “What the heck, I’ll just go get her and then we’ll head to the guild together.” He takes a breath to push away the growing nervousness inside him. “We’re friends, so there’s nothing wrong with me walking with her, right?”

An Eevee blinks and stares at the yellow Shinx passing him by. With a shrug, he continues on his way, going through the Pokémon traffic walking on the street.

Minutes later, he sees a very large and distinct building in the distance. From the looks of it, the building is built from a different material compared to most of the buildings he has seen in the city so far.

“That must be it,” he says to himself as he approaches the large building, and indeed it is the guild as he stands in front of the large sign standing right before the wide steps leading up to the wide open entrance of the large building. “Wow,” he says in awe as a trio of large Pokémon walk down the steps, talking among themselves.

“You must be really excited to finally return home, huh?” asks a Beartic.

The Pangoro laughs as the trio passes by the Eevee. “And scared. We’re supposed to be back yesterday! My wife’s going to kill me!”

“Can’t be helped,” says the Machamp. “I don’t know about you guys, but I’m hitting the massage parlor before I go home.”

“Gonna avail their special service again?”

“Shut up!”

The other two laugh as the Eevee walks up the steps. Entering the large building’s entryway, he stands to the side, looking around, and noticing a large number of boards on the walls of the large hall-like room, where numerous Pokémon of different shapes and sizes gather around.

“May I help you?” a Kirlia asks, surprising the Eevee who quickly turns around to face her.

“Holy shit! I didn’t even notice you there.”

The Kirlia bows her head. “My apologies; it was not my intention to surprise you.”

The Eevee composes himself. “Well, uh, at least you’re polite about it. Anyway, I’m here to…apply? Is that the right word to use?”

“Apply for what, if I may ask?”

“…I wanna form a rescue team.”

“Ah,” the Kirlia says, lighting up. “Allow me to escort you to.”

She bows her head and gestures for him to follow her. She walks toward the eastern hallway, with the Eevee following her.

“Here we are,” she announces as she stands beside an opened door. She turns back to the Eevee and bows her head. “Is there anything else you’d like me to assist you with?”

The Eevee is starting to get weirded out by how posh she is. “Er, I’m good, thanks.”

With one last bow, she walks back to the main hallway.

“Weird girl,” he mumbles under his breath before shaking his head. Looking inside the room, he sees rows of tables with busy Pokémon doing paperwork.

A Bellossom sitting by the nearest table notices him. “Hello?” she calls, catching his attention. “Is there something you need?”

“Yeah,” he says as he approaches her. “I’d like to form a rescue team.”

“Ah, right,” she frowns. “Please have a seat.”

The Eevee sits on the chair opposite of her.

“Do you have the necessary paperwork?”

The Eevee blinks. “I…”

She sighs. “You don’t. Of course you don’t…” She shakes her head as she pulls open one of her drawers and takes out a form. “Since you don’t have the required paperwork with you,” she starts, sounding like she has said this exact same line countless times, “we can get them for you if you’d like, but it will take us at least a day before we can start with your request of forming a rescue team.”

“That…sounds…fine…I…guess?” he replies with uncertainty.

She nods her head, starts writing on the form, and checks a few areas on it. She then places the pen on the form and pushes both to the Eevee. “Please fill out the parts I checked.”

He studies the form. “Name… Age… Members…” He blinks, staring at that third word he has read. “…shit.”

“You can leave that part blank if you have no members yet, but may I suggest you instead join an existing rescue team?” She pulls another drawer and starts browsing through her folders. “We have a lot of teams that do not have a full team of three.”

“No thanks,” he quickly says as he slowly fills out the form with ‘paw-writing’ as he decided to call it. He stops on his tracks as he reaches the parts about his birth. “…what if I’m not from here, and that I…don’t…know…w-where and when I was born?”

“You can write ‘unknown’ if necessary,” she automatically replies as she continues on her work.

“Okay,” the Eevee quietly says, thinking that his case is probably a lot more common than he has assumed. He continues filling out the form, until he reaches the last part, which to him, is the most difficult part. “Team name…” He leans back. “…shit, I’m gonna be here for a while,” he mumbles to himself.


A door opens, and a Cyndaquil emerges from the large apartment. “Oh,” she says as she notices the yellow Shinx standing outside the apartment gate and is waving at her. “You didn’t have to wait for me, you know.”

He shrugs as the fire-type closes the gate behind her. “I can’t help but worry about my friend, you know?”

She shakes her head as the duo starts walking. “Or you’re just making sure that I’ll still be your fuck buddy.”

He frowns at her. “You know I don’t—”

She playfully punches him on his shoulder. “I’m kidding, Shino.” She laughs and shakes her head. “But seriously, thanks for looking out for me.”

He smiles at her. “Of course.”

“Have you checked on Vixie yet?”

His smile fades. “No, not yet. I thought it’d be better if the two of us visited her at the same time?”

“Then you should have waited for me at the guild, you dumdum!”

He looks away. “I…needed a walk.”

“Neighbors still at it?”

‘That’s a good save,’ he thinks to himself. “Yeah, that’s part of the reason.”

The two fall into silence as they walk through the traffic.

Cindy sighs. “Hey, I…” she trails off.

“Hm?”

She shakes her head. “Nevermind. Better if I’ll tell it to the both of you.”

He frowns at her. “…You’re not going to leave the team, right?”

She says nothing.

“Cindy?”

She sighs. “Later. With Vixie.”

He wants say something, but can’t think of anything good to say to her.


Consciousness slowly returns to the white Vulpix as she slowly opens her eyes. Feeling the soft warmth of the morning sun’s rays, she slowly stirs on the bed, and slowly rubs her neck with a paw.

“Good morning,” greets the Chimecho who floats beside her bed, smiling down at her. “I’m glad to see you finally awake, Vixie.”

“Hi,” she greets her with a small smile. “How…long was I out?”

“Only the entire night, which is honestly surprising.” She helps her into a sitting position. “You’re one strong individual, Vixie. In all of my medical years, I’ve never seen anyone recover so quickly from such an injury.” She slowly floats away. “I’ll be right back with something for you to drink and eat. Don’t go anywhere!”

Vixie slowly turns to the windows, looking at the scenery outside: the rooftops of the city buildings, and the vast blue ocean beyond.

She frowns, a paw still on her neck. “I…could have not made it…”

Shino’s surprised face flashes into her mind. A shiver run down her body as she recalls the sickeningly painful claws that dug deep into her neck.

“I…”

She recalls how cold she felt as she lay on the ground. Colder than ice.

But somehow comforting.

And it scares her.

She closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. A heavy sigh escapes her mouth.

“So many things I still want to do.”

She slowly shakes her head.

“Everything could have ended right there and then.”

She reopens her eyes once more, with a determined spark on them.

“…I’m gonna tell him.”






10. 01 - 10


“How are you feeling?” Shino asks after the Chimecho leaves the trio alone.

He and his two friends are inside the guild’s second-floor recovery room, where there are barely any other Pokémon inside.

Vixie chuckles. “I’m fine, don’t worry.” She looks around. “Just weird that we’re here once again. I feel like we’re the regulars here, don’t you guys think?”

Shino laughs awkwardly while Cindy hangs her head.

Vixie frowns. “Cindy, it’s okay. I already forgive you, even though it wasn’t really your fault.”

“But it was,” the fire-type argues. “I took a mission that was too much for us. I didn’t listen to you guys.” She looks away. “I was selfish.”

“It was your turn to pick a mission anyway,” Shino says.

“Still…”

“Cindy,” the Vulpix calls, but her friend refuses to look at her. “I’m fine, so don’t—”

“What if you weren’t?” Cindy asks, finally facing her. Despite her closed eyes, her two friends can tell she’s glaring at the ice-type. “Let’s face it. I put us all in a situation where we all could have been killed if we didn’t have these damn badges to save us!”

“We’re lucky to have these then,” Shino says, flinching after the Cyndaquil focuses her ‘glare’ on him. “W-what I’m trying to say is that, er, a-all’s well that ends well, right?”

“It didn’t end well for Vixie!”

“Cindy, please,” Vixie says with a frown. “Calm down.”

The fire-type grits her teeth and groans.


The Eevee blinks at the rescue badge he has received from the Bellossom. “This thing can really do that?”

She expected that question. Almost every Pokémon that wanted to start a team always asks that. She nods her head automatically as she continues on her work. “Yes. If any or your entire team gets wiped out, your badges will protect you until another team rescues you, so make sure you don’t lose them or get them broken during your adventures.”

“In suspended animation?” the Eevee mumbles to himself as he turns his badge around. He puts it back in his newly-acquired rescue bag, which also has some sort of magical powers that can store up to a certain amount of items without gaining any weight.

“All paperwork is done for your team,” the Bellossom says as she starts to neatly pile the forms. “Come back tomorrow or the day after for your team to be officially recognized by the guild.”

He nods. “Thanks.”

She looks at him. “Would you like to join the guild’s training program?” she asks with a bored look on her face.

He blinks. “Uh, what is the training for?”

She shrugs and goes back to her work. “It is what it is. Training. Just an optional thing if you want to see if you’re really capable of becoming a rescuer.”

He puts a paw on his chin, thinking it over. It sounds good, but his only purpose is the bag anyway. He shakes his head. “Eh, no thanks,” he answers as he jumps off of the chair and heads toward the exit, but stops and looks over his shoulder. “By the way.” No response, so he might as well continue. “Is there like a library here?”

“Second floor,” she replies automatically. “Go to the main lobby and take the stairs.”

“Thanks again.” He exits the room and heads toward the main lobby.


Cindy shakes her head. “It still doesn’t change the fact that I put ourselves in danger.”

“Look on the bright side,” Vixie says as she grabs her badge. “We’re bronze rank now.”

Shino chuckles and shakes his head. He then turns to the fire-type. “Hey. She’s taking this well, so you should stop beating yourself up.”

The ice-type nods in agreement. “And what was it you told us before?” Vixie asks, smiling at the fire-type. “We should try to be as happy-go-lucky as you are.”

Cindy groans.

Vixie chuckles as she slides off of the bed.

Her two friends blink at her.

“Are you supposed to be out of bed already?” Cindy asks.

Vixie shrugs. “I feel fine, I think.” She approaches her and gives her a hug, surprising her friend. “Thanks for worrying about me.” She tightens her hug when her friend’s about to say something. “Just make up for it if you really feel bad about it.”

Cindy sighs and resigns herself into the hug. “I hate how forgiving you are sometimes,” she says. She sniffs.

“I feel left out,” the Shinx comments, receiving a soft glare from the ice-type, making him chuckle.

“Then join us, you pervert,” Cindy says.

Smiling, Shino joins in on the hug, cherishing the moment as an Eevee stops outside the door, blinks at the scene, and continues on his way.

The three friends then break the hug, the Cyndaquil wiping away the tears flowing down her eyes.

“But seriously though,” Shino frowns. “Let’s not pick something that we cannot handle.”

“I learned my lesson,” Cindy nods her head. “But Vixie’s right. At least we’re bronze rank now.”

Shino rolls his eyes and shakes his head as Vixie puts their badges back inside the bag. “You and your eagerness to climb the top ranks.” He turns and smiles at the chuckling ice-type. “It’s your turn to pick a mission now, Vixie.”

“Maybe we should take a day off?”

“Sounds good,” the Shinx nods in agreement.

The Cyndaquil sniffs and nods her head as well. “Yeah. Oh!” She smiles. “You guys want to get some massages? I hear there’s a new parlor that just opened not too far from here.”

“Really?” Vixie asks as the trio starts walking out the room.

Shino’s smile grow wide. “Is that the one I heard where they’re offering something ‘special’?”

Cindy groans and shakes her head.

Vixie blinks, her smile fading. “Wait, on second thought…”

The trio heads down to the main lobby, their conversation mixing with the other Pokémon around the large, spacious area. They stops from their tracks as they notice three Pokémon who are about to exit the building.

“Heads up,” Shino says as he looks over his shoulder and smiling slyly at the ice-type. “Mister handsome’s back.”

Cindy frowns at him. “Shino, she just recovered. Stop teasing her.”

Shino rolls his eyes. “Oh, so if you do it, it’s okay, but if I do it, it’s suddenly not okay?”

As her two friends start to argue, Vixie stares at the trio who are having a very lively conversation as they exit the building. She takes a breath, exhales, and starts walking towards them, leaving her two confused friends behind.

They share a look.

“Is…she actually…?”

Cindy quickly runs after the ice-type. “I am not gonna miss this!”

Smiling, Shino runs after her.

The Vulpix stops a few paces behind the group. “Hi, you guys,” Vixie greets the trio, who stops and turns to face her. A wave of nervousness washes over her, but she braves on. She opens—

“Vixie! Hey!” the Growlithe greets her back. He blinks. “So how was your mission? I heard you were wounded bad.”

“Y-yeah,” she replies awkwardly, looking away. She shakes her head and looks back at him. “But I’m fine now, and we managed to capture her, against all odds.”

The Nincada whistles in awe.

“I admit, I was surprised to hear you were able to complete the mission,” the Blitzle says in awe. She looks down and smiles at the Growlithe. “Looks like we need to do some catch up.” She leans her head down to nuzzle the Growlithe.

The Growlithe chuckles as he returns the gesture. “Heheh, you said it.” Their show of affection over, he looks back at the ice-type with a large grin on his face. “Just you wait! We’ll catch up to you guys soon!”

“I…” Vixie starts with a strained smile. “We’ll look forward to it.”

The Growlithe chuckles and offers his paw. “This race isn’t over yet!”

Vixie awkwardly bumps her paw with his. With that done, she watches the trio turn around and continue on their merry way. Ears drooping, she sighs and hangs her head as her two friends put a comforting paw on each of her shoulders. “The race is already over though…”

Shino throws a glare behind him, and the small crowd start to disperse in silence.

From the library window on the second floor, an Eevee blinks at the scene down below. “I wonder what all of that was about?” After looking on for a few more seconds, he shrugs and continues on his reading.
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“I still can’t believe it…” Vixie cries as she leans back on her seat. She wipes the flowing tears with her paws as she sniffs. “H-he already…” She chokes on a sob.

“I still can’t believe you suddenly found the courage to tell him,” Shino comments as Cindy tries but fails to calm their crying friend down. “Well, wanting to tell him anyway…”

“You’re not helping, Shino,” Cindy hisses at him.

The yellow Shinx sighs as the waitress arrives with their drinks. “Thanks,” he nods at the Indeedee who sets their glasses and bottles on their table.

“It looks like you and your friends will be staying here for a while,” the Indeedee says with a small smile. “First round of drinks are on the house, Shino.” She winks before leaving their table.

The Shinx smiles dreamily as he watches her leave.

“Earth to pervert, we got a situation here,” grumbles the fire-type, shaking her head. She then pats the sobbing ice-type’s back as the electric-type uncorks the bottle and pours the drink into their glasses. “There there…”

“If only I told him from the start,” Vixie cries as she wipes her teary eyes and sniffs. “If only I told him before we left…”

Cindy doesn’t really know what else to say other than the usual cliché lines. She throws a look at the electric-type. “Help me out here,” she hisses at him.

The Shinx arches a non-existent eyebrow. “I am,” he says as he slides two glasses towards his two female companions. “I’m paying for the drinks, remember?”

The Cyndaquil groans.

“I’ll be fine,” the Vulpix quietly says as she sniffs. She grabs her glass and tearfully stares at her reflection from the drink. “…eventually.” She sniffs once more. She wipes her runny nose and shakes her head. “I’ll be okay eventually, but right now?” She sniffs and sighs. “It hurts so m-m-much…!”

She wails yet again.

Shino quickly takes her glass out of her shaky paws as Cindy comforts her with a hug.

Shino sighs, his ears drooping. He takes a swig from the glass and groans from the strong taste. “She’s right… We’ll be here a while,” he mumbles to himself as he pats his crying friend’s back.


“You’ve been reading for a while,” says a feminine voice.

Blinking, the Eevee lifts his gaze from the book to the Mew who has just taken a seat opposite of him.

The Mew smiles as she places a few books near her. “Hi. Aren’t you gonna go out to eat lunch?”

The Eevee blinks at her. “…You’re a Mew.”

She chuckles. “And you’re an Eevee!” she cheerfully says as she levitates and opens a book. “But seriously though, aren’t you hungry?” She tilts her head. “I noticed you here since this morning.”

“I ah, had a big breakfast.”

“Ah,” the Mew nods in understanding. “That explains it then.”

“You’re a Mew.”

She tilts her head in confusion. “Is that, like, a problem?”

He shakes his head. “No, but, I mean… Aren’t you rare?”

A confused blink. “…huh?”

He awkwardly scratches his neck. “I mean…” He sighs. “Nevermind.”

She chuckles. “You’re weird.”

“I’ve heard worse,” he mumbles to himself as he returns to his reading, but finds himself unable to focus as he keeps glancing at the Mew, who is now busy with her own reading.

“Something on your mind?” she suddenly asks without looking at him.

He sighs. “I might as well ask, but, do you… I mean, can you, like, talk to other legendaries?”

“Ooooooh,” she ooooooh’s as she looks at him. “You’re one of those, aren’t you?”

He blinks in confusion. “Uh, who are…those?”

She shrugs. “Pokémon who categorize others. The commons, uncommons, the ‘rares’, the legendaries, stuff like that.” She returns to her reading. “I’m just a regular Mew, that’s all. I’m just like any other Pokémon. I mean…” She closes her book and looks back at him with a hint of anger. “…sure, I can turn into any Pokémon, but so do Dittos and I’m sure there are other Pokémon who can do that, too!” She closes her eyes and rubs her head. “Can’t a Mew like me live in society in peace?”

“I’m, uh, sorry?” he suddenly cuts in before she goes any further. “I didn’t mean it that way.”

She glares at him. “Then what did you mean?”

“I…don’t really know a lot,” he admits, his ears drooping. “I’m not from here, that’s why I’m trying to learn how things work here.”

She blinks, her anger slowly fading. “Really?”

“Yeah…” he frowns as his gaze falls back on the words on his opened book. “I’m…trying to get to somewhere…” He sighs. “I’m trying to get back home.”

She looks at him suspiciously. “…Why don’t you just get back the same way you got here?”

“If only I knew how.”

The two fall into silence for a while.

The Mew shakes her head. “Alright, I’ll amuse you for a bit. Which legendaries?”

“Huh?”

“You asked me earlier if I can talk to ‘legendaries’. Which ones are you referring to?”

“Palkia,” he quickly answers.

Mew blinks at him. “Wow. Barely anyone knows of that Pokémon’s existence.” She shakes her head. “I’m not even sure if there’s a book here in my library that mentions Palkia’s name.”

He sighs. “Yeah, I figured as much,” he says as he looks at the large pile of books near him. He blinks and looks back at her. “Wait… Your library?”

She nods. “Mhmm. I’m the librarian, and I spend my lunch break reading since not many Pokémon visit this place during this time.” She shakes her head. “Anyway, so this Palkia… You think this Pokémon can help you get back home, wherever it may be?”

“I sure as hell hope so.” He sighs as he looks out the window and frowns.

She blinks at him. “You know what Palkia is, right?”

“I have an idea, yes.”

“Palkia is like…” the Mew trails off.

And the Eevee finishes it: “A pink cosmic dinosaur with useless wings and pearls on each shoulder who controls space from what I know.”

She nods in awe. “Huh, that’s actually quite accurate…” She blinks. “So then, when you said you’re not from here, you mean…?”

The Eevee closes his eyes and sighs.

“Huh, wow…” the Mew quietly says, gaining his attention once more. She shakes her head. “Sorry to say, but no, I can’t talk to these so-called ‘legendaries’.”

“Yeah, I figured that, too…” He returns to his reading, but then an idea pops into his head. “Say… You mention you can turn into any Pokémon, right?”

“Mhmm,” she says. “But only if I have a clear image in my head of what I want to turn into. Like so…” A white light engulfs her, and her entire form reshapes into that of himself as the white light fades, showing a splitting image of the brown Eevee. “Tah-dah~” she says in his voice.

“That’s actually pretty cool,” he says as she transforms back into her pink self. “Minus the ‘tah-dah’ part though.”

“Heheh, thanks,” she says with a wink. “I don’t get the chance to show off these days, you know?” She shrugs. “I think me staying here for years has made everyone used to my presence.”

“So if you have a clear image of what Palkia looks like…”

She shakes her head and frowns at him. “Sorry. There are limits to my power. Like, sure, I can turn into Palkia, but I am still not Palkia.” She shakes her head once more. “I don’t just suddenly gain the ability to manipulate space, you know?”

“Yeah, that would be too easy,” the Eevee says quietly. “But it’s still cool nonetheless.”

The Mew smiles. “Hee hee, thanks.”

The two continue their somewhat lively conversation.


The two continue their somewhat pointless conversation.

“Why did I let him go-ho-ho-hooooooooo?!” she wails, chokes on a sob, downs her drink, and continues crying.

“I’m somewhat glad I never experienced a heart break before,” Shino whispers to himself as he carefully takes Vixie’s empty glass off of her paws.

“Why didn’t I tell him sooner?” she sobs. “Why was I so shy? Why? Shino, tell me whyyyyyyyyyyy…?”

“Heck would I know?” he says, glaring at her. “Cindy and I have been telling you to confess for the longest time.” He shakes his head. “But I admit, you looked really cute when you were being shy-like that I thought you’d win him with just that.”

As if a moment of clarity has passed as she looks at him. “…you think I’m cute?”

He blinks at her. “…er…”

She quickly grabs him by the shoulders, eliciting a startled yelp from him as she presses her forehead against his, glaring directly into his scared eyes. “Do you think I’m cute, Shino?! Answer me!”

“Vixie, you’re drunk,” he says as he tries but fails to pull himself free from her grip, let alone push her to recover his personal space.

She growls at him. “Answer the question!”

“Alright, alright! Yes, I do think you’re cute!” he hastily replies. “But that’s a—mmrrrrff!?” His eyes grow wide in shock as the white fox suddenly attacks his mouth with her own.

“Hey guys,” Cindy greets the duo as she returns to their table. “Sorry if I took a while. So what did I…?”

Shino is still trying to get out of it, looking at the fire-type in a panic.

“…miss?”

Her leaning towards him, Shino falls on his back with Vixie on top of him, their mouths still locked on each other.

The fire-type shakes her head, ignoring the cheers from the next table. “I went to the bathroom for two minutes…” She finally acknowledges his pleading look and starts to pull the ice-type off of him just when she started grinding on his growing pokey.

Frowning, the waitress approaches their table. “Please control your friend else I’m gonna have to ask you three to leave.”

“What do you think I’m doing?” Cindy growls as she and Shino finally gets the ice-type off of him.

“Shino!” she yells, making him flinch. “You look so hot right now that I could melt!”

“Vixie, calm down!” Cindy hisses as she holds her. “And Shino! Stop showing your rod to everyone!”

With a yelp, he quickly lies down on his stomach, his face burning.

The Indeedee places a paw on her face as she shakes her head. “If only you weren’t a regular,” she says, glaring at the terrified electric-type.


The Mew blinks at him. “…truly?”

He sighs and nods his head. “Yes, unfortunately.” He looks out the window. “As lovely as this world is, I really need to get back home.”

She shakes her head. “It’s… I still find it difficult to believe.”

“I can’t blame you.” He looks at her. “I’m hoping not to tell anyone of this.”

“Then why did you tell me?”

He sighs. “In my…first few days here,” he says as he recalls his nightmarish deeds in the dungeon and the humiliating cart-pulling in the lower-part of the city. “I realized I can’t do this on my own.” He looks at her. “I’m hoping that maybe you could help me.”

She blinks. “Wow… You’re really serious about this.”

He nods. “I am.”

“Wow…” She says in awe. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I still don’t quite believe you fully, but, I also don’t see why you would lie about it.” She shrugs. “Like, what’s the point, you know?”

He sighs. “Like I said, I wouldn’t blame you. If the situation is reverse, I wouldn’t believe it either.”

“Well,” she says, tilting her head. “My adventuring days have been over. I don’t really know how I can help you.”

“Just getting information would be great,” he tells her. “You know, from other teams and such.”

“Ah,” she nods her head. “So you want me to be your ears in here.”

“Yeah. Surely, with how many teams that visit this place, there will be something that should be worth noting, or something.” He blinks. “I wonder if I worded that correctly.”

She chuckles. “Probably not, but I do understand what you’re trying to say.” She smiles. “Alright, I’ll help in any way I can.” She tilts her head. “But I still don’t get why you’re trying not to let others know.”

He frowns. “…Let’s just say that less is easier for me.”

“Seems more difficult from my point of view.”

He smiles, and sighs. “…Probably.”


“We’re taking you home,” Cindy growls as she closes the pub’s door behind her.

“Yey~” Vixie cheers as she’s limply lying on Shino’s back. “I’m riding him, Cindy! L-look!”

“Vixie, please…” Shino begs, blushing, as he quickens his pace in going through the early afternoon traffic. “Stop embarrassing us.”

She wraps her paws around his neck and nuzzles his head. “I will never be ashamed of our new-found love, Shino!” She starts nipping his ear, which he flicks to stop her from doing so.

“I’m never bringing you guys to drink with me ever again,” Shino grumbles under his breath as Cindy walks ahead of him, making a path for him.

They eventually reach the ice-type’s apartment building, where she thankfully occupies a room on the ground floor. Cindy fishes out her friend’s key from the bag, unlocks the door and pushes it open, which Shino quickly dashes inside.

“Are you really that excited, my love?” Vixie whispers behind his ear.

“Okay,” he frowns as he throws her to her bed. “You’ve embarrassed me long enough. Sleep—oh for Arceus’ sake!” He quickly looks away with a heavy blush from the presenting fox.

“Come here, Shino,” she calls. “Let’s make love with each other.” She blinks at the grossed-out fire-type. “Cindy can just watch, or she can join us if she wants.”

“No!” her two friends shout in unison.

She frowns at the fire-type. “I remember you inviting me to one of your ‘sessions’ with Shino, Cindy.”

“For crying out loud…” She glares at the dumbfounded Shinx. “Don’t look at me like that! It was just a joke!”

Vixie sits up on her bed and glares at the electric-type. “And you called me cute but won’t do anything? Is that it?”

“Vixie, it’s not like that!”

“Is it because you like Cindy more?”

“Buh?” the fire-type buhs.

He blushes. “N-no!”

The ice-type points at him. “You stuttered!”

He looks away with a growl. He quickly shakes his head. “Vixie, you know I like her more because—”

“We’re fuck-buddies?” Cindy finishes for him.

“Er, yes?”

Vixie glares at him. “Oh, so that whole ‘I’m starting to fall for her’ was just bullshit then?”

Cindy blinks and slowly looks at him. “When did…?”

“She’s drunk!” he quickly exclaims. “She doesn’t know what she’s saying!”

“Don’t use the drunk card on me!”

“Why can’t I if you’re clearly drunk?!”

“At least I’m not black-out drunk sleeping outside someone’s lawn!”

“What does that have to do with anything?!”

“I don’t know! Why don’t you stop stalling and fuck me already?!”

A violent burst of flames erupt from the Cyndaquil’s back, startling the other two Pokémon in the room. The flames soon die down, but not the sudden rise of room temperature, and especially not her growing temper.

“Shino,” Cindy says, “get out.”

Ears drooping, he quietly leaves the room without question.

After hearing the closing door, Cindy groans and rubs her head.

“Vixie, you’re drunk.”

Sighing, the fire-type walks toward the room’s kitchenette, grabs a glass, fills it with water, and places it on the nightstand by the bed. Sighing once more, she climbs on the bed and embraces her sobbing friend.

“Shino may be a pervert, but he’s a good friend and he knows better than to…” she trails off. “…have drunk sex with you.”

“B-but what if I want to?”

“You’re drunk,” Cindy reminds her. “And I’m pretty sure you’ll regret it once you’re sober.” She sighs. “Look, I know you’re hurt, but you’ll get through this. I know it.”

Vixie cries quietly. “I-if only…!” She chokes on a sob.

“We can’t change the past, unfortunately,” Cindy whispers as her friend continues to cry her heart out. “Just let it out, Vixie… Let it all out.” She stifles a groan as she continues to think of cliché lines. “You’ll get through this, I know it.”


“You’ll be back here tomorrow, right?”

The Eevee nods as he continues to return the books to their proper shelves. “Yeah. Something about activating my badge or some shit.”

The Mew chuckles. “Didn’t realize you have such a colorful language.”

He rolls his eyes. “Anyway, thanks again.”

“No problem.” She floats with him as they head towards the exit. “So, just for curiosity’s sake, what are you going to do in the meantime?”

“Find an apartment,” he quickly says. “The police won’t let me sleep in the fountain and I doubt that Miltank will let me sleep in her wagon again.”

The Mew blinks a confused blink. “Should I even dare ask?”

He chuckles, shakes his head and smiles at her. “Well, I’ll be going now. See you tomorrow, I guess?”

She nods her head and waves him goodbye.


She closes the door behind her, and finally let’s out a very heavy sigh.

“How is she?”

She looks up at the Shinx. “Asleep, as if the past two hours didn’t happen.”

Shino smiles a small smile. “Seems unfair, no?”

Cindy shakes her head, checks the door if she locked it, and starts to leave with the Shinx close behind. “During your argument with her.”

“Erm…”

She stops and turns around to fully face him. “Was it true?”

He sits down and sighs. “I…” He takes a breath and chuckles. “I was thinking that maybe we’re in a better situation for me to—”

“It’s true then.”

“No no!” he immediately says, and then backpedals. “I mean yes! Wait, no!”

“Calm down.” The fire-type sighs, and waits for him to stop being a nervous wreck. “So what is it?”

“I…” He blinks, and sighs once more. “…don’t know.”

Cindy tilts her head.

“I mean…” He looks down. “I’m…still figuring it out, you know?” He looks at her. “I still don’t know. Do I like like you, or…?” He looks away, blushing. “Y’know?”

She frowns. “No, I don’t know.” She shakes her head. “But I’ll take your word for it.” She turns around and leaves. “See you tomorrow.”

He sighs and hangs his head. “Yeah…” Moments later, he shakes his head and heads back to his place. He eventually reaches his destination with nothing on his mind.

“Excuse me,” an Eevee calls as the yellow Shinx enters the apartment building. “Do you perhaps…know…” he trails off as the Shinx completely ignores him and continues on his way. He arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Rude…”
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“A place for you to stay, huh?” the merchant repeats as he wipes his wares with a cloth.

The Eevee sighs and nods his head. “Yeah. I can’t find any.” He frowns. “At least not here in the top-part of this city anyway.” He turns and stares at the setting sun. “I’ll try looking for one in the bottom. It looks denser there from up here so surely there’s a room available for me to rent.”

“I doubt it,” the merchant comments, catching the Eevee’s curious gaze. “The spring festival’s next week, and a lot of Pokémon from all over will be attending it.” He smiles. “That’s why I ordered a lot of things to sell for next week!”

“Shit,” the Eevee grumbles. “This is more difficult than I thought…”

He walks away as a few customers flock the Keckleon’s stall. A sigh escapes his mouth as he approaches one of the benches, and blinks when he notices the timid Nickit sitting on it, blushing and hiding her face behind her bushy tail.

“Uh… Hi?”

No response.

He rolls his eyes and walks toward the next empty bench, but blinks as he notices the restaurant in the distance. “Hm…”

The Nickit slowly takes a peek and sees the Eevee walking towards her once again. She quickly hides her face behind her tail as he jumps and sits on the bench with a respectable distance from her.

“Hey. I have a question.”

She timidly takes a peek.

He gestures at the restaurant where she works. “What’s on the upper floor of that place?”

“W-wha-what place?” she meekly asks.

“The restaurant. I’m looking for a place to stay for a short while, so I’m wondering if you guys have an available room up there for me to rent?”

She slowly lowers her tail as she thinks about it. “I… M-maybe?” She slowly shakes her head. “I don’t know if mom and dad will let anyone stay.” She looks back at him. “M-maybe, um, ask them?”

He tilts his head a bit. “I would but there was a closed sign on the door.” He blinks. “That makes me wonder what you’re doing here though…”

Her blush intensifies as she quickly hides her face behind her tail. “Eep!”

He rolls his eyes. “Nevermind.”

He blinks when he notices the restaurant’s door opens and the Miltank flips the sign from closed to open. She’s about to walk back inside when she notices him, smiles, and waves at him.

“Huh…” He looks back at the Nickit. “Looks like the Miltank’s calling you.”

“O-oh?” She turns her head and looks at the Miltank gesturing for her to return. “Oh, they’re done.” She looks back at him, blushes, and looks away. “M-maybe you can ask mom and dad now?”

“Yeah,” the Eevee agrees as he jumps off of the bench. “Wanna walk back together?”

Cheeks burning, she violently shakes her head, and dashes back to the restaurant in great speeds that startles a few passersby.

He shrugs and walks. “That’s a no then.”

Reaching the restaurant, he pushes the door open, the bell jingling up above.

“Hey there!” a loud, masculine voice booms in the room. “Welcome! What can we get ya?”

The Eevee blinks, staring at the large Pangoro with an apron who is wiping a table.

“Oh!” the Miltank exclaims, walking out of the kitchen. “Hello there. Plu told me you wanted to ask something?”

He nods his head. “Yeah.”

The Pangoro blinks, and then grins at the Eevee. “Well, well…” He leaves the wet cloth on the table and approaches the small brown Pokémon with a large grin on his face. “So our little girl has finally caught a potential lover, huh?”

An audible “eep!” resounds from the kitchen, making the two large Pokémon laugh.

The Eevee frowns at him. “Uh, no.” He shakes his head. “I just wanted to ask if there’s an available room here that I can rent.”

“Aww,” the Pangoro frowns. “And here I was getting my hopes up.”

“Your own fault, dear,” the Miltank says and chuckles. She then frowns at the Eevee. “We do have a spare room upstairs, but it’s more like a storage room and we haven’t had the time to clean it.”

“I’ll take whatever I can get,” the Eevee quickly says. “I won’t be staying long, so no worries.”

“If you say so,” the Miltank says as the main door opens and in comes a few customers. She turns to the Pangoro. “Dear, you mind taking him upstairs?”

“Sure thing, hon.” He kisses her, and then gestures for the Eevee to follow him up the stairs as the Miltank gets the customers’ orders. “Come along, kid.”

“I’m not a kid,” the Eevee replies as he follows the large Pokémon.

“You look like one from my point of view.”

“Get your eyes checked then.”

“Is that how you’re going to address your potential landlords?”

“Yes if you keep on annoying me.”

The large Pangoro laughs as they reach the second floor. “I like you, kid. You sure this isn’t some ploy of yours to bed my daughter?”

“I’ll bed your wife if you keep that up.”

“Alright, alright.” The Pangoro shakes his head. “Spoilsport.” He leads the Eevee to the very last door in the hallway, pushes it open, and flips the switch, turning the lights on. “Here we are.” He whistles. “Damn. We really need to get this place cleaned up.”

The Eevee blinks at the many stacks of crates and other junk lying around the small room. “I…was expecting worse, to be honest.”

“You sure you want this?” the large Pokémon asks as he drags a finger on the surface of one of the boxes, and frowns at how dusty it is. “I kinda feel bad to let you stay in such a mess.”

“I’ll manage.”

“You sure?”

He glares at him.

He laughs. “Fine, fine. If you’re so set on it, then be my guest.” He walks out the room. “I’ll help tidying the place up after we close the restaurant.”

The Eevee watches him leave, sighs, and stares at the dusty room. With nothing else to do, he starts carrying a few boxes with great difficulty because a quadruped is not supposed to stand on two hind legs.

After placing a box on top of another, a dust of cloud erupts, making him cough as he takes a few retreating steps back.

He shakes his head, frowns and walks out of the room. “I need a broom.”


“Daaaaamn, dude. That’s rough,” the Sentret says as he watches the yellow Shinx take a swig of his drink.

Emptying his glass, he groans, slams the glass down on the table, and hiccups. “Tell me about it,” he says, glaring at his empty glass. He closes his eyes and sighs. “Everything is so complicated now…”

“I can imagine,” the Sentret says as the Indeedee collects their empty bottles and places two unopened ones. He grabs a bottle, opens it and fills their glasses. “You think I got a chance with her?”

“Huh?”

“With Vixie, I mean.”

“Dunno,” the Shinx quickly says as he slowly lies his aching head on the table. “She wanted me to have sex with her.”

“Wait, what?” the Sentret says, taken aback. “Really? And did you?”

He glares at him. “Of course not! What do you take me for? She’s my friend, and she was drunk!”

“Damn. Respect, dude.” The Sentret shakes his head. “I dunno if I’d have the self-control you had if that were to happen to me.”

“It…kinda helped that Cindy was there.”

“Ah.” He takes a drink. “So she knows, huh?”

The Shinx sighs. “Yeah… And I’m really afraid to see her tomorrow…”

“I know a friend who works at the docks. Just give me the word and I can get her ship you out of here.”

“Har har…” He rolls his eyes as his friend laughs. He blinks. “That actually sounds pretty appealing, not gonna lie.” He pulls his head off of the table. “I could start a new life.”

“Oi,” the Sentret frowns a worried frown. “You’re not serious, are you?”

The Shinx sighs. “I wish I was.” He gulps down his drink and groans. “Tomorrow’s gonna be…weird.”


“I was supposed to just grab a broom,” the Eevee grumbles as he continues to wash the dishes.

The Miltank chuckles as she continues to stir her cooking. “Sorry about this, dear, but we didn’t expect to be so packed tonight.”

“You guys really need to hire more workers,” the Eevee comments as the Nickit timidly places a new set of dirty dishes beside him.

“That’s a good idea, actually,” the Miltank agrees as she smiles at him. “You’re hired.”

He blinks and looks at her. “Wait, what?”

A large hand suddenly pats his head. “Welcome to the crew, kid!” the Pangoro says before collecting a few clean dishes. “We expect good work from you!”

“Wait, what?!” the Eevee exclaims as the two large Pokémon smile at him. “What the fuck?! I didn’t sign up for this!”

Their smiles instantly disappear. “Language!” the two large Pokémon scold him.






13. 01 - 13


Water streams down from a faucet. A heavy sigh escapes the white Vulpix’s mouth, and she then washes her face, taking comfort from the cool water running down her face.

She shuts the faucet off and grabs a towel, drying her face and paws off. She lets out another heavy sigh as she hangs the towel before walking out of her bathroom.

In a slow pace, she eventually reaches her window, gazing at the city blanketed by the darkness of the night. Another sigh fogs her window, and she slowly wipes it off, frowning at her white-furred reflection, frowning back at her.

Her stomach growls.

Her head aches a bit.

She slowly turns around, approaches her mini-fridge and opens it, staring at nothing in particular.

She closes it, grabs and wears her bag, and heads out of her apartment. She walks through the quiet, dimly-lit hallway and walks out the front door, a cool night air greeting her.

Closing the door behind her, another sigh escapes her as she begins her sluggish and aimless walk on the barely-empty sidewalk with her head hanging low.

What is she doing?

She’s going out to get food.

Is she really?

She doesn’t really know, but doesn’t care either way.

She wants some fresh air.

She could have opened her window.

Then perhaps she is out to get some food.

Isn’t there food in her fridge?

She didn’t see any.

She’s not that blind.

Maybe she didn’t want any of the food?

She needs this walk.

Perhaps she does.

It’s very late already though.

This is probably not a good idea.

Maybe, but she doesn’t care.

A call.

She stops her sluggish pace and slightly lifts her head to look.

Two grinning Pokémon in an alleyway are eyeing her. “Hey there, good-looking,” a Tyrogue says, slowly approaching her. “Aw, why the long face?”

“It doesn’t suit you,” the other one adds, a Hawlucha.

The Tyrogue puts his hands on her chin, and lifts her gaze up to his smirking face. “Looks like you had a rough day.” His smirk widens as he inserts a pouch of gold coins in her bag. “We can make it all go away. What do you say?”

Empty words. Such empty words.

Such hollow words.

But at the same time…

Full of lust.

The Hawlucha stands behind her, caressing her tail and under it while the Tyrogue starts leading her back into the dark alleyway. The Tyrogue leans down and kisses her. She gives in. She barely has any experience with this, but she doesn’t care as she allows his tongue to dance inside her mouth, tasting her.

A jolt of ecstasy fills her as she feels the Hawlucha’s two sharp digits poking and spreading her tight and wet folds, with the third slowly massaging her insides, making her moan.

The Tyrogue pulls himself from the kiss, smirking at the panting and blushing and moaning fox. “Damn, you’re cute,” he says as he grabs the base of his hard member with one hand and caresses her head with the other. “Someone is excited to meet you, girl. Want me to introduce him?”

He pulls her head towards his other head, poking her cheek with it.

“Don’t be shy,” the Tyrogue says. “Say hi.”

Grabbing her tail out of the way, the Hawlucha aligns his throbbing rod and slowly starts pushing himself into her. “T-there we go…”

She clenches her eyes shut and grits her teeth as she feels herself straining to accept the foreign intruder. A small gasp escapes her mouth as the hot flesh continues parting her tight love canal little by little, a quarter of an inch at a time.

She doesn’t really want to do this.

She should say no.

She really should.

She should tell him to pull out.

She should tell them to stop.

But why should she?

She doesn’t care anymore, right?

Nothing matters anymore anyway.

She winces as the Hawlucha continues to press himself inside her, lost in the warm and loving massage she is giving him. “D-damn, she’s tight!”

A powerful shot of pain bolts into her brain, and she tearfully yelps but a large rod silences her as the Tyrogue pushes it inside her mouth and straight down to her throat. “Arceus above!” he cries as she starts to choke, her throat massaging the throbbing dick blocking her airway. “Come on, girl! Move that tongue!” he says as he pulls himself out and pushes back in again, barely giving her a chance to breathe.

Clenching her tearful eyes shut, she tries to lose herself to the waves of pain and pleasure as the Hawlucha slowly starts pulling out while the Tyrogue forcefully spears her violated throat.

“S-shit, so tight,” the Hawlucha hisses as he watches the Tyrogue continue to thrust wildly. He pulls out and pushes back in, spearing himself deeper and deeper into her tight and warm cavern.

A mix of blood and love juices drip out of her violated pussy as the Hawlucha throws his head back, pounding his rod in and out of her, his hips slapping her furry white ass, meanwhile the Tyrogue grabs her curls and continues ramming himself into her soar throat, grinning as he watches her cute and blushing face as drool starts to pool below her.

Her lungs start to burn, and her vision starts to darken, but she feels good. It hurts but she loves it, her eyes rolling back as she loses herself in ecstasy.

Outside the alleyway, two Pokémon are walking by but stop when the sounds of sex catches their attention.

“Dude, look,” the Sentret pats his friend’s shoulder with a smirk, his eyes on the scene. “I bet you want to join them.”

The yellow Shinx smirks, and hiccups. “H-hey, you guys!” He calls but it falls on deaf ears. “Hey!” He drunkenly approaches them, blinks at the white fur, and suddenly sobers up after hearing the Vulpix’s muffled moans. He growls as sparks start to surround him.

“What the—?” the Hawlucha looks over his shoulder, still thrusting. “Hey! Can’t you see we’re busy?”

“That’s my friend you’re fucking YOU PIECES OF SHITS!”

Bolts of electricity flies through the air as he dashes towards them in blinding speeds, tackling the unaware Tyrogue and sending him flying towards the garbage bins, his hard dick scraping the snow fox’s fangs.

Vixie coughs and coughs, her lungs burning as she struggles to inhale some much needed air.

“What the fuck?!” the Hawlucha pulls out of her, eliciting a gasp from the white fox, but a shining tail slams behind his head, knocking him unconscious.

“Sorry,” the Sentret says with a glare. He spots her gaping and winking sex, and he quickly tears his eyes off of it with a blush.

“Vixie!” Shino gasps, helping her up. “Are you okay?!”

“I…” Tears run down her face as she slowly backs away from him. “I…”

The Sentret steps aside as the ice-type continues backing away from her friend.

She liked it.

No.

She loved it.

She loved every moment of it.

…does she though?

She doesn’t know.

She hangs her head and starts crying. “I don’t know anymore…”

“Vixie…” the Shinx quietly says, hesitating to approach and to comfort her.

The Tyrogue suddenly jumps out of the trash, a punch ready to hit him.

“Watch out!” the Sentret shouts.

Startled, the Shinx looks back and gets hit square in the face, launching him towards the side of the building.

“Fuck off!” the Tyrogue yells at him as the Hawlucha slowly pushes himself up. He glares at the Sentret. “Tsk, whatever.” He starts walking away with his angry friend in tow. “Mood’s gone. Damn cockblockers.” They both stop before the crying fox, shakes his head, and they continue on their way as he wraps a handkerchief around his bleeding dick.

“We should get that checked out,” the Hawlucha suggests as they hurry along.

“Ow,” the Shinx hisses as the Sentret helps him up on all four. He wipes the blood off of his face and sits beside the crying ice-type. “Let’s get you home, ‘Xie…”

She flinches from his touch, making him pull his paw back. “J-just leave me alone.”

He frowns at her. “You know damn well I can’t do that.”

The lights on a window turns on.

“What’s the point?” She sobs. “He doesn’t want me. You don’t want me. I finally found someone who wanted me yet you got rid of them too!” She glares at him. “Am I not allowed to be happy?!”

“There’s a difference between being happy and being used!” Shino shouts back. “I know you’re hurting right now but damn it, Vixie! That’s no excuse to be stupid!”

The window swings open. “Oi,” a sleepy Passimian pokes his head out and frowns at them. “Could you guys like move your drama elsewhere?”

“Fuck off,” the Shinx hisses at him.

“Excuse me?!”

The Sentret holds his hands up. “Sorry about this. We’re just about to leave,” he looks at them with a broken smile. “Right, guys?”

Shino sighs and looks at her. “Vixie, come on.”

“…whatever.” She slowly rises up on four shaky paws, and takes a step forward, wincing. “Ow…”

“Let me carry you,” the Shinx offers as the window closes and the lights turn off.

She ignores him as she tries to take another step, but her bloody folds hurt so much. She grits her teeth as she takes another step.

Without a word, the Shinx lowers himself, walks under her and lifts her up on his back. “We’re taking you back home.”

She says nothing as she limply lets him do whatever he wants, the Sentret walking beside them. “I don’t care anymore…” she mumbles under her breath, and cries quietly.

The two males say nothing as they quietly walk through the quiet street of the upper city.


“Holy shit,” the Eevee groans as he melts on the ground, panting. “The endless dirty dishes has finally ended.”

“We really need to get that mouth of yours under control,” the Pangoro comments as he places a stack of plates inside a cabinet.

“Fuck you,” the Eevee glares at him, making the timid Nickit’s ears to droop.

The Pangoro sighs and shakes his head in resignation.

“Come on, Plu,” the Miltank calls as she puts the mop behind the kitchen door. “Let’s get you to bed.”

“Ahh shit,” the Pangoro says, making the Miltank glare at him. He smiles an apologetic smile at her. “Sorry.”

Shaking her head, the Miltank carries their daughter up the steps.

“Mom,” she tries to protest. “I can go to my room myself you know.”

The Pangoro scratches his head. “I totally forgot to clean your room, little buddy.”

“Please don’t call me that either,” the Eevee says as he slowly rises on four paws. “And it’s fine. I’ll just sleep on one of the chairs.”

“Nah,” the large Pokémon says as he places the last stack of dishes inside the cabinet. Closing it, he smiles at the Eevee and gestures for him to follow. “We have a spare futon. You can use that for the time being.”

“A futon, huh?” the Eevee asks as they reach the second floor. “I’ve never slept on one before, and please don’t tell me I’ll be sleeping in your daughter’s room,” he says with a frown as he stands outside the open door, where inside the Miltank is pulling the sheets over her daughter.

“Futon’s under the bed, right hon?” the Pangoro asks as he kneels down beside the bed.

“Yes, dear,” the Miltank confirms. “Oh? He’ll be sleeping on it? That’s a great idea,” she says as her husband pulls the futon from under the bed.

“Needs a little dusting,” the Pangoro remarks as he opens the window and whips the futon outside a few times. “That’ll do.” He closes the window and lays it on the floor beside his daughter’s bed.

“I can just sleep downstairs,” the Eevee suggests, still standing outside the room.

“Nonsense,” the Miltank shakes her head and smiles at him. “What kind of hosts would we be if we do that?”

“I honestly don’t give a sh—” the Miltank’s glare makes him choke on his words. “Er, but really, I’ll just sleep downstairs with the futon.”

“No can do, kid,” the Pangoro chuckles as he walks out the room. He leans down to whisper to his ear, “better do what my wife says. Trust me. You don’t want to cross her.”

“What are you telling him, dear?”

“Nothing, nothing!” He quickly leaves.

The Eevee groans and rubs his head. “Fine. Whatever. I’m getting too tired to argue.”

The Miltank smiles and nods her head. “Sleep well, you two!” She turns the lights off and closes the door behind her.

“Relax,” the Eevee says as he lies on the futon. “I’m not gonna do anything.” He makes himself comfortable, and let’s out a long yawn. “Sorry in advance if my snores will bother you.”

No response.

He lies his head on his paws and closes his eyes, feeling his aching body finally starting to relax.

“Um…”

His ears twitch. He opens one eye and looks up at her head poking from the edge of her bed.

Blushing furiously, she pulls her head back, and then a pillow slowly lowers down to him. “H-here.”

He lifts his head up and blinks up at her. “You sure?”

“I-I have an extra one.”

“That doesn’t really answer my question.”

“Eep!”

He sighs. “Fine, if you insist.” He grabs the pillow and lies his head on it, smiling at how comfortable it is. “Shit, this feels like a cloud.” He almost falls asleep. “Plu, right?”

He hears her very quiet “mhmm…”

“Thanks,” he whispers, and finally drifts to sleep.

Hearing his soft snores, the Nickit timidly crawls toward the edge of her bed and looks down at his sleeping, peaceful form. A small blush burns in her cheeks, and she quickly throws herself back on her remaining pillow.

There is a stranger sleeping in the same room as her. She doesn’t feel like he’s going to do anything to her, but…

Her blushing cheeks burn brighter as her anxiety kicks into overdrive.

But soon tiredness introduces itself to her, reminding her of the busy day she has had today, and soon…

She falls asleep a few seconds later.


“I’ll take a piss real quick,” the Sentret says as he goes to the bathroom.

Shino says nothing as he pulls the sheet over his sleeping friend lying on her bed. He sits down on the floor and sighs as he lies his head on the edge of the bed, staring at her and at nothing at once.

She stirs, and rolls on her side, facing him. She sniffs, and slowly opens her eyes.

Their gazes meet.

She wipes her nose. “S-sorry.”

“Don’t be,” he quietly replies as the room echoes with a flushing sound from the bathroom. “What are friends for, right?”

“Friends…” She frowns. “Will I never be anything more, Shino?”

He sighs as the Sentret quietly walks out the bathroom, blinking at them. “Vixie…”

“I just wanted to be loved. Is that too much to ask?”

He glares at her. “I do love you, Vixie. Just…”

“As a friend, I know.” She sighs and sniffs. “I want you though…”

“Do you really?” he asks her. He takes a breath to calm himself down. “Vixie… You’re just hurt.” He rolls his eyes. “And besides, do you really have feelings towards me?”

“I just told you I want you.”

“Then why give yourself to those two randos, huh?”

The Sentret flinches and decides not to take part in this.

She closes her eyes and groans. “I don’t know… I don’t know anymore…” She cries and looks at him. “Help me,” she begs him as she reaches a paw towards him.

He grabs it with no hesitation. “I will.” He shakes his head. “But not like that. You don’t want that from me. You don’t need that from me.” He leans forward, their foreheads gently touching. “Take it easy, Vixie. You’ll get over this heartbreak.”

She shuts her eyes and sobs. “I don’t know if I can.”

“You can, and you will,” he tells her. “And Cindy and I will be there to help you.” He nuzzles her. “I promise.”

“Note to self,” the Sentret whispers to himself as he watches the scene with a small smile. “…broken hearts are a bitch to deal with.”






14. 02 - 01


The gentle rays of the waking sun start to poke through the veil of the night sky, its soft rays just enough to highlight the edges of the things inside the small room.

“Rise and shine, kiddos!” the Pangoro announces with a smirk as soon as he pushes the door open, the harsh light from the hallway pouring through the room.

The Eevee groans and buries his face under the pillow, while the Nickit slowly sits up on her bed and rubs the sleep off of her eyes.

“Morning, dad,” she greets him, and yawns.

“Morning, my little angel.” He gestures for the two of them to come downstairs. “Breakfast should be ready soon. Go wash up before heading down, okay?”

The Nickit smiles at him and nods her head. “Okay!”

“Good girl.” And he walks away, leaving the door open. “Honey!” he calls as he walks down the stairs. “Nothing happened!”

The Nickit blinks, wondering what that was about. Shaking her head, she walks over the edge of the bed and freezes in place, her face immediately burning. “Eep!” She dives back under her sheets.

“I’m really starting to regret staying here,” the Eevee grumbles to himself as he rises up on all four and walks out the door.

The Nickit blinks at him as he leaves, and she then slowly gets out of bed. Ears drooping, she sighs as as she heads to her small bathroom to freshen up a bit. As she washes her face, it finally hit her what her father meant.

Her cheeks brighten as she whips her head towards the door. “DAAAAAAAD!”

He knows that tone well as he erupts into laughter, making his wife shake her head.


Four Pokémon are seated around a table, eating breakfast together. The Pangoro is sharing the tale of his recent adventure with his team, complete with lively hand movements and sound effects. The Miltank listens attentively, the Nickit has twinkling stars on her eyes as she listens enthusiastically, and the Eevee just listens as he eats because he really has nothing else to do anyway. The story sounds interesting, he thinks to himself, giving him insight on how a proper rescue team handles missions, as long as he ignores the obvious exaggerations in the large Pokémon’s story-telling.

A knock from the door interrupts the lively scene. All four turn to the door being pushed open, the bell jingling above.

“Yo!” a Beartic waves at them. “Be at the guild at seven! Some sort of meeting or something is going on later.”

“Really?” the Pangoro blinks. “Well, thanks for the info! See ya there.”

The Beartic gives a salute and then closes the door behind him.

“You’re a rescuer, too, right?” the Pangoro asks the Eevee.

“Not yet,” he replies with a shrug. “I’m supposed to go back today to make it official or something.”

“Wow…” the Nickit says in awe, looking at the Eevee. “You’re gonna be a rescuer?”

He blinks at her. “Er, yeah. Soon at least.”

She smiles an excited smile. “So are you the leader? Do you have members?”

He’s taken aback a bit, surprised at her sudden enthusiasm. “Uh, well, I’m a one-man team, so I suppose I’m a leader by default.”

“That’s amazing.” Her smile widens. “What’s a man?”

“…mon. One-mon team.”

“Oh.” She nods her head, her smile slowly turning into a frown. “But won’t that be difficult? You having no members to rely on?”

He shrugs. “I’ll manage.”

“Trying to impress her, I see,” the Pangoro comments with a smirk, and laughs after receiving an embarrassed ‘eep!’ from his daughter and a death glare from the Eevee. “Anyway, let’s go there together later.”

“I wonder what it’s about,” the Miltank wonders with a frown.

“We’ll let you know when we get back.”


The Cyndaquil walks up to the door and notices that it’s slightly open. “…huh.” She pushes it open. “Vixie? Hello?” She stops and stares at the scene before her.

The soft rays of the waking sun is streaming through the window and on the occupants of the bed. Vixie’s lying on her side, back towards the fire-type, and is sleeping peacefully. Shino’s sitting on the floor, his head on the edge of the bed, asleep as well.

The Cyndaquil stands by the foot of the bed and smiles at the scene.

“Oh.”

She turns and sees the Sentret closing the door behind him.

“Hey, Cindy,” he greets her quietly as he places some packed food he has brought on a small table.

“Hey there, Linik,” she greets back with a nod. She takes a glance at her two sleeping friends before approaching the normal-type. “Didn’t think you’d be here.”

“You could say that I was on watch duty.” He smirks, and then yawns.

“You were here, too?”

“Yeah. Shino and I were out drinking last night, see, and then…um…stumbled upon Vixie.” He looks at the food he’s brought. “We brought her back here.”

Things start to pop up in her mind. Inappropriate things. Very inappropriate things. She tries to push them aside. “Did something happen?” she carefully asks.

The Sentret sighs. “I, yeah, but…” He frowns at her. “No, not like that.” He shakes his head. “But I think you should hear it from your friends, not me.”

She looks back at them. “Doesn’t look like they’ll be waking up soon.”

“They need to, unfortunately.”

“What do you mean?” she asks as she turns to him.

He offers her a sandwich wrapped in thin clear plastic. “While I was out buying food, some rescuers came by and told me that there’s some sort of announcement later at seven.”

“What for?” Shino asks quietly, rubbing the sleep off of his eyes. He let’s out a long yawn as Vixie stirs on her bed, waking up.

Pulling off the sheet, the ice-type blinks and smiles at the fire-type. “Morning, Cindy.”

She smiles back. “Hey there, sunshine,” she greets her back as she sits on the other side of the bed, patting her friend’s head. “You doing okay?”

“No,” Vixie answers quietly, her smile fading. She sighs. “But I’ll manage, somehow…” She tries to sit up, but winces. “Ow… It still hurts.”

Cindy tilts her head. “What hurts?”

“My, um…” she blushes and looks down. “Um… My uh…”

Cindy frowns at the ice-type. “There’s dried blood on your pussy.”

A soft blush graces her cheeks as she hangs her head.

Cindy looks at Shino. “…there’s dried blood on your nose.”

Did they actually do it last night? And with the Sentret? The Cyndaquil doesn’t know if she should smile or frown.

She’s about to say something when she notices the silence in the room, the downcast look from the ice-type and the angry look from the electric-type.

Shino takes a breath. “Some dudes took advantage of her,” he says quietly yet angrily.

Vixie looks at him and places a paw on his shoulder.

He sighs. “I’m fine, Vixie.”

Cindy frowns. “Okay, what happened last night?” she asks, and prepares herself to stay calm.


“Cindy, calm down,” Shino says for the hundredth time as the two of them and the Sentret are walking towards the guild with Vixie on his back.

“You’re telling me to calm down?” she hisses at him, tiny embers erupting from her backside. “While I was sound asleep, my two friends were raped and beaten!”

“It’s not your fault, Cindy,” Vixie tries.

“Bullshit!” she hisses. “If we didn’t go to capture a stupid criminal, none of this would have happened in the first place!”

Vixie hangs her head. “I’m…not sure about that,” she says, her ears drooping.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

She sighs. “I think, even if we did pick a different mission, Lithe would still end up with her.”

“You don’t know that.”

Vixie looks up at her with a sad frown.

“Cindy, please,” Shino pleads. “Calm down… If not for you, then for Vixie.”

The fire-type hisses, and hisses, and takes a deep breath. “…fine.” She shakes her head. “But I’m still reporting this incident in the guild.” She glares ahead. “No way am I letting those two shitheads walk away freely after hurting my two friends!”

“We don’t even know who they were,” Shino comments.

“You got their scents, at least?”

Shino frowns and shakes his head. “I was…too angry at the time.”

The fire-type frowns and looks at the ice-type. “You did, at least?”

Vixie hangs her head in shame. “I…wasn’t thinking straight.”

Cindy groans in frustration. “Linik…”

The Sentret sighs. “Sorry.”

The fire-type breathes out a fume of flames up in the air in anger, startling a few passersby.

They continue on in relative silence, until, up ahead, they see the guild with a large crowd outside.

“Wow,” Vixie blinks in awe.

“I’ve never seen so many Pokémon gathered outside the guild before,” Linik says. “This must be something big.”

The four worm their way through the crowd, and finally stop in front, standing beside a large Pangoro who’s crossing his arms and with an Eevee on his shoulder.

“Can you please put me down?” he asks him.

“Nah, you’ll have a better view from there,” the Pangoro says with a smirk.

The Eevee sighs and grumbles something under his breath.

Two large Pokémon stand by the entryway, facing the crowd. The Infernape is saying something on the microphone, yet the speakers are not working. He taps it a few times until he hears the speakers are finally working.

“Oh, finally. There we go,” he says as he gives a thumbs up to a few Pokémon by the speakers. “Perhaps it’s time to start,” he says on the microphone, his voice amplified by two large speakers standing by the corners of the large entryway. “Good morning, rescuers. On behalf of the guild, I apologize for this sudden gathering, but fret not as this won’t take long.” He turns to the other Pokémon and bows. “Madam?”

The Lopunny smiles and grabs the microphone. “Heya, everyone.”

A cheery greeting with a few whistles greets her back.

She chuckles and whips one of her long ears with her hand before continuing: “So as you all know, our world is full of wonders and mysteries. We don’t know what lies behind every corner, which in turn make curious teams decide to go to a dungeon simply to explore them.

“Today, we are officially making explorers a separate title. Teams can now be rescuers, explorers, or both! Rescuers’ jobs are to still help other Pokémon in need, and for our explorers, their main job is to, well, explore!”

She gives those who have gathered a moment to process this new information as they start discussing among themselves.

As the Pangoro and the Beartic converse with each other, the Eevee blinks as the Lopunny passes the microphone to the levitating Mew. She thanks her, and starts scanning the crowd until she sees the one she’s looking for, and winks at him.

The Eevee rolls his eyes with a smirk. “Damn, girl…” he whispers to himself as the Mew clears her throat.

“Hello, everyone,” the Mew greets them. “As some of you may know, I’m our resident bookworm.”

The crowd erupts into chuckles.

The Mew rolls her eyes. “Yeah, yeah, so anyway, explorers! What better way to know more about the world than to explore the unknowns! Some of the boards in the main lobby will be for explorer missions, and I’ll be the one in charge of posting the missions on there, so if you want something to be explored, or if you have heard some rumor or something like say, oh I dunno, Palkia’s domain, perhaps?”

The Eevee rolls his eyes once again.

“Just see me in the library!”

She passes the microphone back to the Lopunny. “Oh, and one more thing, everyone,” the normal-type says, smiling. “Next week will be the spring festival. Applications for those who want to volunteer to give security to the festivities will start today.” She winks at them and continues.

The Eevee blinks. “Security? From what?”

“Wilds,” the Pangoro says.

He looks at him. “Wilds?”

“Mhmm,” he nods his head. “Them wilds become wilder during spring, and there are many dungeons near our beloved city. The police can’t handle it, especially since the spring festival is one of the largest events our city holds in the region. Lots of Pokémon folks from other towns and cities will be here.”

“Wait… Wilds can get out of dungeons?”

“Yeah. No one knows why or how they do it.” He blinks and scratches his head. “Huh… I suppose we can let that Mew know about it. Maybe it’ll become an explorer’s job.”

The Eevee sighs. “I’ll let her know. Besides…” Their gazes line, and he frowns as the Mew smiles and waves at him. “…I need to see her after this anyway.”






15. 02 - 02


“So what did you think?” the Mew asks with a smile.

The Eevee shakes his head, smirking. “That was actually pretty clever,” he says as he walks up the stairs with the Mew levitating beside him.

Reaching the second floor, the duo head towards the library.

“Although I’m surprised whoever runs this place went along with it,” he says.

“Oh, you give me too much credit,” the Mew says, waving a hand. “The guild has been planning on this for months now. All I did was sprinkle a few suggestions on how to make it work, and tahdah!”

The two enter the library, where inside a number of Pokémon are in line in front of a desk.

The Mew lets out a low whistle. “Didn’t think there will be so many.”

The Eevee shrugs. “I kinda expected it.” He blinks at the grumpy-looking Umbreon sitting behind the desk, busy with filling up forms and interviewing the Pokémon in line.

The Mew floats toward the dark-type, looking over his shoulder at the forms as the Eevee follows her.

“A little heads up would have been appreciated,” the blue-ringed Umbreon grumbles.

The Mew chuckles. “I did.” She kisses his cheek. “Last night.”

He glares at her. “That doesn’t dampen my mood.”

“Aww, don’t be like that, Obie” the Mew pleads with sad eyes. “I promise to make it up to you later.”

The blue-ringed Umbreon growls at her. “You better.” He places the form aside and waves a paw. “Next, please!”

“Who’s he?”

The Mew turns to the Eevee and smiles. “Oh, this here’s Obie.” She floats toward the dark-type and nuzzles his cheek. “My hubby.”

He pushes her away with a blush. “I-I’m working right now.” He adjusts his glasses and returns to his interview.

She chuckles before turning to the normal-type. “Isn’t he cute?”

The Eevee shakes his head. “Well, I better go to that register office or whatever it was.”

The Mew nods. “Alright. I’ll hear about this wild phenomenon you shared with me later, unless someone will report it before you.” After receiving a nod from him, she waves goodbye at the exiting Eevee. “See ya!” She then levitates a few filled-up forms and starts reviewing them.


Cindy walks in the recovery room with an annoyed look on her face.

Shino turns to her and frowns. “Uh, how’d it go?”

“They’ll look into it,” she grumbles. “Lazy bastards. As if they have anything else to do than be a waste of guild funds!”

“Hey hey,” Shino tries calming her down. “Take it easy.”

The Cyndaquil takes a breath and sighs. She looks at Vixie lying on the bed, who is smiling at her. “You doing okay?”

The ice-type shrugs. “Could be worse.”

“Nurse gave her some medicine to help numb the pain or something,” Shino explains.

Cindy nods. “That’s good.” She sighs as the Eevee walks by the open door.

Vixie blinks at him passing by.

“So anyway,” Cindy starts, looking at the yellow Shinx. “What now?”

He shrugs. “Well, it’s Vixie’s turn to—”

“I mean us,” she cuts him off, pointing at him and then at her. “What happens to us now?”

The Shinx blinks, blushes and looks away. “Er, well…” He scratches his neck. “I-is this really a good time to talk about that? Especially in front of…” he trails off, gesturing at Vixie with his eyes.

“Oh, don’t mind me,” the white Vulpix says with a dismissive paw. “I’ll just be taking notes on how these things work.”

Cindy laughs. “Too bad, you’re not gonna have anything useful to note.” She turns to her other friend with a small smile. “Wouldn’t it be simpler if we just stayed as friends?” She shrugs. “We haven’t had some action for a few nights now, and I’m starting to miss it.”

Shino rolls his eyes. “I can’t just ignore this, especially when I’m with you, and especially if we fool around.”

Cindy sighs. “Damn, you really have it bad, huh?” She looks at him. “So back to my previous question. What happens to us now?”

Shino takes a breath. “Well, um, how about dinner later tonight?”

The fire-type frowns. “Shino, you know I don’t do romantic stuff.”

He closes his eyes and sighs, his ears drooping.

She shrugs. “Eh, whatever. I might as well see how it’ll go.” She smirks at the surprised Shinx. “Since you’re asking me out on a date, I expect you to be the one paying for everything.”

He rolls his eyes. “Fine. I was planning on doing that anyway.”

She sticks her tongue out at him. “Can’t use that to win points, lover boy.” She then turns to her other friend. “Well, that was that. Not very interesting if you ask me.”

Vixie smiles and slowly shakes her head. “Actually, it did teach me a thing or two.”

“Oh?”

She nods. “Life’s too short for me to hide what I truly feel.” She shakes her head. “What if I died from the claws of that outlaw? That was what I thought when I woke up here in this room after that mission.” She smiles a sad smile at her two friends. “That’s why I tried to tell him that day, but sadly, I was too late.”

She sighs and looks out the window.

“I was, well, really devastated. What was the point of living, I asked myself. I can’t and perhaps never will have him no matter what I do.” She hangs her head. “Nothing mattered to me anymore. That’s why I didn’t care what those two did to me…”

“Well I care,” Cindy suddenly interrupts. “And when I see them, I’ll let them have a taste of hell here on earth.”

“I’m starting to wonder if asking you out is a good thing or not,” Shino mumbles to himself, and winces after the fire-type slaps his shoulder.

Vixie chuckles as she watches her two friends teasing one another. She’s glad to have friends like them, making life worth living. It still hurts, but she’ll move on.

And maybe one day, she’ll have something like her two friends are having.

Not today, but someday…


“Here you go,” the Bellossom hands him his rescue badge and a rescuer handbook. “You are an official rescuer now.” She then goes back to her paperwork. “I still suggest you undergo training in the guild’s dojo, but do whatever you want from now on.”

The Eevee stares at his badge. “Shiny.” He turns it around and sees nothing to attach it on him or on his bag. He tries placing it on his chest. “So how do I—”

It attaches on his chest.

He blinks in surprise, and manages to pull it off of him with ease. “…huh.”

He stinks it on his chest once again, places the handbook in his bag, and jumps off the chair. He tries jumping in place a few times, but the badge doesn’t fall off.

He pulls it out with ease. “Neat.” He puts it on his chest. “Dunno how it works, but I ain’t gonna ask.”

After saying his thanks, he walks out of the office and heads toward the main lobby, where so many Pokémon are walking and standing around the place, majority of them looking at the posts on the bulletin boards.

He quickly walks out of the building and starts heading back to the restaurant with a frown. “Well at least I can go to dungeons now if I want a break from the world of soap and dishes.”

“So you are now working there?” a familiar feminine voice asks from behind him.

Startled, he quickly turns around and frowns. “Oh, it’s you.” He shakes his head. “What do you want?”

The Buizel leans down and touches his nose with a finger. “Oh, nothing. I just happen to be around, curious as to what was going on.” She winks. “And wouldn’t you know it? I found you, love.”

He swats her hand away. “Well I’m in a hurry.”

Her smile widens. “Are you really?” She feigns an aching heart. “Oh, are you just going to leave me all alone here without someone to—” She blinks at his retreating form. She smiles, shakes her head and easily catches up to him. “Oh, I almost forgot…” She fishes out a money pouch from her bag and dangles it right in front of his field of vision. “You dropped this during our date.”

“That was payment. And that was not a date.”

“What?” she feigns being surprised. “My stars! Do you really think so low of me?”

“The fuck are you talking about?”

She sighs and places the pouch back in her bag. “The joke has flown over your head, love. Nay,” she winks at him. “I’ll let you figure it out.”

The Eevee stops and sighs. “Listen,” he starts, glaring up at her. “I’m not interested, okay? So please leave me alone.” He walks away, leaving the Buizel standing in the traffic of Pokémon.

She smiles, shrugs, and walks after him, quickly catching up to him.

He groans and throws a glare her way. “Now what do you want?”

“Aw, can’t we be friends?”

“No. Go away.”

She chuckles. “That’s just making me want to chase you more.” She leans toward his ear and let’s out a sultry growl. “I love a good chase, after all.”

“For fuck’s sake…” he groans and tries his best to ignore her flicking his ear. He fails. “Stop doing that!”

She chuckles, but thankfully stops and falls into silence as the two continue walking side by side towards the restaurant. They eventually reach the part of the road where there’s barely any traffic and the restaurant in plain view up ahead.

She stops, smiling as she watches him continue walking.

He eventually reaches the door, and groans. “Damn it.” He turns and glares at her. “Spit it out. I know you want to say something.”

She chuckles and feigns innocence. “My, whatever do you mean, love?”

“Going inside now.”

She shakes her head as he opens the door, the bell jingling up above.

He growls, ignoring the lively and busy noise from inside. He closes the door and turns to her, glaring.

She chuckles yet again before she slowly turns around, looking at everything and nothing at the same time. She looks over her shoulder, winking at him. “Do enjoy the festival for me, love.”

He arches a non-existent eyebrow. “What does that mean?”

A small smile. “Don’t miss me too much, okay?” And she starts walking away towards the lower parts of the city.

He shakes his head. “Whatever.”

He enters the restaurant and heads straight towards the kitchen, making the Nickit stop for a moment as she marvels at his shiny new badge.

He chuckles as he hands it to her. “You can wear it for now if you want.”

“R-really?!” she asks, eyes practically sparkling as she holds the badge on her paws.

He shakes his head and walks toward the sink, frowning at the towering piles of dirty dishes. He sighs and starts working.

“Momma, look! Look!” The Nickit excitedly approaches the Miltank, and then does a pose. “I am a rescuer! Cower in fear, evil-doers! Hiyah!” She kicks and tail-slaps the air in front of her. “Take that!”

The Miltank cheers while the Eevee rolls his eyes in amusement.
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“Even the police won’t do anything!” Cindy says in frustration as she and her two friends walk through the traffic of Pokémon. “What kind of city allows criminals to just roam free?!”

“Cindy—”

“Don’t you start!” she hisses at the flinching Vulpix. “I don’t care if they have a lot of things to do! They should do their jobs better than just sending us away!”

Shino sighs. The police did help them file a case report, but they were just too busy with other things, mostly with the festival next week.

There’s also a natural reason as to why the police don’t prioritize these kinds of reports at the moment.

“Heat season is no excuse to just dismiss us!” Cindy hisses. “Vixie’s not even in heat yet!”

The white Vulpix sighs. “Let’s just…drop the issue for now, okay?”

“How can you easily dismiss this?” Cindy asks. “Why am I the only one worrying about this?!” She turns to the yellow Shinx. “Say something!”

He frowns at her. “Calm down.”

“I AM CALM!” she screeches, her back ablaze, making the other Pokémon in the street to stop and stare at them. She snorts fumes of smoke and continues walking.

Shino sighs as Vixie chuckles quietly. She turns to him as they walk after their friend. “Somehow I can see a lot of yelling in you two once you get together.”

He glares at her, and then smirks. “She’s louder in bed.”

The Vulpix’s cheeks burn bright red as the Shinx laughs.

“It’s not funny!” Cindy yells at him, unaware of why he was laughing.


A happy Nickit places a large tray of food on the trio’s table. “Here you are!” she says quietly yet proudly, standing tall. “Please enjoy!”

The Shinx blinks as he watches the young dark-type walking towards an empty table, and starts collecting the dirty dishes. “Is it just me,” he says, turning back to his two friends, “or was she chipper than usual?”

“Who cares,” Cindy says as she starts eating.

He looks back and sees the Nickit walking in the kitchen. “And was she wearing a rescuer’s badge?” Shino asks with a frown. “Isn’t she too young to be a rescuer?”

“Like I said, who cares?” the fire-type asks as she chews.

The ice-type chuckles. “Watch out, Shino. Someone’s jealous.”

The fire-type glares at her and retorts—

“WHEN WILL THESE DISHES STOP COMING?!” a loud yell resonates from the kitchen, making a few customers chuckle.

“STOP COMPLAINING AND JUST DO YOUR JOB!” a booming male voice erupts.

“Sounds like they got a new hire,” Cindy comments.

“About time they hired a new help,” Shino says before taking a bite from his meal.


“A fine choice there, lad,” the Keckleon says with a smile as Shino hands the orb to Vixie. “Will that be all for today?”

“Any reviver seeds?” Cindy asks. “We’re going to a place we haven’t gone before, so it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

“Hm,” the merchant hm’s, rubbing his chin in thought. “I’ve got the tiny ones in the crate behind me. Would those suffice?”

She shrugs. “Better than nothing.”

He smiles and nods. “Alright, lass. Please excuse me as I go grab them.” He turns around and jumps inside the large crate.

Vixie blinks in confusion.

Shino turns to the fire-type and playfully punches her shoulder. “Who are you and what have you done to my dear friend?”

“Do that again and I’ll bite you.”

“Kinky,” he says with a wink.

She glares at him, but then smirks and punches his shoulder as well. “We have a date tonight. I don’t want anything bad happening to us three while we go rescue…” She looks at the smiling ice-type. “Who are we rescuing again?”

“Here they are,” the merchant announces, placing five yellow seeds on his stall. “How many will you be buying today, lass?”

“We’ll take all of them,” the fire-type quickly replies.

The yellow Shinx lets out a whistle as the Cyndaquil grabs all the seeds and puts them inside Vixie’s bag.

“Hey, leader,” Cindy says, turning to him with a smile. “Pay for the merchandise,” she smirks and starts walking towards the gate.

“Wait, what?” Shino asks as Vixie laughs and walks after her. “Hey!”

The merchant laughs as the yellow Shinx groans and catches his wallet flung to him by the fire-type. He pays the Keckleon and grumpily walks after his two friends waiting for him by the gate.

“Took you long enough,” Cindy says with a smirk.

Shino glares at her after handing his wallet to Vixie. “I’m taking two-thirds of the total amount from you two.”

“I left my wallet in my apartment,” Vixie says.

“Same,” Cindy nods.

“Bullshit,” Shino says, rolling his eyes. Accepting his badge Vixie is handing him, he raises it up. “Call, Ariados!”

A beam of light shots up from the badge and into the heavens, and then a larger beam of light lands in front of the trio. As quickly as it appears, the light disappears, leaving behind the large Ariados staring at them.

“Hey there,” Shino says, waving a weary paw at the giant spider.

“Why’d you summon him?” Cindy asks as Shino approaches the large bug.

“He’ll be our ride,” he says as he hops on the spider’s back. “Could use a harness though.” He offers his paw and helps Cindy up on its back, and the two then help Vixie up.

“Tight fit,” Cindy says with a smirk.

He winks at her as the Ariados starts moving. “That’s my line.”

Vixie blushes and rolls her eyes. “I’m starting to feel like a third-wheel in this group.”

“Aww.” Cindy nuzzles her neck. “Sorry. We’ll try not to do it often.”

The Vulpix sighs. “It’s fine.” She smiles at her. “I’m actually happy for you two.”

Cindy pats her shoulder. “You’ll find someone, I know it.”

Shino nods his head. “Yeah. As they say, there’s a lot of fish in the sea.”

Vixie frowns at him. “I prefer land-dwellers, thank you.”

Shino blinks, and groans after the ice-type smirks at him. “Since when did you learn to make jokes?”

She winks at him as the fire-type chuckles.


“Thanks for the ride,” Shino says as the light swallows the large bug, teleporting him back.

“How come you never say that to me,” Cindy asks, feigning sadness.

“Oh my,” Vixie says, throwing a sly smile at the blushing electric-type.

“A-anyway!” He turns toward the entrance of the dark forest. “Let’s review.”

Vixie pulls out the mission letter. “A Spinda is requesting a rescue after he fainted on the seventh floor of this forest, Tree Hollow,” she reads while her two friends are standing beside her, also reading.

“Bronze rank,” Cindy reads and frowns. “Well, we are bronze ranks, I guess…”

He smiles at her. “We’ll rank up eventually. No reason to rush.”

“Heh,” Cindy smirks. “Is that for this or for something else, I wonder?”

He rolls his eyes as the ice-type puts the letter back in her bag.

Another trio of Pokémon arrive. “Yo!” a Yamper greets them. “You guys here to explore, too?”

“We’re here to rescue someone,” Shino explains.

“Ah,” the Yamper says with a nod. “We accepted an exploration mission of this forest.” He looks around. “Say, where’s your spider friend?”

“We sent him back.”

“Oh, was he wild?” the Yamper asks, and receives a nod from the other electric-type. “Oh, neat.”

The Snubbull steps forward. “We took an exploration mission to confirm the existence of a rumored Pokémon that is said to be living here.”

“Really?” Vixie asks.

“That sounds interesting,” Shino says. “I wonder why anyone would want to live inside a mystery dungeon.”

The Snubbull shrugs. “Who knows. They’re probably really powerful if you think about it.”

“Well, best of luck to both our teams!” the Yamper barks excitingly as the two groups enter the forest, teleporting each group in different parts of the dungeon.


Surrounded by large trees from all directions, the trio traverse through the forest, with the Cyndaquil taking the front and the Vulpix at the back.

“Is it just me,” Vixie says, staring at the treetops, “or is this place a bit too quiet?”

As if on cue, they feel the earth shake a bit. They stop, preparing themselves. Moments later, a hole appears on the ground a few paces in front of them.

A Durant crawls out from it, and then another, and another, and another.

A total of seven armored ants stare at the trio, their antennae twitching.

“I’ll handle them,” Cindy says, taking a step forward.

“No, wait,” Shino calls as the Durants start approaching them. Sparks surround his body. “Let me see how tough these guys are—”

In surprising speed, the Durants scurry away in random directions, startling and leaving the rescuers confused.

The earth shakes once more and a Heatmor jumps out from the ground in front of them. It glares at the trio, and then glares at one of the retreating ants. The wild breathes out large fumes of flame in the air before immediately giving chase.

The trio watch the wild go.

Hearing nothing but silence, they ease up a bit and look at each other, sharing confused chuckles.

“So what was that all about?” Cindy asks.

Shino shrugs. “No clue. Haven’t seen those wilds before.”

Ears twitching, Vixie turns and sees one of the Durants approaching them. “Heads up,” she calls, and fires a beam of ice, hitting its head.

The armored ant stops and tries removing the solid ice stuck on its head.

A sparking blur tackles it on its side.

“Gah!” Shino yelps as he bounces back, glaring at the ant that didn’t even budge from his attack. He lands on all four, and skids to a stop as his shoulder starts to redden from the powerful impact. “Cindy!”

Plumes of fire engulf the armored ant, knocking it out instantly.

“You okay?” Vixie asks as she and Cindy run and stop by him.

“I’ll be fine,” Shino says, hissing. “Damn, what is that thing made out of?”

“I’m glad you didn’t tackle it with your head,” Cindy says, chuckling.

“Har har… Let’s just continue.”

A few floors later…

“Well, that was boring,” Cindy sighs as she and Vixie carefully puts the unconscious Spinda on the yellow Shinx’s back. “The wilds here die to my fire instantly…”

“Hey,” Shino smirks at her. “Easy points, wouldn’t you say?”

Cindy chuckles. “There’s that at least.”

Vixie fishes out her badge. “Should we return outside the dungeon or at the gate?”

Both Shino and Cindy frown at her.

The white Vulpix chuckles. “Heheh.” She shakes her head, and raises the badge up. “I’ve always wanted to try doing this.” She clears her throat. “Return, Tabindagat City, eastern gate.”

Three beams of light fall on them from the heavens, and they soon are teleported out of the dungeon.


The orange hues of the setting sun creates a calming scene of the buildings, boats and the docks. A cool and salty breeze breezes by as the Eevee approaches one of the office buildings by the docks.

“Hey,” he calls one of the Pokémon sitting on a crate.

The Hakamo-o turns and frowns at him. “I’m on break.”

“I just wanted to ask a question.”

“Oh,” he says, shrugging. “Well, shoot.”

“There’s a Buizel that works here,” he says.

What she said last to him concerns him. It sounded like she was planning something bad.

Or perhaps he is just being paranoid.

“Her name was…” He blinks. “…what was it again? Sam? Sarm?”

“Skarm,” the dragon-type says. “She left just this morning.”

He blinks. “She left?”

The dragon-type nods and turns to the vast ocean. “On a boat. It’s her job, after all.”

“I see.”

He looks down at him. “You want to send her a message?”

He blinks. “…how?”

The Hakamo-o looks up, places two fingers inside his jaw and let’s out a loud whistle. He then extends his arm for a Wingull to land on it.

“You called?” the bird asks.

The dragon-type shrugs and gestures at the Eeveen. “Little guy wants to deliver a message to miss orange.”

“That’ll be twenty pokes, my guy,” the Wingull says.

He blinks at the Wingull, sees no bag on him, and arches a non-existent eyebrow. “And where will you even put—you know what? Nevermind.” He shakes his head, turns around and walks away.
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Avoiding the world of dishes for a little bit longer, the Eevee decides to take his time returning as he ventures around the lower-parts of the city. As the veil of night slowly blankets the bustling city, the building lights start to flicker to life, illuminating the busy cobblestone streets with street lamps and neon signs.

Pokémon of differing species walk on the busy streets, their voices mixing as one, drifting in the cool salty air.

So many establishments, reminding the Eevee of his city life back home. “Not that much different, actually,” he whispers to himself as his stomach growls. He sighs. “Guess I’ll go grab a bite. I wonder if there’s takeout here.”

He stands and tries to look at the many flickering signs on buildings, trying to find a good place to grab something eat. He settles on one with a shrug and pushes the wooden double doors open.

A Ponyta sitting near the entrance blinks at him. “Uh, you gonna eat here?”

The Eevee blinks at him, looks around, and notices the place is full of equine creatures. “Ahh…” He shakes his head and goes out the establishment, ignoring a few laughs erupting from the restaurant.

Picking another one, he crosses the street and enters the open door, the aroma of meaty grease hitting his nostrils instantly. Looking at the diners and confirming it’s not full of birds or any other non-meat-eating creatures, he falls in line and looks up at their menu.

“Wouldn’t hurt to eat meat every once in a while,” he mumbles to himself as he squints his eyes, scanning the list of meals.

He doesn’t feel like eating fish tonight, so he skips that part of the menu, although the Clamperl Stew catches his attention before he decides to move on.

The Milotic broth really catches his attention.

“I…guess it’s still a fish anyway?”

Shaking his head, he then looks at the bird section. A few tickles his attention: roasted Pidgey, fried Ducklett, Combusken legs.

He blinks, rereading what the legs are made out of. Shaking his head, he continues on to the meat section, looking at the available steaks.

Rattata, Tauros, Miltank.

He blinks at that, and continues reading off the list of—

He quickly moves on to the other side of the menu, and finds himself reading on the exotic foods section, where his eyes widen as he scans the selection of food available, failing to realize that he’s already next in line.

A bored looking Pokémon looks at him with a frown. “What are you having?” the Ekans asks in a bored tone.

“Holy shit,” he whispers to himself as he continues to scan the items on the menu. “Uh, g-gimme a moment.”

The Ekans groans and shakes his head. “You’re holding the line, sir.”

The Eevee shifts his gaze to random sections of the menu above, finding it difficult to stay calm. Machop thighs. Diced Meowth. Ekans barbecue. Gardevoir legs.

“They’re all wild,” the Ekans says, rolling his slitted eyes.

“Uuhhh, no.” He violently shakes his head and hurries to the exit. “Sorry. I um, lost my appetite.”

The snake shakes his head. “Freaking berry-huffers.” He then throws a bored frown at the next Pokémon in line. “What are you having?”

Finally out of the place, he starts to hyperventilate. “Shit,” he curses under his breath as he sits in an alleyway, away from the traffic. He closes his eyes. “Calm down, calm down…”

“Hey.”

Startled, he opens his eyes and whips his head towards the source of the voice.

A Tyrogue hands him a flyer. “Here. You looked like you could use some release.” He smirks. “If you catch my drift.” He walks away.

He stares at his retreating form until he finally blends in with the sea of Pokémon on the streets and roads. Shaking his head, he looks at the paper handed to him and blushes. “What the fuck?!”

Pussies. So many of them. Female Pokémon revealing their best assets printed on black ink. He shakily turns the flyer and reads the text on the back, with a small city map at the very bottom as a guide.

One detail catches his attention the most. He blinks and flips the flyer around, and with great willpower, manages to focus on the expressions of the Pokémon.

Emotionless.

He shakes his head to clear his mind as he flips the flyer once more, and continues reading. Once he’s done, his grip on the flyer loosens, until a breeze whisks it from his paws and into the city night air.

He turns and stares at the sea of Pokémon walking on the streets, until they become a blur as he is lost in his own thoughts…

…only to be broken by a cold drop of water from up above.

He blinks and looks up as a light drizzle starts to shower the city from the thin veil of clouds above.

Shaking his head, he stands up but stops when a running Pokémon enters the alleyway where he’s in. “Oh, hey there,” the Machamp greets him as he knocks on the door the Eevee didn’t even realize was there. “You know you can just get in here if you knock, right?”

“Uh,” the Eevee uh’s as the door opens.

A Bisharp glares up at the fighting-type. “Oh, it’s you again.”

“Sorry I’m late,” the Machamp says, and then points at the Eevee. “That guy’s been waiting outside for a while. First time, probably.”

“I’ll take care of him,” the Bisharp says as the Machamp enters through the door. Stepping out, the Bisharp glares sharply at the frightened Eevee. He groans and shakes his head. “Just get inside already.” He turns around and enters as the rainfall becomes heavier.

“Shit,” the Eevee says as he runs toward the open door. “Better than getting soaked out here.”

The Bisharp closes the door and throws a towel at the Eevee. “Wait here,” the Bisharp says as he walks away. “I’ll go get someone.”

After drying himself off, he places the damp towel on a chair and looks around the small and dim room. On the opposite end is a similarly dim hallway. His ears twitch to the muffled sounds rain outside and of…something as the Bisharp walks through the hallway and gestures for him to follow.

He sighs and walks after him. “What am I getting myself into?” he mumbles to himself as they walk through the hallway, the unknown muffled sounds getting louder but he still can’t decipher what they are.

They enter another gloomy room, this time much larger than the previous. A few chairs by the corner, and a long desk where a Kirlia is seated behind it, talking to the lively Machamp.

The Bisharp points at a chair. “Wait there. Someone will be with you in a moment.” He nods an apology. “Sorry. We’re kinda booked so a lot of our workers are busy.”

The Eevee smiles an awkward smile. “Er, it’s fine.”

“Right,” the Bisharp walks back to the previous room. “Do enjoy yourself.”

“I’ll…try?” he whispers, his ears twitching to the Machamp’s booming laughter. “…the fuck did he mean by that?” He turns and watches the scene.

The Machamp grins at the bored-looking Kirlia. “Alright, fine. Deal.” He shakes his head as he pulls out his badge. “Damn it. I hate how you make such good arguments against mine.”

The Kirlia shrugs as he turns around, now facing a crystal-looking stalagmite. “That’s my job, you numbskull,” he says in a monotone as he touches the rock. He closes his eyes, his entire body glowing slightly, and then the rock starts to glow from within itself. With that done, he turns back to the fighting-type with a frown. “Summon them.”

Grinning, the fighting-type points his badge at the glowing rock. “Call, Kirlia.”

A beam of light shots up from the stalagmite, bounces off of the ceiling and lands beside the Machamp, and summons a blinking Kirlia.

“She looks exactly like you.”

“Thanks,” the Kirlia behind the desk rolls his eyes. “Now my mirror’s redundant. Joy.”

The Machamp laughs and shakes his head. Pointing his badge at the rock, he summons two more Pokémon, a Dunsparce and a Swellow.

The Kirlia behind the desk frowns at him. “I told you that we don’t need the Dusparce.”

“Aw come on, dude…” the Machamp says, scratching his head as the light within the stalagmite fades. “I already summoned her, so you might as well, right?” He winks at him. “Adds variety, wouldn’t you agree?”

He frowns at him. “I already argued your points, but fine,” he rolls his eyes as he levitates his badge from him. Seconds later, he floats it back to him. “There.” He then throws a bag of coins his way.

“Sweet.” He collects his cash as a door from the opposite corner opens and in comes a Tangrowth. “Pleasure doing business with ya!” And he walks away, ignoring the curious looks of his summoned Pokémon.

“Hello, hello!” the Tangrowth greets the startled Eevee with a very energetic tone. “So very sorry for keeping you waiting, sir!”

“Er, yeah, it’s, um…” He gazes at the Kirlia, who is leading the summoned trio through an opened door. “…fine?”

“Oh, we very much appreciate your patience!” the Tangrowth says, rubbing a few vines together as a few gestures for him to follow. “That is a rare trait from our clients these days! For that, I shall grant you fifty-percent off!”

“Please be a shop,” the Eevee mumbles to himself as they enter through the door and into a large hallway, his drooping ears now assaulted to the sounds of very, very vulgar noises.

“Here we are,” he says, stopping in front of one of the many closed doors in the hallway. He turns toward the normal-type. “Please, please,” he says as he opens the door for him, revealing a gloomy and windowless room, and a single bed. “Make yourself comfortable, and once you find someone on our menu, just tap that buzzer by the bed.”

He hesitates. “Um… Is it too late to back out?”

The Tangrowth laughs and slaps his ass hard enough to push him inside the room. “You’ll get over your nervousness once you start your ‘business’ with one or a couple of our ‘products’.” He ‘smiles’ at him. “That I can guarantee you, my good sir!” And he closes the door.

Gritting his teeth, he rubs his aching bum as he tries his hardest to ignore the noises from the neighboring rooms while glaring down at his hardening cock poking out of his sheath. “Stay there,” he hisses as he turns around and grabs the handle, but cannot turn it. “Shit.”

He looks around, but fails to find a way to get out.

“Double shit.”

He blinks.

“Wait, the badge worked.” He rummages through his bag. “I read how to escape using the badge—aaand it’s still with that goddamn fox.” He slaps his face with a paw. “Damn it!”

He shakes his head, and sniffs.

“Huh?” He blinks and sniffs the air once again. “What’s that smell?”

A red light flashes from the buzzer, and then a cracking noise erupts from the small speaker. “Hello, hello!” the Tangrowth’s voice erupts from it. “Have you made your selection yet?” A chuckle. “If you are still nervous or are having second-thoughts, then fret not, my good sir, for I have you covered!”

His eye twitches as he tries to stay sober, covering his nose with his bag.

“The room should be filled with the smell of females in estrus at any moment.” A chuckle. “It’s on the house, so no need to fret for additional fees!” A pause. “Well, I will give you a few minutes to make a selection. Do take your time, but not too much!”

And the red light turns off.

“S-shit…” the Eevee curses, sweating, finding it very difficult to breath as he slaps the selection book down to the ground from the bed.

The book lands on the carpeted floor with a soft thud, opening to a random page, showing three black and white pictures of Pokémon in each page.

Growling, he presses the button as his eyes randomly land on one of the pictures. “T-the Heracross.” He let’s go of the button.

Maybe he can ask the bug to break the door down for him to escape.

…wait. Why would he want to do that?

The red light and the speaker come to life. “I must say, you have quite an…exotic taste for an Eevee.” A whipping noise. “We shall bring your selection soon! We hope you shall experience your wildest fantasies tonight!”

His sight is getting hazy as something hard and slick pokes his underbelly. Groaning, he closes his eyes, removes his bag from his nose, sighs, and presses the button once again. “Actually, I changed my mind. Is that okay?”

“It is quite alright as you have not used the product yet, but please do make up your mind soon,” the Tangrowth answers back with a slight annoyance in his tone.

He bites his tongue as he flips through the pages, and finally finds one. “T-the sooner I’m done here, the sooner I can get o-out,” he grumbles as he presses the button. “…the Skitty.”

“Ah, excellent choice, but I’m afraid our female one is servicing another client at the moment.” A pause. “May I suggest an Eevee like yourself? I can guarantee you, she’ll be a sight to behold.”

“Fine, whatever.” He sighs, resigning to his fate. “Just send her in,” he says, glaring at his cock, now out and at full length, and twitching.

He carefully climbs up the bed, lies down on his back with his head on a pillow, and he carefully pokes his hardened cock. “For a small guy, I pack quite a package,” he whispers to himself.

A beam of light suddenly falls down beside the bed, startling the Eevee. As soon as it appears, it disappears, leaving behind a sparkling white Eevee blinking blankly at him.

“Shit,” he breaths out, his heart racing, mind blanking and his cock twitching. “You’re a beauty.”

The Eevee smiles, her eyes glossy as she climbs up the bed and stands beside him, her eyes fixated on his member standing proud and ready. She then leans her face close to it, sniffing it, and then starts to lick it.

He lets out a moan as he—

The speaker cracks to life. “We do hope you’ll enjoy her, my good sir. We pride our products to show enough emotion of want, so—”

He groans as he slaps the button. “Shut up,” he says, shivering as she continues to lap at his cock. “Oh god…” Gritting his teeth, his gaze catches something glistening. He glances at it and sees her puffy folds dripping. Pushing his upper body up with his front paws, he starts licking her wet lips with his tongue.

Her body shivering all over, she stops and lets out a needy whine.

He continues his assault, moving his tongue around her folds, and finally pushes inside her, sliding his tongue on her wet and warm walls, tasting and exploring her. Going on autopilot, he pushes his tongue further in, making her shiver once more.

Legs shaky, she collapses on the bed, letting out a cry as she erupts, her juicy nectar pooling on the sheets.

A moment of clarity hits him, and he pulls his numb tongue back as the white Eevee shakily stands back up on four shaky paws. “…what the fuck am I doing?” He closes his eyes and wipes the juices from his face, but then something wet and warm presses on his mouth, his eyes flying open in surprise.

A white paw brushes behind the back of his neck as the white Eevee locks him into a deep kiss, her tongue dancing on top of his. He tries pushing her back but finds himself falling on the bed with her on top, never breaking the kiss.

He glares at her, but then falls into bliss as she starts to rub her folds against his twitching rod. Lost in lust, he starts thrusting, grinding against her warm lips and soaked fur, until thick and hot strands of warm cum shot out of his babymaker, sandwiched between their furry undersides. Shot after shot of cum continue to stick on their furs, him groaning into the kiss until finally the white Eevee pulls back, a strand of saliva connecting their mouths, their gazes holding on one another as they take deep breaths.

Without a word, she slides off of him and starts licking the cum off of his fur and cock, while he just lies there, panting…

…and glaring at the ceiling.

He throws his paw towards the button. “I’m done.”

He closes his eyes and sighs, ignoring the other Eevee who’s busy cleaning him as his softening cock slowly slides back in his sheath.

The speaker cracks to life. “If I may be so bold to say, that was too fast, my good sir. Are you sure you don’t want to have a few more rounds with our product? Or perhaps order another one? You are paying by the hour per product, after all.”

He glares at the speaker and pushes the button once again. “I’m done,” he repeats, more icily this time.

Almost immediately, a beam of light surrounds the white Eevee, and in a blink, she’s gone.

He grabs the tissue paper he just noticed lying on the bed beside him, and starts cleaning himself up.


“That was boring,” the Cyndaquil says, and sighs. “And before you say anything, yes, the dinner was great. It’s just that…” She stops and sighs once again before looking at the starry sky. “It was so boring…”

The yellow Shinx sits on the damp cobblestone sidewalk and sighs, hanging his head low. “Sorry…”

“Not your fault.” She looks back at him with a smile, and then nuzzles his neck. “I suppose what I’m trying to say is…” She pulls back and smiles at his startled look. “…let’s not have a ‘proper’ date next time, because it was so boring.”

He smiles a small smile and nods in understanding. “I get you.”

She resumes her walk, the electric-type walking beside her. “At least now I know I’m not the ‘have a proper date in a posh-looking restaurant‘ kind of girl.” She looks at him and frowns. “Are you sure you don’t want me to pay at least half of the bill? Because holy shit, that place sure looked expensive!”

Shino laughs and absentmindedly nuzzles his date’s neck. “It’s alright, Cindy.” He pulls back and winks. “I did say this one’s on me, right?”

“But it was so boring, and I feel bad!”

He smirks at her as they reach her apartment building’s gated front. “Maybe you can make us both feel good tonight?”

She laughs and punches his shoulder as an angry Eevee walks by. “Not tonight, lover-boy.” She nuzzles him, and he nuzzles her back. “But soon. Real soon,” she whispers.

“Wait,” he blinks and breaks out of the nuzzle with a blush. “You don’t mean…”

She leans close to his ear and whispers, “I feel my heat coming soon, and I’d like it if you build them all up inside you and release them all in me until I’m bloated.”

“You’re very sick sometimes, you know that?” he says with a weak glare and a fierce blush as she laughs.

She turns and opens the gate. “See you tomorrow…” she trails off and looks at him. “…should we call each other in nicknames now?”

He blinks. “Hm…”

She shakes her head and closes the gate behind her. “Eh, whatever. I’ll think of one as I drift to sleep.” She smiles at him. “See ya tomorrow.”

He smiles as well, small but the sweetest she’s ever seen. “Yeah. I’ll see you tomorrow. Sleep well.”

Quickly catching her falling heart, she smirks. “You too, honeybun.”

He frowns at her. “Please don’t call me that.”

She laughs as she walks toward the apartment’s front door. Sharing one last look, she waves a paw before entering and closing the door behind her.

He takes a deep breath and exhales through his nostrils. That didn’t calm him down as he clenches his eyes close and then jumps in place. “YES!” he yells, and then walks away with a spring to his steps. “I have a girlfriend!”

A few passersby roll their eyes while a few others congratulate him. Wholeheartedly or not, he doesn’t care as he continues on his way with a goofy smile on his face.

He eventually walks by the angry Eevee and slows down to smile at him. “Hey, dude, cheer up!”

“Fuck off,” he immediately says to him, making the yellow Shinx stop and blink as he continues on his way.

He tilts his head with a frown. “Gee, what’s his problem?” He sniffs the air. “Smells like he had a good night, too. Wonder what happened.” He shakes his head and continues on his way, finding it awkward as they both are heading towards the same direction with him lagging a few paces behind, until they reach the upper portion of the city.

He looks over his shoulder and stares at the Eevee walking up to the restaurant and knocking on its door despite the sign saying closed. Shaking his head, Shino continues on his way towards his apartment.

The door opens and the Eevee enters the establishment, ignoring the Pangoro. “Where’ve you been?” A scent enters his nose, and he grins. “So who’s the lucky girl?”

He stops from climbing up the stairs, and makes a beeline towards the bathroom in the kitchen.

The Pangoro shakes his head and closes the door. “Fine, fine. None of my business, I guess.”
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“I’m going to the guild,” the Eevee announces as he walks down the steps.

The Miltank blinks. “What about breakfast, dear?”

He says nothing as he opens the door and walks out of the building.

“Wonder what’s wrong?” the Miltank asks as the Nickit quickly jumps off of the chair and runs after him.

The Pangoro shrugs and grabs his mug. “Beats me. Probably related to what happened to him last night.” He takes a sip of his morning coffee as the Nickit runs out of the building.

“Wait!” she calls.

The Eevee stops and looks back at the approaching Nickit. “Sorry, but I’m in a hurry.”

She stops before him and takes a breath. She pulls the badge from her fur and hands it to him. “Here.”

He blinks at it, its shiny surface reflecting the soft rays of the rising sun. “Ah, right. Almost forgot about that.” He shakes his head. “Keep it for now. I’m just going to the guild to do some research.”

“Oh,” she says, lifting her gaze from the badge to him, a worried frown on her features. “You sure?”

He nods with a small smile. “Yeah. Don’t lose it though.”

She reflects his smile with a bigger one. “I wont!” She sticks it back on her fur and waves a paw as he walks away. “Have fun!”

“I doubt it,” he mumbles under his breath as he glares at the road ahead.

The Eevee walks through the busy cobblestone street, and reaches the guild just as the sun finally rises from the horizon. He climbs up the wide steps, enters the entrance of the large guild building, heads up the stairs and finally reaches his destination, the library. The blue-ringed Umbreon looks up from the forms he’s reading on the desk, and watches the Eevee browsing through the bindings of the many books lined up on the wooden shelves. He returns to his work as the Eevee pulls out a book from one of the shelves, settles on a seat, places the book on the table and opens it to the first page.

He opens his bag, rummages through it, blinks, and frowns. “Shit.” Closing his bag, he jumps off of the chair and approaches the Umbreon. “Sorry to bother, but may I borrow a pen and some papers?”

With a grunt, the Umbreon pulls open a drawer, grabs a random amount of blank papers, and tosses it on the side of his desk.

“Thanks,” the Eevee says as he grabs the stack of papers, pulls one of the paw-friendly pens from the pen holder on the desk, and returns to his seat.

The seconds turn to minutes, one book turning into three, the Eevee’s notes stacking, written in letters the Mew can barely recognize.

“Huh,” she quietly says, startling the Eevee.

He throws a glare at the curious Mew levitating behind him. “Don’t do that!”

She chuckles. “Sorry, sorry.” She turns and stares at the small number of lining Pokémon inside the library. “I’m gonna go help Obie.” She looks back at him. “Will you be here a while?”

“Depends,” the Eevee mumbles as he continues his research.

With a nod, the Mew floats back to help the Umbreon.

The minutes turn to an hour without the Eevee realizing until his stomach growls, making him stop for a moment. He looks out the window and notices the sun no longer near the horizon.

He frowns as the Mew floats and takes a seat opposite of him.

“It’s almost noon,” she points out as she places a book on the table before her. She smiles at him. “You should take a break,” she says as the Umbreon takes a seat beside her.

“Probably later,” the Eevee says as he arranges his notes into a proper pile.

The blue-ringed Umbreon adjusts his glasses, looking at him. “Not a good idea to continue on an empty stomach, my otherworldly friend,” he says as he taps his head. “The brain needs the most energy if you want to continue your little research project.”

He squints his eyes at him, and then turns to the Mew. “You told him.”

She nods. “Of course! I keep no secrets from my husband.” She frowns at the Umbreon. “I wish it also works the other way around.”

The dark-type smirks at her before opening his book.

A sigh escapes her mouth. She then looks up at the Eevee. “So, I recognize some of the letters you are using. Are they human letters?”

“The English alphabet, at least,” the Eevee says. “And I have a theory that me being a Pokémon automatically makes me understand your style of writing.” He lifts a book up and shows them a random page. “The human in me is still confused with these pawprints you use as letters.”

The Mew chuckles. “Well, the Pokémon in me is amazed how you’re able to write ancient text with such ease!”

“You are researching the wilds?” the Umbreon asks without looking up from his book.

The Eevee nods in confirmation. “I am.”

“What about them that made you want to research them?” the Mew asks.

The Eevee’s expression darkens as he looks out the window. “…Let’s just say that I … had a first-hand experience of what they’re being used for.”

“I see,” the Mew says, nodding. “Quite a shocker, don’t you think?” she asks before chuckling.

He frowns at her. “I didn’t find it funny.”

She sighs. “Like it or not, it’s part of our daily life.”

“You could say that the wilds make up a portion of the region’s economy,” the Umbreon comments as he flips to the next page. “To be quite frank, I don’t see why anyone should be upset about it. It’s not like they have a conscience like us.”

“That’s part of the problem,” the Eevee says, glaring at him. “They’re still Pokémon like you.”

“Are they?”

The Mew sighs and shakes her head. “Here we go again…” She frowns at the Eevee. “Best to drop it. Obie and I had this argument before.”

“I’m not just gonna drop it.” The Eevee glares at his notes. “I did my research not to just throw it in the trash.”

“Then answer this one question,” Obie asks. “Why are you so concerned with them?”

“…what?”

He finally looks up from his book, giving the Eevee a calm look. “Shouldn’t you be focusing on returning home? Why concern yourself with something that has nothing to do with you?”

The Eevee glares at him. “It’s just wrong, okay?”

“That’s subjective,” the Umbreon says as he returns to his reading.

The Eevee opens his mouth to protest, but finds himself unable to say a word.

“What you find wrong is fine in another’s point of view,” the Umbreon calmly says.

The Mew sighs and looks at the seething Eevee.

Clenching his eyes shut, he violently shakes his head before jumping off of his seat and walking toward the exit.

“Obie…”

“I didn’t say anything wrong,” the Umbreon says as he flips to the next page.

She sighs and rubs her head.

As the Eevee approaches the open door, he hears voices from outside. He stops by the door, and soon enough, a yellow Shinx and a Cyndaquil walks in the library with a lively conversation going. He steps out—

—and bumps into a fluffy white Vulpix.

“Sorry,” the Eevee grunts as he walks around her.

She blinks and looks over her shoulder. “His scent…”

“Vixie?” the Cyndaquil calls as she steps outside. “What’s up?” she asks as she looks at the retreating Eevee.

Vixie looks at her friend. “Wasn’t he the Eevee we rescued?”

“Really?” the fire-type asks. She cups her paws around her mouth and shouts, “Oi! Hold up!”

But the Eevee has already turned around the corner, walking down the stairs.

“Damn it,” Cindy says as she chases after him. “Get back here!”

“Cindy, wait!” Vixie runs after her as the Shinx walks out of the library.

He looks at his two retreating friends in confusion. “What the heck as gotten into them?”

The Eevee is looking at the many posts on the bulletin board, scanning them, until he finally finds one. He points at it and looks at the Kirlia standing by. “I’ll take that one,” he says with a frown.

She nods. “Of course, but please present your badge first.”

He groans. “Goddamnit.”

“Hey!” the Cyndaquil says, finally catching up to him. “We need to talk.”

He turns to her. “Who are you?”

“Cindy,” the Vulpix says as she stops beside her friend with a frown.

The fire-type turns to her. “He’s the guy, right?”

The white fox looks him up and down, and nods. “Yeah.”

The Eevee arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Am I wanted or something?”

The fire-type points at him. “We rescued you! So pay up!”

He glares at her. “I don’t remember asking you to rescue me,” he counters as the yellow Shinx arrives.

“What’s going on?” the Shinx asks, and blinks at the Eevee. “Wait… I’ve seen you before.”

“You’re probably confusing me with another Eevee.”

“Bullshit,” Cindy says. “We recognize your scent!” She turns to the Vulpix. “Right?”

Vixie frowns at her, but nods regardless as she turns to the Eevee. “We found you being chased by a Sandshrew and a Scyther in Greenleaf Forest.”

“More like getting murdered by them,” the Eevee mumbles under his breath.

“So it WAS you!” the Cyndaquil says. “You owe us!”

“I have no time for this bullshit,” the Eevee growls, turns his back on them and walks toward the exit.

The Cyndaquil runs and stops in front of him, blocking his path. “Not so fast, buster.”

He walks around her, but she grabs his shoulder, stopping him. He glares at her. “Hands off.”

“Make me.” An intense pause. “…Also I have paws, not hands.”

“Okay okay,” Shino says as he grabs her paw and tries but fails to make her let go of him. “Let’s all just calm down.”

“Cindy, please?” Vixie asks as her friend finally let’s go, albeit reluctantly. She smiles an apologetic smile at the glaring Eevee. “Sorry about her.”

“I can’t believe you guys,” Cindy groans, making the Shinx frown at her. She glares at him. “Don’t give me that look. You want the reward money as much as I do.”

“For fuck’s sake, fine!” The Eevee grabs one of his two money pouches from his bag and throws it on the ground. “There! Now leave me alone!” He walks away with angry steps.

The trio stare at the money pouch on the ground, ignorant of the glances they are getting from other Pokémon in the guild.

Cindy picks it up and frowns. “…” She opens Vixie’s bag. “…” She sighs and closes the bag, the pouch still on her paws. “…why do I not want it anymore?”

Vixie frowns at her. “Probably because we don’t deserve it.”

Cindy glares at Shino. “I blame you for this.”

“What the heck? Why me?”

“It’s your fault for making me all lovey-dovey,” she growls, and sighs.

Shino blinks. “I have no idea how to respond to that.”

She hands the pouch to the white Vulpix. “Wanna return this to him?”

She glares at her. “You took it from him, so you return it to him.”

The Cyndaquil groans. “Ugh… I’m not supposed to be like this.” She sighs. “Fine. Let’s go after him.”

“I somehow got the feeling that he wouldn’t like that,” Shino comments.

Minutes later, they catch up to the Eevee after Shino told them where he thinks he is heading.

The Eevee frowns at the trio. “I told you three to leave me alone.”

“Oh, shut,” Cindy glares at him as she hands him the pouch. “Here. Take it back. We don’t want it anymore.”

“Take it to somewhere where wilds can service you.” The Eevee walks around them. “That’s what they are to all of you anyway. Slaves. Tools.”

“Excuse me?” the Cyndaquil growls and glares at the retreating normal-type. “Hey! Get back here!”

As Vixie tries to calm her friend down, Shino sits down, pulls his badge and stares at it. “…slaves, huh?”

“Whatever,” the fire-type says, finally calm enough to be reasoned with. She turns to her friends and groans. “He doesn’t want it, right? So let’s just keep it then.”

“Let’s just return to the guild,” Vixie offers.

Minutes later, the Eevee enters the restaurant and sees the Nickit happily humming to herself as she sweeps the floor with her tail. He looks around and sees barely any customers eating.

“You’re back!” the Nickit says, finally noticing him. She smiles and waves at him, which he halfheartedly returns. “Welcome back. So how did it go?”

He frowns. “I need the badge after all.”

“Oh.” She carefully pulls the badge off of her and hands it to him. “Here you go.”

“Thanks.” He manages a small smile. “Don’t worry, I’m just going to use it to register a mission.”

“Whoa…!” the Nickit says with sparkling eyes. “You’re picking your first mission?” she says as she tails him walking out of the restaurant. “What kind of mission?”

He stops when he realizes she’s following him. He looks at her genuine excited smile, which calms the anger within him, if only slightly. He smiles back. “You remind me of my sister,” he says, chuckling as he pets her head, making her blush and pout a bit. “It’s an exploration mission.”

“Isn’t that the new thing the guild has created or something?”

He nods. “Yeah.” He turns toward the direction of the guild with a frown. “I’m gonna be researching something.”

“That sounds cool.” She says, nodding. “Good luck with your mission!”

He looks at her and chuckles. “I’m not doing it today. Maybe tomorrow.” He pats her head once again. “And I’ll try to get another badge for you.”

She frowns as she tries to fix her messy fur on her head. “But I’m too young to be a member of a rescue team…”

“Maybe.” He winks at her. “But I never read that all members have to go to missions together. Anyway, I better go.”

She nods her head. “Good luck!”

He returns to the guild, presents his badge to the Kirlia, but she rejects her request.

“Why the fuck not?”

“You’re registered as a rescuer, not an explorer.”

“For fuck’s sake,” the Eevee groans as he goes to the registration office.

“You can’t become an explorer yet,” the Bellossom says without looking up from her work.

“And why the fuck not?”

“Language, boy,” the grass-type scolds him. “And you need to be at least Bronze rank to accept explorer missions.”

“Goddamnit,” the Eevee grumbles as he walks out of the office, climbs up the stairs, and returns to his seat in the library.

The Mew chuckles after he explains what he went through in the past hour or two. “That’s how things work, unfortunately,” she says. She then looks at him with a concerned frown. “You’re really invested with the whole wild situation, huh?”

“It’s just wrong and I don’t like it,” he says, planting his face on the table, unaware of three sets of eavesdropping ears.

The Mew sighs. “I agree with you, but it’s just how things are here.” She shakes her head. “Nothing we can do, really. It has already rooted deep into society that we can’t just easily pull it out without facing the large cracks it leaves behind.”

“I feel like it’s also wrong to just leave things as is…”

“Trust me on this,” the Mew says, making the Eevee lift his gaze enough to look at her. “It is not being ignored. It is still a hot debate in the region and there are even rallies going.” She smiles. “There are Pokémon who think the same as you do.” She then winks at him. “Like me!”

He sighs as he stares at his notes. “That’s…a little comforting to hear, at least.”

She floats to his side and puts a reassuring paw on his shoulder. “Like Obie said, maybe you shouldn’t dwell too much on this. After all…” She levitates a form from the desk, startling the blue-ringed Umbreon a bit, and presents it to the Eevee. “Tahdah~”

The Eevee reads it, his interest growing as he continues reading. “Holy shit.”

“I know, right?” she says, and chuckles. “I’m gonna reserve this mission for you, so all you have to do is to rank up to at least Bronze and I’ll assign you this mission directly!”

“Can’t you just do some magic mumbo-jumbo to bump my ranking?”

“Ah ah ah,” she says, booping his nose. “That’s cheating, and besides, even if I wanted to, I don’t have that power.” She smiles. “I’m sure there are rescue missions that you can take that aren’t too difficult.”

“Probably,” he says, smiling at her. “Thanks. I really appreciate the help.”

“No problem! Anyway, I should go help Obie.”

“Alright.” He watches her float away, and once she’s gone, he starts putting his notes in his bag, but stops as a Pokémon sits on a chair beside him and two more opposite of him. He looks at them and frowns. “You guys again.”

“Yep,” Shino says with a smile. “It’s us again.”

“And we couldn’t help but overhear your conversation with that pink floating blob,” Cindy says, smiling as well.

He frowns at her. “You three need to learn to mind your goddamn business.”

“Hear us out, bud,” Shino says as he places his badge on the table. “We’re bronze ranks, see? And we’re curious as to what this secret mission Mew is keeping for you.”

He glares at him. “First off, I’m not your bud, and second, it’s none of your business.”

All his notes in his bag, he closes it, jumps off of his chair and starts to leave.

“Is it about wilds?” Vixie asks with a frown, making him stop. “Because we think the same thing, too.”

“I mean, I don’t really,” Cindy says, ignorant of her two friends glaring at her. “What can I say? They taste great, but,” she shivers, before continuing, “even I can’t stomach eating something like a Machop.”

He looks over his shoulder, glaring at them. “What’s your point?”

Shino smiles a genuine one. “If that mission is about wilds, we want in, too.” He frowns at him. “What you said back there? Us using them as slaves?” He shakes his head. “I at least make sure to take good care of them.”

“You only have one, though,” Cindy points out.

“Hush, you.”

She flashes him a sly smile. “And you take care of them how, exactly?”

He blushes. “Not like that, you sicko!”

“You are losing me here,” the Eevee says, frowning.

Vixie sighs. “What we’re trying to say is that if this mission can help us liberate the use of wilds in the city, then we’re willing to help.” She smiles. “We may still be bronze rank, but four is better than one, right?”

The Eevee sighs. “The mission Mew’s holding for me is not about wilds. It’s about…” he trails off, and shakes his head. “Nevermind. Like I said, it’s none of your business.” He turns to the exit, but doesn’t take a step towards it. “But there is an exploration mission downstairs about wilds that I’m interested to look into.”

“There was?” Shino asks.

He turns back to them. “I can’t accept it for obvious reasons,” he says, showing them his badge. “So if what you said just now really is true, then go accept it and take me with you.” He turns and glares at the busy Umbreon. “It may not be my business, but I just can’t sit here, ignoring what I’ve…seen.”

Shino smiles and turns to his two other friends. “Sounds like we have a new mission, team!”

The Eevee turns to them. “It’s obvious what mission I’m talking about. Let’s meet tomorrow morning at the western gate.” After seeing them nod, he turns and leaves the library.

“Weird guy,” Cindy says. “But he’s not too bad, actually.” She turns to the Vulpix and elbows her. “What do you think?”

She glares at her. “Let’s just register ourselves as explorers and then take the mission.”

“Someone’s excited,” the fire-type teases her. “Can’t wait to see him again?”

“I barely even know him!”

Shino chuckles as he tails behind his two arguing friends.


“I forgot to ask another badge, sorry,” the Eevee says as the Nickit delivers a set of dirty dishes.

She smiles at him. “It’s okay.” She looks down at the pink badge he bought for her from a store while he was on the way back. “You gave me this, and it looks cute,” she looks up to him with a sweet smile. “So thank you!”

“Aww,” the Miltank aww’s as she leans down and hugs her daughter, who nuzzles her back. “You’re so cute, dear.” She lets her go and watches her daughter go out of the kitchen. She then turns to the Eevee, who is grumbling as he washes the dishes. “Thank you, too, dear.”

“I’m not washing these dishes with a thank you as payment,” he grumbles without looking at her.

She chuckles and hugs him from behind, startling him a bit. “I’ve just been too busy with work that I barely have time for my daughter, so thank you. I have not seen her smile like that ever since she became conscious of her actions.”

He blinks as she let’s him go and returns to her cooking.






19. 02 - 06


Waking up early in the morning, the Eevee stretches and quietly leaves the room to not wake the sleeping Nickit up. He walks down the stairs, says his goodbye to the couple, and walks out of the restaurant.

“You sure you don’t want some coffee?”

“No thanks. I don’t really like coffee anyway.”

“Suit yourself.”

Closing the door behind him, a chilly breeze greets him as he walks through the quiet cobblestone streets, the lamp lights repelling the dark veil of the starry early morning sky.

He walks by the merchant’s stall where the Keckleon is fast asleep on a chair.

Minutes later, he sees three figures from the distance, heading towards his direction.

“Didn’t think you’d be here before us,” Shino sighs and hands the grinning fire-type a few gold coins.

“Easy money,” Cindy snickers as she puts them inside her money pouch.

The Vulpix chuckles as the Eevee rolls his eyes. “I don’t think we introduced ourselves yet.”

“I don’t care who you guys are,” the Eevee quickly says. “Let’s just go already.”

“Before that,” Shino says, preventing him from turning around. “You do realize that once we complete this mission, our team will be the ones receiving the reward, right?”

“I don’t care,” the Eevee says as he walks out of the western boundary of the city. “The sooner we get there, the sooner we can start,” he says as he continues walking.

Vixie blinks at the retreating Eevee. “You’re walking there?”

He stops and looks over his shoulder. “Uh, yes? How else are we gonna get there?”

“Teleport?” Vixie replies.

“Nah,” Shino says, shaking his head. “I don’t think he can teleport there yet.” He then grabs his badge.

The Cyndaquil smirks at the Eevee. “Watch and learn, newbie.” She turns to the yellow Shinx.

With a smile, he raises his badge up. “Call, Ariados.”

A beam of light falls down beside him and an Ariados has been summoned, greeting him.

“Hey, bud.” Shino pets its head, the spider letting out an appreciative hiss. “We need you to give us a lift. Hope you don’t mind.”

“Not like it could understand you anyway,” Cindy comments.

“Hush. It’s the thought that counts.”

“Whatever you say, lover boy.”

The Eevee frowns as he watches them hop on the big spider’s back.

“I forgot to buy a harness again,” the Shinx sighs as he looks at the Eevee. “Well? Hop on.”

“Tsk,” the Eevee looks away, conflicted.

The Cyndaquil frowns at him. “What did you say earlier? The sooner we—”

“I know what I said,” he hisses at her. “Fine, whatever.” He ignores their helping paws and hops on the spider’s back by himself, him brushing against the white fox’s back. “I don’t approve of this.”

“Suck it up,” Cindy says as they start moving. “At least we’re not abusing him unlike others.”

“I see no difference,” the Eevee replies back.

“Excuse me?” Cindy growls.

Vixie sighs. “Guys, could you maybe continue your argument later when I’m not in between the two of you?”

“This is gonna be a long day,” Shino whispers to himself, shaking his head.

They spend the rest of the journey in relative silence.

The waking sun’s gentle rays start to poke out of the horizon as they arrive in front of the entrance of the forest. After hopping off of the Ariados, the yellow Shinx pets its head before sending it back.

“Right,” Shino says as he turns to his companions. “Let’s review…”

Vixie pulls out the mission letter from her rescue bag and rolls it open. “Explorer mission,” she reads aloud. “Location, Greenleaf Forest. Mission, investigate the wilds roaming outside the dungeon.”

They look around, but see no other soul in sight.

As the trio continue looking around, the Eevee turns and stares at the entrance’s darkness, recalling his research from yesterday. He sits down and puts a paw on his chin. “Is it possible they use the stairs to leave the dungeon?”

“I don’t think so,” Shino says, turning to him. “Wilds ignore the stairs for some reason.”

“Why do they ignore it?”

He shrugs. “Beats me. They just do.”

The Eevee continues to think, trying to find a connection. “…But let’s say they don’t, what happens?”

“They can leave the dungeon?” Shino offers. “But really, they don’t use it, like, ever. It’s like they’re blind to it.”

“I’ve seen some step on them,” Vixie adds her thoughts. “But nothing really happens to them. They don’t go to the next floor or gets sent out of the dungeon unlike rescuers.”

“Or stupid Pokémon who think they can go through the dungeon without a badge,” Cindy adds.

“Cindy,” Vixie hisses at her.

The Cyndaquil shrugs. “I’m just saying.”

“That reminds me…” Shino blinks at the Eevee. “Why were you inside this forest anyway?”

“That’s not important right now,” he quickly replies.

Cindy snickers. “I rest my case.”

“Hm…” The Eevee looks left, and then right, staring at the line of trees acting like walls of the dungeon. “Is it possible they get out through the gaps between the trees?”

“Nah,” Shino says, shaking his head. “That’s impossible. It’s against the nature of mystery dungeons.”

He looks at the yellow Shinx and arches a non-existent eyebrow. “What the fuck is this ‘nature of mystery dungeon‘ bullshit?”

“He has a very colorful vocabulary, no?”

“Cindy, hush.”

“What? I kinda like it.”

Vixie rolls her eyes. “Of course you would.”

Shino frowns at the Eevee. “Each floor isn’t an endless place. There’s a limit of how big a floor is. It’s much easier in cave-like dungeons, but for forests, it just…” he trails off, and shakes his head. “Maybe it’ll be better if you just try it than me trying to explain it.”

The Eevee frowns at him. “I’m not gonna enter this dungeon and go on another murder spree just to reach the stairs on the third floor.”

The Vulpix blinks at him. “…another?”

“Nah, not what I meant,” the yellow Shinx says with a smile, and points at the trees lining the dungeon. “Try going between the gaps and see for yourself.”

The Eevee sighs and stands up. “Fine.” He walks in between the trees, and despite the darkness, he can see enough to continue walking straight until he sees a bright and wide open space up ahead. He walks out, blinks, and looks at the trio smiling at him. “…the fuck?” He looks over his shoulder.

The trio chuckles.

“See?” Shino says, smiling at the dumbfounded Eevee. “Hard to explain, but that’s what happens if you try going beyond the floor’s boundaries inside, too.”

“What if they fly out?” the Eevee asks.

Shino shrugs. “Haven’t tried. Kinda hard without wings, but it’d be safe to assume that the same would happen.”

“This world is getting bullshitter and bullshitter by the minute,” the Eevee mumbles to himself. He shakes his head, sits down and thinks it over once again.

“I think we broke him,” Cindy says.

“Maybe,” Shino says, turning to his two friends. “Let’s go around the dungeon and see if we find anything.” After receiving their affirmative nods, he continues, “we’ll eventually meet at some point but let’s continue anyway and exchange our findings here.” He turns to the Eevee. “You okay with that?”

“Whatever,” the Eevee sighs as he stands up. “I’ll go this way then.” He turns around and starts walking away.

“Maybe it’ll be better if we go by pairs,” Vixie suggests.

Cindy immediately grabs the startled Shinx. “Dibs.”

The ice-type rolls her eyes. “Fine… I guess I’ll pair up with mister grumpy.”

The group splits up and walk around the dungeon’s treelines.

“Wait up,” Vixie calls after the Eevee, and catches up to him seconds later.

“Hm,” the Eevee hm’s as he looks at the line of trees. “Tell me…”

“Huh?”

The Eevee continues without breaking his gaze on the trees, “Rescuers rescue Pokémon in need, right?”

“Well, yes.” The Vulpix blinks curiously at him. “That’s our job after all.”

The Eevee falls into silence, deep in thought, until, “These Pokémon, the ones you rescue, how or why do they end up in dungeons anyway?”

The Vulpix shakes her head. “I don’t know.”

The Eevee stops and looks at her in disbelief. “You never asked them?”

The Vulpix tilts her head. “I… The thought didn’t really come to us?”

“Not even once?”

The Vulpix shakes her head.

“Tsk.” Eye twitching, he shakes his head and continues walking, the Vulpix tailing him. “An unknown variable…” he mumbles.

“What about you?” Vixie suddenly asks. “How did you end up in this dungeon? On the third floor even.”

“I…” he trails off. “…don’t…” he shakes his head and glares at the trees.

Vixie nods her head. “So maybe they don’t know either.”

“I highly doubt that.”

“Well, you don’t know.”

He stops and glares at her. “You don’t know that either.”

She frowns at him. “Well, tell me then.”

“I…” He throws his glare down on the ground. “I don’t see any reason—”

“Were you a wild?”

He blinks and looks up at her.

“You were looking about wilds in the library, right?” she asks with a concerned frown. “I’ve read one time that wilds can sometimes gain, um, consciousness?”

Consciousness?

She continues: “Sometimes I wonder if that’s why wilds attack one another sometimes.” She sits down, her expression turning into one of concern. “Is that why you hate how other Pokémon treat wilds?”

“…no.” He closes his eyes and shakes his head. “No, I’m not a wild, or was, or ever.” He glares at her, and sighs. “Let’s just continue with the mission.”

The duo continue in silence. They eventually meet with the other pair, continue on their way, and finally regroup in front of the dungeon’s entrance.

“Nothing,” Shino says as the morning sun rising from the horizon.

“Same,” Vixie says. “I wonder if whoever reported this just made a mistake?”

“Maybe,” Cindy says, sitting beside the Shinx and leaning against him. “All I know is that this was a waste of time.”

After nuzzling the back of her head, he turns to the Eevee. “Wanna throw the towel on this one?”

The Eevee says nothing, lost in his thoughts.

“Yo.”

No response.

The Shinx sighs as the Vulpix approaches and pokes him on his shoulder.

“Damnit,” the Eevee mumbles under his breath as he glares at the ice-type. “What?”

“Sorry,” she says, shaking her head. “Wanna head back?”

Standing on all four, the Eevee looks back at the entrance of the forest. He sighs and pulls out his badge. “Yeah, whatever.” He looks at the yellow Shinx. “The eastern gate is closer to the guild than the west one, right?”

“Yeah,” he nods.

“I’m gonna look really stupid if this doesn’t work,” he mumbles under his breath as he raises his badge up. “Return, Tabindagat City, eastern gate.”

A beam of light shot down from the heavens, teleporting the startled Eevee away.

“Rude,” Cindy says as she stands. “What’s with that guy anyway?”

“Who knows,” Shino says as he pulls his badge off, raises it up, and teleports his group back to the city gates.

The trio then head towards the guild, and finds the Eevee waiting for them by the entrance.

He frowns at them. “Took you long enough.”

“Why are you waiting for us anyway?” Cindy asks as they enter the guild. “Our group completed the mission.”

“Congratulations,” the Eevee says with an unimpressed frown.

“Really though,” Shino says, stopping and turning to him. “Why are you following us? The mission’s already over.”

He frowns at him. “Not until you report it.”

Cindy groans.

“Well,” Shino says, frowning. “Do whatever you want, I guess?”

The group head inside the mission room and sit at one of the available tables opposite of an Alakazam.

“Oh, hello,” the psychic-type greets them, and blinks at the Eevee. “I see you got yourself a new member.”

“He’s not—”

“I’m not with them,” the Eevee immediately says.

The Alakazam shrugs. “Well, anyway, you’re here to report.” He accepts the mission letter Vixie hands to him and starts reading it. “Ah, an exploration mission.” He pulls a form from his drawer and looks up at them. “So how did it go?”

“Nothing,” Cindy answers.

Shino frowns. “The four of us went there but didn’t find anything nor any wilds.”

“I see.” The psychic-types starts writing on the form with telekinesis. “That’s quite unfortunate.”

“I have a theory though,” the Eevee suddenly chimes in, gaining their attention.

“Oh?” the Alakazam blinks, smiling. “I find theories really fascinating. Well, do go on.”

“Before that, a question,” the Eevee says. “Your answer will either make or break my theory.”

“Really intriguing,” the Alakazam says. “Ask away.”

“What are you doing?” Cindy asks.

The Eevee ignores her. “Pokémon getting rescued in mystery dungeons. How do they end up there anyway?”

“Curiousity,” the Alakazam quickly answers. “That’s one reason. Abduction as well.”

The Eevee blinks at that.

“Strays from school trips and the like, training gone wrong, ill-prepared rescuers, and there are also some mundane reasons like dares.” The Alakazam smiles. “Have I satisfied you with my answer or should I continue?”

“Er, that was good.” The Eevee shakes his head. “But has there been any who were clueless as to how they got there?”

“Abduction, as I mentioned before, or intoxication.”

The Eevee tilts his head. “…nothing else?”

The Alakazam nods. “As far as my memory goes, no, nothing else.”

The Eevee nods his head. “Right. My theory then is this… Sapience.”

They blink at him.

He continues: “A sapient Pokémon can enter a dungeon, climb the stairs, and exit the dungeon.” He shakes his head. “But in this mission report, wilds were able to get out of a dungeon. How?”

He glances at the white Vulpix, recalling what she has shared, and turns back to the Alakazam.

“Maybe they gained enough sapience but still act like a wild most of the time. Maybe it’ll take a while before they can truly control their, er, wildness, and become like us. Perhaps these, uh, mystery dungeons require only a tiny bit of sapience for its stairs and exits to work.” He takes a breath. “And that’s my theory on the matter.”

“Fascinating,” the Alakazam says, twirling one of his mustaches with his fingers.

The Eevee nods his head. “Whoever reported these incidents must have probably gotten rid of them already, the wilds ran and hid or went back inside the dungeon.”

“Wow,” the Mew says, levitating behind the startled Eevee.

“For fuck’s sake!” He glares at her. “I told you not to do that!”

“Sorry, sorry,” she quickly says, waving her paws at him. “I didn’t mean to, I promise! But, wow… I should write a report about this.” She floats toward the exit, stops by the door and looks back at him. “Come see me in the library later today, okay?”

He blinks, and shrugs. “I might as well.” He walks out of the office.

“Well then,” the Alakazam says with a smile. “Your friend gave us a very fascinating report, wouldn’t you all say?”

“Uh, yeah…” Cindy manages to say.

With a nod, the Alakazam then resumes filling the form. “Good job, today. Your rankings will be updated in a short while.”

“Yeah, uh, thanks,” Shino says with a small smile.

With that done, the trio exit the office, dumbfounded.

Cindy shakes her head. “Well… What now?”

“He’s smart…” Vixie says.

Shino nods in agreement. “I’d like him to join us, to be honest. His attitude could use some work though…”

Smirking, Cindy playfully punches the ice-type’s shoulder. “What’s with that dumbstruck look?”

She glares at her. “We all did.”

“Got me there.”

“It was pretty interesting though,” Shino says. “Wanna check out what they’re discussing?”

Receiving his two friends’ nods, the trio head upstairs and enter the library. They look around, but see no signs of the Eevee anywhere, so they approach the Mew floating by the blue-ringed Umbreon behind the desk.

“Excuse us,” Shino says, catching the Mew’s attention.

“Hm? Oh!” She smiles, recognizing them. “Hello. You were in the office downstairs, too, right?”

The yellow Shinx nods his head. “Yeah. We were wondering if he came by here?”

“Not yet. I hope he comes here soon though, while we’re not busy.”






20. 02 - 07


The high noon sun’s rays pour through the many open windows of the library on the second floor of the large guild building, the beams of light reflecting the tiny diamond-like dust floating in the calm air.

Sitting by the window, an Eevee frowns as he watches the Mew sitting opposite of him to finish arranging her papers.

“So,” he starts, “the guild has a cafeteria.”

“Is that where you went?” the Mew asks as she finishes up her work.

His frown goes further down. “They serve wild meat.”

“Can’t be helped,” the Mew says, shrugging. “Lots of rescuers eat them, too.”

“And some use them as sex slaves,” the Eevee mutters to himself.

The Mew sighs.

The other three say nothing.

The Eevee turns to them. “Why are they here?”

“We just want to listen,” Shino says, smiling at him. “What you said down there? It really got us curious, you know?”

The Mew levitates a pen and paper. “Right. I think we’re good to go.”

The Eevee simply repeats his theory while the Mew writes it down on paper.

“It still has some questions that needs to be answered though,” the Mew comments as she taps the pen on her cheek. “Still, it answers quite a few mysteries about wilds going out of dungeons.”

The Eevee blinks at her. “You’re just going to accept it like that? Just like that?”

She looks at him curiously. “Why…yes?” She tilts her head. “Is there a problem?”

He frowns at her. “I’m just one Eevee, who shared his theory about the matter.” He glares at her. “Shouldn’t you do more research to prove it?”

She frowns at him. “Well, if you put it like that…” She nods. “I suppose you’re right.”

The Eevee closes his eyes and rubs his head, trying to prevent a migrane from happening. “You shouldn’t be so trusting of others. What if all I just told you was wrong all along but everyone else went along with it?”

“Alright, I get it,” the Mew angrily says. She closes her eyes, takes a breath, and sighs. “I was just so happy that one of the first exploration missions I posted was successful and bore a pretty solid lead to understanding the wilds, you know?” She frowns at him.

He shakes his head. “Just handle these with more care, please.”

She rolls her eyes, but nods regardless.

“If I may?” Shino suddenly voices out, catching their attention. “We can also connect his theory to those incidents where wilds suddenly rampage in towns and cities,” Shino adds.

The Eevee blinks. “Ah, right. I heard that’s a thing, too.”

“Where are you from, anyway?” Cindy suddenly asks. “No offence but you seem to not know a lot.”

The Mew looks worried at him.

The Eevee shakes his head. “I’m not from here, obviously.”

“Yeah, we got that,” Vixie says, nodding. “But from where, exactly?”

“Outside the region,” he says, frowning at her. “Can’t we just leave it at that? My origin has nothing to do with her report and it’s really none of your business.”

“Wow, so you’re from another region?” Vixie asks with a smile. “I’ve always wondered what it’s like in other regions.”

“No clue about wilds is one thing,” Cindy comments.

“If you’re really curious,” the Eevee starts, “I can introduce you to an annoying Buizel who said was from another region.”

“Anyway,” the Mew cuts in as she grabs all her papers with her telekinesis. “Thanks again for helping me write this report.”

“All I did was talk, but whatever.”

The Mew chuckles, shakes her head, and waves her paw goodbye as she floats back to the desk where the blue-ringed Umbreon is busy interviewing a Pokemon.

“Well, that was interesting,” Shino says as the Eevee jumps off of his seat. “Hey, you wanna grab something to eat?”

The Eevee arches a non-existent eyebrow at him. “I just ate. And our business is over. We are strangers now.” He walks toward the exit.

“Aw, come on! Don’t be like that,” Shino says as he runs after him. “Look, dude, listen.”

The Eevee groans and stops, frowning at him.

“So uh,” Shino starts as his two companions stand behind him. “We’ve been wondering if you’d like to join our team?”

“There’s a limit of three members per team,” the Eevee immediately says.

“Actually, a team can bring a fourth as a guest member.”

“Isn’t that reserved for escort missions?”

Vixie shakes her head. “What Shino is trying to say is that we’d like it if we could do another mission together.” She smiles at him. “Your thoughts on many things could be very useful, you know?”

“I don’t see the point if only one team gets the credit,” the Eevee says.

“We’re changing that soon, actually,” the Mew suddenly chimes in as she floats toward them. “We’ve realized that it’s getting a bit impractical for one team to handle missions.”

The Eevee frowns a knowing frown at her.

She blinks. “Ah, right…” She sighs and lands beside him, pointing at his colorless badge. “Still, it’s something to think about, wouldn’t you agree?” she asks with a wink.

He sighs, his ears drooping. He looks back at the trio with a frown. “I’ll think about it.”

“Cool,” Shino says, nodding. He looks back at his two friends. “Perhaps a proper introduc…” he trails off as he looks back and sees the Eevee already leaving.

“What is with that guy, anyway?” Cindy asks, frowning. “It’s like he avoids conversations like a plague.”

The Mew chuckles. “He has…his reasons.” She starts to float and smiles apologetically at them. “I wish I could tell you, but I don’t think it’s right for me to do so.”

“We understand,” Shino says.

“No we don’t,” Cindy suddenly says.

Shino glares at her.

Cindy glares back at him. “What?”

The Mew chuckles and floats back to the desk.

The trio then heads back down and sees the Eevee staring up at the missions on one of the boards.

“We should probably leave him alone for now,” Vixie says after stopping her fiery friend from approaching him.

“Hey, guys,” the Growlithe greets them as he and his two teammates approach them.

“Oh, hi, Lithe,” Shino returns the greeting and nods at his two companions. “And friends.”

“Check it out!” the Growlithe proudly presents his silver badge. “We just ranked up! We finally caught up with you!”

“We got sidetracked,” Cindy says. “Like, a lot.”

Shino grins and bumps the Growlithe’s offered paw with his own. “We’ll catch up soon, so don’t slack off!”

“We’ll try not to,” the fire-type replies back, and with a final nod, they head towards the exit.

Cindy turns to the ice-type with a concerned look. “You okay?”

Vixie smiles at her. “A bit, yeah.” She sighs and lightly shakes her head. “It still hurts, but not too much, so I’m okay.” She nuzzles her friend. “Thanks.”

Shino smiles at their exchange, and then his attention shifts to the Eevee. “Looks like he accepted a mission.”

His two friends turn to look.

“He picked a rescue mission,” Vixie says.

“We should pick a mission, too,” Cindy suggests. “Whose turn is it to pick again?”

“It was supposed to be my turn,” Shino says. “But I decided to help our grumpy friend over there, so now it’s your turn, Cindy.”

“Sweet.” She walks toward one of the boards and starts scanning the requests. “And don’t worry, guys. I’m gonna be picking something I’m sure we can handle.”

“Here’s to hoping,” Vixie says.

“Gee, thanks for the vote of confidence.”

Shino chuckles and shakes his head. He blinks and turns, seeing the Eevee standing beside him, looking up at the missions posted on the board. “Oh, hi.”

“Mmm…”

Vixie blinks and looks at them.

Shino tilts his head. “Haven’t you already picked a mission?”

The Eevee points at a mission request. “I’ll pick those two,” the Eevee says, ignoring the Shinx.

The Kirlia registers his request.

“Thanks,” he says after receiving his badge back and the two mission letters. He turns to the two with a frown. “What?”

“Wow,” Shino says in amazement. “Three missions? Are you going to do them in separate days?”

The Eevee closes his eyes and sighs. “Look, it’s really…just mind your business, okay?”

Shino frowns as the Eevee turns and leaves. “Yeah, I figured.”

Vixie looks at the Kirlia. “Is it okay to ask what our, uh, friend, picked?”

The Kirlia smiles and nods. “He picked two mission requests from Greenleaf Forest.”

“Thanks,” Vixie says with a smile.

“So he probably also picked one from that forest, too,” Shino says. “It has three floors, after all.”

“Probably wants to rank up to bronze so he could do exploration missions.”

“Yeah, that makes sense,” Shino nods.

“All the missions here are boring,” Cindy groans, turning to her friends. “Let’s go check another board.”

With a nod, Shino walks after Cindy, leaving behind the ice-type who’s looking at the exit.

“You okay there, Vix?”

She shakes her head as Shino approaches him. “I’m a little worried about him.”

“Sounds like love to me,” Cindy says with a smirk.

Vixie frowns at her. “He ended up badly hurt when we rescued him, remember?”

“That’s a good point.”

“He should be fine though,” Shino says. “He has a badge now.”

“That’s true,” Vixie says with a nod.


“Wow, your very first rescue missions,” the Nickit says as she stares at the request letters.

“You sure you can handle those, kid?”

The Eevee frowns at the Pangoro. “I will handle these.” He places the letters back in his bag. “I kinda have to anyway,” he mumbles under his breath. He shakes his head and looks up at the large Pokémon. “I got tired of washing dishes so I want a change of pace.”

“Fair enough,” the large Pokémon says with a smirk. “But I expect you do a good job tomorrow, you hear?”

“The festival will be in a couple of days from now!” the Nickit says with a wide smile. “We’re gonna be so busy so I hope you can help us!”

The Eevee smirks and ruffles her head. “Stop being cute, you little rascal.”

Blushing lightly, she gives him a soft glare and a pout as she tries to fix the fur on her head.

He chuckles and shakes his head. “And yeah, I’ll help.” He sighs. “Got no choice on the matter anyway.”

The Pangoro laughs as the Eevee exits the establishment and makes a stop at the Keckleon’s stall.

“Ah, your very first official mission,” the Keckleon says as the Eevee browses through his wares on display. He wipes a small tear from his eye. “Time seems to fly so fast. I can still remember that time you looked like death itself.”

“That was literally a few days ago,” the Eevee says with a frown. “Anyway, I’ll take these orbs.”

After the exchange is done, he walks out of the gate and continues on his way towards the forest, the hot afternoon sun shining down on him from up above.

He stops and blinks. “Wait… I’ve been there before, so I can just teleport there.” He grabs his badge and raises it up. “Go, Greenleaf Forest.”

But nothing happens.

He frowns and sticks his badge back on his fur. “I didn’t have my badge back then, I guess…”

Shaking his head, he continues on his way, humming a tune to pass the time as he walks on the earthen path, the short blades of grass swaying and the vibrant green leaves on treetops rustling with the constant cool breeze.

The peacefulness of the scenery is broken as his twitching ears hear the sounds of something approaching him from behind. Blinking, he stops and looks back.

A Scolipede is crawling and stops beside him. “Yo!” the large bug greets him.

“You going somewhere, my dude?” a Charmeleon asks, riding on the large bug’s back.

“Yo, guys!” a Vibrava lands on the Scolipede’s head. “What’s the hold up?”

“Nothing, really,” the Charmeleon says, smiling. “Just wanted to ask if this cutie here wants a ride,” he asks, winking at him.

He frowns at him. “Uh, I’m a guy.”

“I know.”

“Arceus above,” the Scolipede groans. “You’re not planning on doing it behind my back again, are you?”

His frown stretches further down. “You three can leave now,” the Eevee says as he resumes his walk.

“We were just joking!” the Charmeleon hastily says as the Scolipede starts walking as well, matching the normal-type’s pace. “I swear!”

“No one’s buying that, you dork,” the Vibrava says, shaking her head.

“Alright, fine, but I was only offering!” the Charmeleon says. “I wasn’t trying to force it, you know?”

“Just go away,” the Eevee says and sighs.

“That’s probably for the best,” the Scolipede says and starts speeding up. “Sorry.”

“You’re from the city, right?” the Charmeleon yells at the Eevee as the distance between them grows. “Maybe we can hang out sometime?”

The Eevee rolls his eyes and says nothing.

“Sorry about my friend.”

The Eevee jumps and does a weird attacking pose, glaring nervously at the chuckling Vibrava.

“Didn’t mean to scare you.”

He glares at her. “I don’t care, so go away and leave me alone.”

With a nod, the Vibrava buzzes her wings and flies after her two friends in the distance.

The Eevee shakes his head and resumes his walk. “I swear, I’m gonna die from a heart-attack one of these days.”

He eventually reaches the forest with no other incidents. He stares at the darkness of the entrance, sighs, and enters the dungeon.

“Here goes nothing,” he says to himself as he suddenly finds himself in the middle of the forest, surrounded by trees, and another Eevee standing right in front of him.

He quickly tackles it and pins it on the ground.

“Say something!” he yells at the growling Eevee, it trying but failing to escape.

The wild starts to try biting his paws, but he starts slapping it repeatedly, not realizing his sharp nails are drawn, scratching the wild’s face repeatedly, drawing blood.

“Shit,” the Eevee grunts as he takes a few steps back, glaring at the unmoving wild. He shakes his head. “There’s gotta be a…non-violent way to defeat them.”

His ears twitch, and he immediately jumps to a random direction just in time to avoid a sticky string of web landing on the ground.

He quickly turns and glares at the Wurmple crawling down from the tree. “…” He turns around and walks away. “Now where the heck is this Rattata?”

A Seedot falls down from the trees a few paces in front of him. He quickly scratches one of its eyes, turns around and kicks it away.

It gets back up and launches sharp leaves at the retreating Eevee, stabbing his hind legs and his back.

“Gah!” he yelps and collapses on the ground. Hissing, he looks over his shoulder, glaring daggers at the approaching grass-type. Gritting his teeth, he fights through the pain to roll away in time to avoid the sharp leaves thrown at him. “Fuck’s sake,” he grumbles as he stands back up and slowly nears the grass-type in a circular approach, not giving the wild a chance to lock on him. Finally within a paw’s reach, he swipes his paw on its other eye, blinding it completely. “I gave you a chance,” he growls as he knocks the grass-type off of its balance, frowning as it struggles to stand back up.

He looks at his wound, three leaves sticking out of his bleeding fur. Eye twitching, he continues on his search, until he finds a Rattata lying by a bush.

He blinks and approaches it. “Oh, hey, there he is.” Standing beside the sleeping Pokémon, the Eevee grabs his badge and blinks. “What was the command again?” He takes out his handbook from his bag and flips through the pages. “Ah, right.” After returning the book, he points his badge at the Rattata. “Return rescue.”

But nothing happens.

As he stares at his badge in confusion, the Rattata slowly opens its eyes, blinks at the Eevee, and immediately tackles him.

“Oof!”

Thrown back, the Eevee lands on his side. Hissing from the pain, he opens his eyes in time to see the Rattata jumping at him, its razor fang at the ready.

“Shit!”

He rolls away, quickly gets back up and tackles the Rattata. The wild dodges, opens its maw and bites the Eevee’s paw. Pain instantly shots up to his brain, making him scream. Wave after wave of pain assault his mind as he tries to claw the Rattata gnawing at his bloody paw. Gritting his teeth, his vision darkening, he quickly pulls out an orb and slams it on the ground, breaking it, making the Rattata freeze in place.

“Shit,” he falls on the ground, shivering from too much pain, looking through blurry vision at his bloody severed paw. “I…I can’t…” Through hazy, darkening vision, he slowly shifts his gaze at the paralyzed rat, and at this bloody paw still in its maw.

He falls unconscious as a spark of light erupts from his badge lying on the grassy ground near him. As if manipulated by some unseen force, the badge slowly hovers in the air and approaches the rescuer’s unconscious body, its smooth and reflective surface shining brightly. As the badge hovers in front of him, his body is suddenly encased in a white aura, as if protecting him.

The badge then fires a beam of light towards the heavens.


“Okay, let’s try this again,” Cindy says as she and the others walk out from the cafeteria, leading them back to the mission boards. “There’s bound to be new mission requests posted now.”

“I sure hope so,” Shino says with a smile as they stop in front of a board. He frowns. “Really?” He turns to the Cyndaquil. “Catching a criminal again?”

“Relax,” she says. “I’m just looking.” She goes to the next board. “Eh, rescuing other rescue teams?” She shakes her head as a Kirlia pins a new mission request on it.

Vixie blinks at it as Shino follows the fire-type.

“Oh, this is interesting,” Cindy says.

“What is it?” the electric-type asks.

She points at one mission in particular. “That. Someone is asking an explorer to go explore a rumored dungeon.”

“Really?” Shino says as he starts reading it. “Huh…”

“Guys,” Vixie calls with a frown, her gaze still on the newly-pinned mission.

“Vixie, not there,” Cindy yells back. “I found something interesting. Come see.”

Vixie looks back at them with a frown. “…I found something concerning.”

“That doesn’t sound good,” Shino says, blinking, and turning to Cindy. “Let’s check it out.”

Shrugging, the two approach the ice-type.

“What’s up?” Cindy asks.

Vixie points at the mission.

Her two friends read it.

Cindy chuckles. “I guess it was too much for him to handle, huh?” She sighs as she lets the Kirlia register the mission to their team. “I bet our third mission will revolve around him.”

“Fifty pokes,” Shino says with a grin as he and his team head towards the exit.

The fire-type smirks at him. “You’re on.”

Vixie rolls her eyes and shakes her head.
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Darkness.

Everywhere you look, there’s only darkness.

And nothing else.

Nothing is here.

Nothing but the darkness.

Always dormant, and forever quiet.

…

…

…

But then…

…a ripple. Of some sort.

And then…

…a dot…of light.

A voice. Was that a voice just now?

What even is a voice?

And that light. It’s tiny and dim existence manages to pierce through the thickness of the darkness.

Another ripple.

From the spec of light.

Something echoes from it.

It’s that voice again.

But it’s barely audible.

Almost nothing, as if nothing.

But it is there.

What is it saying?

The light is dimming.

Where is it going?

The ripples start to lessen.

The light continues to dim.

…until…

Everything returns to the way it always has.

Darkness.

And nothing else.
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As consciousness returns to him, the Eevee lets out a frustrated sigh as he slowly opens his eyes, glaring at the familiar white ceiling of the recovery room.

“…shit,” he grumbles.

A laugh resonates in the room, coming from the Pangoro who is seated on a small chair beside the bed. “Things went south, huh?”

He turns his gaze towards the window, staring at the city under the late afternoon sunlight. “…thanks for the rescue, I guess…”

“You’re thanking the wrong Pokémon, kid,” the Pangoro says. “A Shinx came by the restaurant this morning and told me his team will be rescuing you, so here I am, just to make sure it really was you.” He scratches his neck. “Word of advice, kid… A dungeon’s difficulty is measured with a team of three in mind, so you should accept missions below Bronze rank if you continue being a ‘one ‘mon team’.”

The Eevee says nothing.

The Pangoro shakes his head and stands up. “Well, I’m heading back to the restaurant. You still have the rest of the day off, so do whatever you want. Which reminds me…” He fishes out a key and hands it to the curious Eevee. “I got the key of the front door duplicated in case you want to return late at night.” He smirks at him. “I don’t want to be up all night just to wait for you.”

The Eevee sighs as he pushes himself into a sitting position. “Thanks.”

With a nod, the Pangoro turns around and heads toward the open doorway of the room.

A frown graces the Eevee’s features as he slowly lifts up his bandaged paw, and mentally thanks the stars that he’s not amputated anymore. That would’ve sucked. His frown goes further down as he slowly comes to terms that, perhaps, wilds can’t be reasoned with.

A blink.

“Wait.”

“Hm?” the Pangoro stops just as he exits the room. He turns back and blinks a curious blink at the Eevee. “What’s up, kid?” He smirks at him. “Don’t tell me you want me to give you a goodbye kiss on the head.”

He glares at him. “Hell no.”

The Pangoro laughs as he enters the room once again and approaches the bed where the normal-type is lying on. “What is it then?”

How does he ask this without sounding so invasive? Wait. Why does he care? He looks up at him and asks, “Where did Plu come from?” He quickly glares at him as a grin slowly forms on the tall Pokémon’s face. “And don’t give me that bullshit.”

The Pangoro lets out a chuckle as he scratches his head. “Well, we adopted her.” He blinks at him. “Why the sudden question, kid?”

“I just suddenly remembered what your wife had said.”

The Pangoro says nothing.

The Eevee sighs, his ears drooping. “Slip of the tongue, maybe?” He turns his gaze to the outside world through the windows. “But you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” He shrugs. “It’s honestly not my business anyway.”

The Pangoro takes a deep breath and sighs, carefully sitting back down on the small chair beside the bed. “It’s…not really a story I like sharing, kid.” He looks around, and sees that the only other soul in the room is the Chimecho who is busy reading a book behind her desk. Another sigh escapes him as he looks back at the Eevee. “But, well, I guess I can tell you the short version.”

He frowns at him. “Again, you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

He dismisses it with a wave of a hand. “Nah, it’s fine, kid.” He smiles at him. “I feel like you deserve to know anyway, because…” he trails off, and shakes his head. “Nah, nevermind.”

He curiously blinks at him.

The Pangoro takes a breath. “Anyway, Plu is…” A pause. “Well, Plu was a wild.”

The Eevee blinks.

The Pangoro continues: “My team and I were in a dungeon one day, and we saw her being chased by other wilds. We at first thought she needed rescue, so we took down her pursuers.” He frowns. “Imagine our surprise when she started attacking us. We quickly realized she was a wild as well.” He sighs. “Before I could deliver the finishing blow, she…spoke.” He frowns at him. “Wilds don’t talk. They never do.”

Silence.

“What did she say?” the Eevee asks

The larger Pokémon pauses for a bit, and then replies, “‘Please don’t,’ is what she said.”

Silence once again.

The Pangoro breaks it with a sigh. “I told her to join me. Thankfully, she did.” A soft smile. “And thankfully, Sarah was okay for us to have her as our own.”

A sad sigh escapes him as he looks out the window.

“The first year that we had her was tough. She was still wild, after all. She barely knows how things work, and oftentimes she randomly attacks us and destroys things with little to no warning.”

He chuckles and shakes his head.

“We had to close the restaurant a lot, and I had to work extra hard in the guild just to get by, because back then, we still haven’t paid the place in full yet, and we need to replace the chairs and tables and even the walls, too.”

He frowns at him.

“Sarah endured the most of it, but she stayed strong.” He smiles. “And it made me strong as well. And in the end…” His smile grows. “We were able to send her to school.” He shakes his head. “She can’t seem to overcome her shyness though.”

He slowly extends a hand towards the Eevee and places it on his furry head.

He still has the same smile, yet it gives off a gentler and a more fatherly feel. “That is until you showed up.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes and pushes his hand off of his head. “I did nothing,” he says with a frown.

He smirks at him. “Well, that’s the story.”

The Eevee nods. “Thanks for sharing it, I suppose.”

“Anyway,” the Pangoro says as he stands up and stretches. “I’m going back to the restaurant. You rest up for now, or something.”

“I’m curious about one other thing though.”

“Well, spill.”

The Eevee tilts his head slightly. “You mentioned Plu attending school, but she doesn’t seem to attend anymore?”

The Pangoro chuckles. “It’s still spring break, kid. Classes start a week after the festival.”

“Ah.”

He smiles down at him. “Does the curious Eevee have anymore questions?”

He frowns at him. “No. You can shoo now.”

The Pangoro laughs. “I’ll be heading back now.” He points at the key on his paw. “Don’t lose that, by the way.” He nods a goodbye before turning and walking out of the room.

With a sigh, the Eevee grabs his rescuer bag sitting on the bed beside him and puts the key inside. Closing the bag, he frowns at the bandages on his paw.

He closes his eyes, sighs, and slowly falls back down on the bed.

His ears twitch to the sounds of footsteps. He turns and stares at an Audino carrying an injured and unconscious Sunkern on her arms, and carefully placing the grass-type on one of the available beds in the room.

He lets out another sigh as he closes his eyes and places his good paw over it. “I need to stop waking up in this place.”

A white dot in the darkness.

He puts his good paw back on the bed as he blinks at the ceiling, blinking at the recollection. “…hm.”


A large beam of light falls down from the heavens and lands outside the eastern gate of the city. The light quickly disappears, leaving behind three Pokémon.

“That was boring,” Cindy groans as she and her two companions head towards the guild.

“Can’t be helped,” Shino says. “His missions were in GreenLeaf.”

The Cyndaquil sighs. “Well at least we get points out of it.”

The trio walk up the steps and enter the large guild building. As the two converse with one another, the Vulpix lagging behind them stops and blinks at the Eevee slowly walking down the stairs with one injured paw lifted up.

Frowning, she looks back at her two friends but see them already far ahead, with a number of Pokémon walking to and fro in between. Sighing, she walks up the stairs and stops beside the grumbling normal-type.

“Need a paw?”

He stops and throws a glare at her. “Hah hah. Funny.”

She frowns at him. “I wasn’t joking.”

“Could’ve fooled me.” He sighs as he continues on his slow descent. “Just…leave me alone.”

“You’re very weird, you know that?”

“I’ve heard worse.” Another careful step down.

“Look, just let me help you.”

“Why?” Another step.

She closes her eyes and sighs. “Because you need help.”

“I don’t want your help.”

“Wants and needs are different.”

His eye twitches. “And I don’t give a—” he slips and yelps.

A beam of ice hits the steps below him, forming a slide down towards the ground floor. He slides on it, shivering from the sudden cold contact and quickly slides to a stop on the ground floor, ignoring the many curious gazes he has gathered. He sighs as he slowly stands back up on three good paws, his ears and tail drooping as the ice slide behind him breaks into tiny powders of snow piling on the steps.

The frowning white Vulpix steps down and opens her mouth to—

“T-thanks,” the Eevee quietly says as he starts walking.

She blinks at him. “Uh, you’re welcome.”

“Vixie!”

Startled, she turns around and sees her two friends approaching her with big grins on their faces while a random Vanillite starts eating the powdery snow on the stairs.

“Guess what?” Cindy asks as the two stand in front of their friend. “We’re half-way towards Silver!”

“Oh?” Vixie smiles a small and awkward smile. “That’s great, I think?”

“Where were you anyway?” Shino asks, blinking.

“Yeah, I was curious about that,” the fire-type says, nodding. And then she grins and playfully punches the ice-type’s shoulder. “Did you pay mister grumpy a visit?”

Vixie rolls her eyes. “Yeah. He said we should leave him alone.”

“Wait, for real?”

Vixie chuckles. “No. He’s…well, not in the room anymore.”

“Again?” Cindy groans. “This is the second time he’s disappeared after we rescued his sorry butt.”

“Well at least us rescuing him added points to our rank this time,” Shino says.

“True, I guess,” Cindy says and sighs. “I’ll never understand that guy.”

“Yeah…” Vixie says quietly as they head towards the exit.


“You look like shit,” the Bellossom says without looking up at him.

“Yeah, I noticed,” the Eevee replies with a frown. He lets out a sigh. “So about this training thing you told me before…”

“It’s down the hall,” she quickly answers him.

With a nod of thanks, the Eevee slowly leaves the room and walks through the hallway, and sees a large dojo sign above the door on the very end of the hallway. He pushes the door open and enters a very quiet room. The door slowly closing behind him, he looks around and sees a desk with a sleeping and drooling Keldeo behind it.

But what catches his attention the most is a large and dark hole on the other end of the room.

He squints his eyes at it. “Wait… Is that an entrance to a dungeon?”

“Buh?” the Keldeo quickly snaps his head up, and wipes the drool off of his mouth. “I’m not asleep! I swear!” He blinks at the startled Eevee. “Oh, uh, hi!” He smiles as he nonchalantly brushes his tail on the desk, wiping his drool off of it. “Are you here to do some training?”

“Er, not exactly.”

The large quadruped frowns at him. “Really? Then why are you here?”

“I wanted to make an appointment if that’s okay?”

“Ah,” the Keldeo smiles, and nods. “Make a schedule for your team’s training day?” He shrugs. “Sure!” He opens a drawer and pulls out a form. “When do you want it?” he asks as he grabs a pen.

“Tomorrow,” the Eevee replies as he sits down. He lifts his bandaged paw up and frowns at it. “I think I’ll be completely healed by then.”

The Keldeo looks at him and winces. “That looks like a nasty injury.”

He sighs and carefully puts it back down.

“Oh, and where are your team members?”

The Eevee looks up at him. “I don’t have any.”

The Keldeo frowns at him. “Huh…” He looks down at the form and continues filling it. “It’ll be tough to do missions alone, but you do you, I suppose. I’m going to check your team’s…” He blinks. “Er, I mean your performance later and decide what dungeon’s a good place for you to train.” He looks back at him with a supportive smile. “Anyway, I need your…team’s name, please.”


“Training, huh?” the Pangoro says as he wipes a table. “Sounds like a good idea to me.”

The Eevee says nothing as slowly removes the bandages around his paw.

“But if you ask me, it’ll be better if you find team members, or join another team.”

“I don’t want to do either of those,” the Eevee says and frowns at his paw. It’s healed at least, but missing a lot of fur, exposing the skin. It still hurts a bit, but he can still move it and feel from it, too. How they attached it back will be a mystery to him, and he’s uncertain if he wants to know or not. Sometimes innocence is bliss, he thinks to himself.

The Nickit walks out of the kitchen and gives the Eevee a drink.

He smiles at her. “Thanks, Plu.”

She frowns at him as he carefully grabs the bowl with both his paws. “You should be more careful,” she scolds him with a pout.

He sighs, his ears drooping. “Yeah, I know…”

“And tomorrow?” the Pangoro asks, scratching his head.

The Eevee turns to him and nods. “Yeah, tomorrow. Why…oh, right.” He shakes his head and frowns at him. “First off, I still did not sign up to be your dishwasher.”

The Pangoro chuckles as he scratches his head.

“And second, the sooner I get strong enough to properly fend for myself, the sooner I can become Bronze.”

“I still think you should recruit more members or join another team.”

The Eevee shakes his head as he heads toward the stairs.

The Pangoro and the Nickit watches him go, and then share a look.
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“According to your record,” the Keldeo says as he frowns at the Eevee sitting opposite of him. “You have no successful missions yet, and you failed your very first attempt, dropping your rank to the negative.”

The rank can go down to the negatives? The Eevee blinks. “…huh.”

“And that you have no other team members,” the Keldeo says. “I don’t suppose I can persuade you in joining other rescue teams?”

“No,” the Eevee quickly answers with a frown.

The Keldeo sighs. “It was worth a shot.” He shrugs and walks toward the large and dark hole on one of the walls of the room. Standing by it, he turns and gestures at the Eevee to come closer. “This here’s the entrance to the training dungeon,” the Keldeo explains. “It’s dormant at the moment,” he adds as he taps the solid darkness, as if the whole entrance is merely just a mural.

Out of curiosity, the Eevee tries it out as well, and blinks as he wipes his paw on it. “Huh…”

The Keldeo smiles. “See? Dormant. But it should activate once you tap your badge on it.”

“…another bullshit mechanic this world has,” the Eevee mumbles to himself. “I’m starting to feel like I’m in one of those isekai anime or something…”

The Keldeo blinks a curious blink at him. He shakes his head. “Anyway, the guild controls this dungeon, so don’t worry if things turn bad in there.” He smiles at the Eevee. “The difficulty is based on your rank, but I took extra measure to make it easier for you.”

“I’m not sure if I should be offended or if I should be appreciative.” He then recalls what the Pangoro has told him, and shakes his head. “Probably the latter, I guess…” he says and sighs.

The Keldeo chuckles as the Eevee taps his badge on the dormant entrance of the mystery dungeon. The darkness ripples from the touch, as though it is a still lake creating soft ripples from a leaf that landed gently on its watery surface.

“The training dungeon’s total number of floors depends on the number of members in your team,” the Keldeo explains. “In your case, it’ll only have one floor.”

“Right,” the Eevee says with a nod as he tries tapping the entrance, and sees his paw going through the darkness. He takes a breath. “Here goes nothing,” he says as he steps through the veil.

“Good luck,” the Keldeo says, watching the smaller Pokemon disappear through the entrance of the dungeon. He frowns, and shakes his head. “I wonder if all Eevees are lonesome in nature, or if it’s just him.”

A certain blue-ringed Umbreon flashes in his mind, and he chuckles.

“Yeah, definitely all Eevees.”


The bright sun’s morning rays fall down on the green plain, with tall bushes bordering the room the Eevee’s in.

He arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Okay, now this place looks unnatural,” he says as he looks up. “And is that even the sun?”

He shakes his head as he walks toward the narrow path leading towards another room-like clearing, where an Sunkern is hopping around. Noticing the Eevee, it quickly hops toward him, ready to attack.

He easily slaps a paw at it, knocking it out immediately. He frowns and continues on.

A few minutes later, he emerges from the dungeon and frowns at the startled Keldeo sitting behind his desk.

“Wow,” the larger Pokemon says, blinking at him. “That was fast.”

“I feel like you toned down the difficulty a bit too much,” the Eevee says, glaring at him. “I breathe in front of the wilds and they drop dead.” He blinks. “That reminds me… I haven’t brushed my teeth since I got here,” he mumbles to himself as the Keldeo writes on a form.

“Well,” the water-type starts, smiling at him. “The good news is that the dungeon’s difficulty goes up since you’ve completed your first run.”

“I see,” the Eevee says. “So do I just enter or do I need to tap my badge on it again?”

“It’s currently active, so just head back inside.”

The Eevee nods his head, goes back inside the dungeon, and finds his surroundings the same as the previous one, and sees a Seedot by the bushes, blinking at him.

He rolls his eyes. “Ah, my arch nemesis,” he says with a frown as he sees three floating leaves start to revolve around the grass-type. He steps aside to dodge the kinda-fast-but-also-kinda-slow attack with relative ease, blinking. “Is it just me, or was that slower?”

Pushing the question aside for the time being, he dashes toward the defenseless Seedot and tackles it, sending it flying towards the bushes.

“Difficulty’s still a bit easy it seems,” the Eevee says as the Seedot collapses on the ground.

Frowning, he continues on and sees a Hoothoot in the next room. The wild quickly jumps into the air and glides toward him, its razor talons ready to strike him. He steps aside and swipes his paw at the bird as it glides by, knocking it out immediately. Unsatisfied with the difficulty, he rushes through the dungeon and steps on the stairs with a frown.

“Still find it easy, huh?” the Keldeo asks with an amused smile.

“If only that forest was as easy as this one,” the Eevee sighs as he turns around. “I’m going back.”

“Good luck,” the Keldeo calls after him.

The Eevee finds himself in the same identical dungeon once again, with no wilds in the room he’s in. He walks through the hallway-like path and reaches the next room-like clearing, where a Vulpix turns around and blinks at him.

He blinks back at it. “Huh.”

The wild quickly breathes out fumes of fire towards him.

Startled, the Eevee quickly jumps out of the way. “Shit, okay,” he mumbles as he glares at the Vulpix. “Now this is more like it, but fuck,” he says as another stream of flames fly towards him. He grits his teeth as he jumps out of the way. “How the heck am I going to handle this?”

He jumps out of the way from another fire attack, and blinks when the Vulpix suddenly disappears. His ears twitch to rapid footsteps, and he turns just in time to see the Vulpix reappearing beside him, and tackling him.

“Oof!”

Landing on all four, he glares at the inhaling fire-type.

“Shit.”

He jumps out of the way from the fiery attack and continues his sprint, circling around the Vulpix, slowly getting himself closer to it.

‘Once I’m close enough,‘ he thinks as he continues circling around the wild. ‘I’ll give it a taste of its own medi—!’

The Vulpix burns its entire body and releases a wave of fire from all directions.

Startled, he uses his speed and momentum to run as far away from the approaching wall of flames. The Vulpix suddenly appears right in front of him, unintentionally tackling the fire-type.

“Gah!” he winces as he takes a few steps back and rubs his aching head with a paw.

The Vulpix stands back up on all four and stares at him.

Taking this chance, he quickly tackles the fire-type once again and repeatedly swipes his paws at it, but stops a few moments later.

Frowning, he wipes his bloody paws on the grassy ground, his gaze on the bloody Vulpix.

“…”

Closing his eyes, he shakes his head and turns around—

A Machop punches him square in the face, sending him flying.


The Keldeo looks up from his book just as the dungeon’s entrance start to ripple. Seconds later, a bruised and bloody Eevee emerges from it. He holds his breath as the Eevee slowly approaches him.

Now standing in front of the frozen water-type, the Eevee looks up at him with a frown. “I don’t suppose you have a towel?”

He starts to sweat, his gaze locked on the thick red blood slowly rolling down the Eevee’s face. It clings to one strand of brown fur, falls and makes a splat on the floor.

The Keldeo blacks out.
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“And there you go,” the Chimecho says with a soft smile.

The Eevee sighs as he gently rubs the newly-applied bandages on him. “Thanks.”

“It’s no problem, but do be more careful next time.” She chuckles. “You’re starting to become a regular here.”

“Yeah, I noticed,” he says as he slides off of the bed.

The Chimecho frowns as she floats in front of him, stopping him. “You need to get more rest.”

“I’m going to the library.”

“Do you swear it?”

He frowns at her.

She sighs. “Alright. I honestly can’t stop you anyway.” She then floats toward another bed where an unconscious Keldeo is lying on.

The Eevee walks out of the room—

“Oh, hey! Look who it is!” Shino suddenly exclaims as soon as he gets on the second floor, smiling a wide smile at the frowning Eevee. He looks over his shoulder. “It’s mister grumpy!”

“Really?” Cindy asks as she and Vixie reaches the second floor. She frowns at him. “It really is him.”

He ignores them and heads toward the library.

“Aw, don’t be like that!” Shino says as he catches up to him. “I feel like it’s about time we introduce ourselves, don’t you think?”

“We already know his name anyway,” Cindy says as the four stand a few paces outside the library’s open door.

The Eevee stops and looks at them with an arched non-existent eyebrow, but then remembers how rescue mission requests work. “Fuck,” he grumbles under his breath. “Leave me alone.”

“I’m Shino,” the yellow Shinx suddenly says, smirking at him. He then introduces his two companions. “This is Cindy and this is Vixie.”

“And I don’t care,” the Eevee says as he walks and enters the library.

Vixie sighs. “He really doesn’t like us.”

“Yeah, and water is wet,” Cindy says, ‘rolling’ her eyes.

“He’ll turn around eventually,” Shino says, winking at them, and then smiling slyly at the ice-type. “And who knows? Maybe he’ll end up with you.”

“I’d have better luck asking Lithe if he’s into polygamy.”

Cindy erupts into laughter.

The Mew suddenly floats outside the library’s door and glares at the trio. “Sshhh…!”

“Sorry,” the fire-type mumbles her apology.

Nodding, the Mew floats back inside and settles on her desk.

Shino looks back at his two friends. “Well anyway, let’s go do some research on this new dungeon we’re about to head into.”

Receiving their nods, the trio enter the library and start looking for the proper books they need. As they go to search from separate shelves, the Eevee pulls out a book and settles on his usual spot by the window.

The blue-ringed Umbreon looks up from his book to look at the Eevee settling on the chair opposite of him. He nods and returns to his reading.

The Eevee nods back before opening the book. “Right,” he mumbles to himself as he scans the table of contents. “Let’s see what this Eevee can do.” He blinks as he realizes something. He looks up at the calm Umbreon. He shakes his head and returns to his book. “Nevermind.”

“Do you need something?” the Umbreon calmly asks as he flips to the next page.

The Eevee says nothing as he finds the page number of what he’s looking for. He flips through the pages until he reaches the correct page number, and starts reading.

The seconds turn to a minute.

The chair beside him moves.

“Hope you don’t mind,” Shino quietly says as he settles on the chair beside the Eevee, the Cyndaquil sitting beside the Shinx and the Vulpix sitting opposite of the fire-type, an empty seat between her and the dark-type.

The Eevee grunts as he flips to the next page.

Chuckling quietly, Shino shakes his head and smiles at his two companions. “Right. Let’s begin our research.”

“You two can do that,” Cindy says as she opens her book.

Shino frowns at her. “What are you even reading anyway?”

“The Adventures of The Unlucky Snivy,” Cindy says with an excited smile as she flips through the pages. “I’m on chapter seventeen already.”

Shino and Vixie share an amused look before they each open their books to do research.

“The sequel just arrive,” the Umbreon suddenly says without breaking his gaze from his book.

“For real?” Cindy asks, her smile widening. “Shit! His misadventures continue!”

“Didn’t think you were into reading,” Shino says, smiling at her.

“Oh, hush,” Cindy says, waving a paw at him. “I’m gonna read now. Don’t interrupt me unless it’s something important.”

“Can I get a nuzzle first before I lose you in that book?”

“No. Maybe later.”

Vixie rolls her eyes in amusement as Shino frowns in disappointment.

The Eevee closes his eyes and quietly sighs. He reopens them and shifts his gaze to the outside world through the window.

“Something wrong?” Shino suddenly asks.

Looking up from her book, Vixie blinks at the Eevee, looking melancholic.

The Eevee closes his eyes again and shakes his head. “It’s…” He reopens his eyes, frowns, and returns his focus on his book. “…none of your business.”

Shino and Vixie share a look of concern.

“Obie,” Mew suddenly calls as she floats near them. “Someone’s here to see you.”

“Tell them I’m on break,” the Umbreon calmly replies as he readjusts his glasses.

The Mew sighs as she floats back.

Seconds become a minute.

The Umbreon closes his eyes, closes his book, and sighs. He grabs the book and quietly walks toward the desk.

Cindy snickers quietly, shakes her head, and continues reading.

Shino looks at her with a soft smile.

“I found something,” Vixie suddenly says, turning the book towards the electric-type.

“Oh?” the yellow Shinx says as he pulls her book closer to him. “Let’s see here…”

“Hm… This sounds like Swift…” the Eevee mumbles to himself.

Vixie blinks at looks at him.

The Eevee leans back on his chair and puts a paw on his chin, deep in thought. “That could work.” He leans back towards his book and continues reading. “And this one seems to describe Shadow Ball… Now how can I do those…?”

“Hey,” Vixie suddenly calls, and sees the Eevee’s ears twitch. “Are you maybe trying to learn attacks?”

He looks up and frowns at her. “Mind your own business.”

Vixie rolls her eyes. “Gee, sorry for trying to help.”

“I never asked for it.”

“You don’t need to,” she says, frowning at him.

Shino looks up at her, blinking. He turns to the Eevee, and then back to his friend. “Uh, what’s going on?”

The Eevee slams his book shut, startling the fire-type.

“Sshhh!” Cindy shushes him before returning to her book.

Vixie sighs as the Eevee grabs his book, jumps off of his chair, and leaves.

“Sorry,” the ice-type mumbles to the curious electric-type. “He kinda ticked me off.”

Shino frowns. “Not surprising.”

She sighs. “Let’s just go back to our research.”

He nods his head and returns his attention back to the book.


The Eevee glares at the trunk of a tree a few paces in front of him.

“Focus,” he whispers to himself. “Focus…”

A cool breeze brushes against the treetop, rustling the fresh green leaves on the tree’s many branches.

“…how the fuck am I suppose to know I’m focused?”

“What exactly are you doing anyway?” the Pangoro asks as he steps out of the kitchen’s back door.

“I’m focusing,” the Eevee mumbles.

The large Pokemon scratches his head. “Uh, doesn’t look like you are.”

The Eevee sighs as the Nickit pushes the door open and walks out to the backyard.

“Dad, mom wants you back,” the little dark-type calls.

“Right, right. Be right there,” the Pangoro says as he walks back inside.

The Nickit approaches the Eevee, who’s glaring at the tree once again. “Are you doing this training thing you and dad were talking about last night?”

The Eevee says as he sits down on the grassy lawn. “Yeah.”

“Wow, really?” she asks, eyes sparkling. “Cool! So what are you training about?” She blinks. “Or what are you trying to train? Is that right?”

The Eevee chuckles and smiles at the confused dark-type. He approaches her and ruffles her furry head. “Stop being cute, damn it.”

She bats his paw away and gives him a pouty look.

He chuckles, looks back at the tree, and sighs. “…I keep getting my a—er, my butt kicked in dungeons.”

She frowns at him.

He continues: “I’m…trying to learn how to use some new moves that an Eevee, I mean that I can do.”

“Being a rescuer is tough?”

He shrugs. “I mean, I only became one so I can have that,” he says, gesturing at his rescuer bag by the tarped wagon. “But I need to rank up to explore a certain dungeon.”

The Nickit blinks blankly, but nods anyway. “Um, so what moves are you trying to know?”

“Eevees can only know a small number of ranged moves.”

“Ranged moves?”

“I mean, attack enemies from far away.”

“Oh,” the Nickit says, nodding. “So like a big beam of light that goes kaBOOM!”

The Eevee blinks at her. “Er, yeah.” He shivers violently, hoping against all hope that he won’t be facing a Hyper Beam anytime soon. He quickly approaches the wagon and taps its wooden surface three times.

“So what kind of attack are you training for?” she asks, absentmindedly sweeping the ground behind her with her long tail.

“Swift,” the Eevee immediately replies. “Its shaped like a star that, according to the book, you summon by focusing your energy outside your body.”

“Stars?” the Nickit asks, tilting her head. She then clenches her eyes shut, and suddenly, a white and star-shaped energy formed in front of her. She reopens her eyes and looks at the shocked Eevee. “You mean like this?” she asks as she taps the hovering star in front of her.

“Holy shit,” the Eevee mumbles to himself as he approaches and taps the star, feeling the star-shaped energy’s warmth as he slowly slides his paw on its solid and smooth surface. “How’d you do it?”

The Nickit shakes her head as the star slowly fades. “I dunno. I just know, you know?”

“Can you, um…” His ears droop as he looks away. “Uh, can you teach me?”

She blinks, and frowns. “I dunno if I can…” She sits down and scratches her head. “I mean, all I did was call it.”

He blinks. “I…don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Plu, dear,” the Miltank calls as she opens the door. “Would you mind coming back to help us, dear?”

The Nickit smiles at her. “I’m coming, ma!” She shifts her smile at the Eevee as the Miltank closes the door. “I’m sure you can do it, too! I mean,” her smile falters as she looks away. “I-if I can do it, so can you, right?”

“At least give me a hint.”

She frowns at him. “I don’t really know what to tell you. Well… Maybe it has something to do with this energy thing you said earlier?” She shakes her head. “I just, well, force something out of me, and like, I tell it to come out.” She blushes and looks away. “Does… Does that make sense?”

He mentally kicks the lewd thoughts out of his mind as he smiles and pats her head. “I think I can work with that.”

“Really?” she asks, eyes twinkling like stars.

He chuckles as he playfully shoves her towards the door. “Now shoo. Go be a cute waitress.”

With a pout, she sticks her tongue out at him as she runs back inside the building.

He sighs and looks back at the tree. “…fuck.”

He closes his eyes and mentally forms a star in his mind.

“Okay…” He takes a deep breath, and exhales through his nostrils. “Okay… Feel the flow, or whatever that fire-guy’s uncle said in that one episode.”

Breath in, and out. In and out.

He’s starting to feel light-headed.

Sighing in disappointment, he reopens his eyes and blinks at the tiny white dot floating in front of him. He carefully touches it with his paw, and feels its soft warmth slowly fading as it fades away.

“…huh.” He smiles. “I’m not so useless after all.”

He sits down, closes his eyes, and starts breathing in and out.

A random thought pops into his head, breaking his breathing exercise.

He reopens his eyes and frowns. “…I automatically know how to read, understand and talk their language, but I manually have to know any proper attacks?” He glares up at the afternoon sky. “What kind of bullshit is this?”
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“I can’t get it any larger!” the Eevee exclaims in frustration as he watches the tiny white spec of energy hovering in front of him to fade. Eye twitching, he slams a paw on the ground. “Why can’t I do it?!”

The Nickit flinches, hiding her face behind her bushy tail.

The Pangoro sighs as he scratches his head. “No one can perfect something in one day, kid.”

The Miltank approaches the small normal-type and gives him a pat on his head. “There, there. Progress is still progress, no?”

He sighs as he pushes her hand away. “I guess…” He slowly lifts his gaze up at the evening sky full of twinkling stars.

The Miltank nods, smiling down at him. “You should call it a night for now, dear. Dinner’s almost ready.”

Another sigh escapes his mouth as he lamely nods.

The two large Pokemon go back inside the kitchen through the back door, leaving behind the two smaller Pokemon in the backyard.

Shaking his head, he slowly looks at the frightened Nickit, and offers her an apologetic smile. “I’m sorry you had to see that.” His ears droop as his smile fades. “I’m just…really disappointed in myself,” he says as he hangs his head.

“You shouldn’t be,” the Nickit quietly and carefully says as she slowly approaches him. She sits in front of him, leans down on the ground and smiles up at him. “I can’t even do more than one.”

“At least yours is actually a star.”

She smiles brightly at him. “Like I said, if I can do it, then so can you! And besides,” she continues as they both sit upright, “you’re a rescuer! So you’re stronger than me!” She hops in place, her tail wagging. “That means you get to perfect it soon! And other cool moves, too!”

He manages a small smile as he puts his paw on her head. “You give me too much credit.” He chuckles as she bats his paw away. As his mirth dies down, a frown forms on his mouth as he slowly gazes at the half moon in the evening sky. “I wonder how my sister is doing.”

“What is she like?” Plu asks, blinking in genuine curiosity.

He looks back at her and manages a small smile. “You remind me a lot of her, to be honest.” He grins as he suddenly grabs the startled dark-type and furiously ruffles her head. “And I really love doing this to her just to annoy her!”

Struggling to set herself free from his onslaught, she bites his paw.

He winces as he lets her go, and laughs after she tearfully glares at him with a pout.

“Meanie!” she yells at him, smiling a bit. Rearing up, she suddenly tackle-hugs him to the ground.

The two large Pokemon watch them laugh through the door’s window in amusement.


A Boltund lets out a very long yawn.

The Cyndaquil frowns as she passes him the clipboard. “You could have just called for the landlord, you know?”

“I could…” the electric dog quietly says as he lies down on the apartment’s front lawn. He lets out yet another yawn and puts his head on his paws.

The fire-type’s frown goes further down. “Dude, are you seriously going to sleep here?” She looks at the packages in the wagon the dog is attached to. “And what about these deliveries?”

“The recipients will go out eventually,” the Boltund quiet says, and soon starts snoring.

The Cyndaquil shakes her head, places the clipboard on his head, walks toward the gate and closes it behind her. Sighing, she looks at the busy streets and watches the many Pokemon starting their days. Walking on the busy sidewalk, she smiles, as something new is happening, and she is excited to the upcoming days as she stops to watch a few flying-types attaching strings of colorful banners on street lamps and on grills of balconies.

“Put it up higher!” a booming voice suddenly erupts from behind her.

Turning around, she sees a large Onix glaring at a few grounded Pokemon attaching the banners on top of street lamps with the help of a ladder.

“Just crawl, you big-ass snake!” one of the workers shout back at the large rock-type.

The Onix turns to glare at him. “And what? Consume a large space of traffic?!”

The Breloom crosses his arms. “Well, that’s a good point, actually.”

The Cyndaquil chuckles as she turns around and continues on her way.

“Someone’s in a happy mood,” a Sentret calls, sitting on a bench and waving at the passing Cyndaquil.

She stops in front of him. “Oh, hi. Linik, right?”

He pounds his chest with a paw. “The one and only!” His display of masculinity over, he smiles at the fire-type. “Are you and Shino going steady?”

She shrugs. “I think so. How about you?” she asks, grinning. “Found a girl yet?”

He blushes as he chuckles awkwardly. “M-maybe.”

“Oooooooooh.”

“Hey, back off,” he pleads, trying his best to control his blushing cheeks. “It’s not like I asked her out yet or anything!”

“Planning to do it during the festival?”

He looks away as he scratches his head. “Eheheh…”

She chuckles. “Well, good luck to ya!”

“Thanks,” he says, smiling back at her. “I’ll need it, I think.”


“Here you go,” the Nickit says with a smile as she places two steaming hot bowls of coffee on the table. “Please enjoy.”

The white Vulpix nods, smiling down at her. “Thanks. We will.” She watches the Nickit walk towards the next table to take their orders.

“I still find it weird how…normal she is now,” the yellow Shinx says as he takes ahold of his bowl of coffee. He blinks down at it. “Oh, wrong bowl.” He pushes it towards the ice-type and pulls the other one towards him.

“I think it’s great,” Vixie says as she grabs her bowl. “She’s able to get over her shyness.” She sighs. “And at a young age, too.”

“Yeah,” Shino agrees as Vixie starts blowing cool air on her hot coffee. Lifting his bowl, he takes a sip—

“Why do I have to do the dishes again anyway?!”

The two rescuers blink as their ears twitch to the familiar voice. They turn and see the Pangoro walking down the steps with a struggling Eevee on his grip.

“And let go of me already!”

“Not until you wear your apron, kid!”

“And stop calling me a kid, damn it!”

The duo enter the kitchen as chuckles erupt in the room.

“Huh…” Vixie says, blinking at the Pangoro crossing his arms as the Eevee begrudgingly wears a yellow apron. “So he really does work here.”

“Told you,” Shino says with a smirk. He then continues sipping his coffee.

“I’m gonna wash them, sheesh! Stop watching me already, you creep!”

“Who are you calling a creep?!”

“TAKE A GUESS YOU FAT PANDA!”

“ONE MORE WORD OUT OF YOU AND YOU’RE FIRED!”

“YOU NEVER EVEN HIRED ME!”

As the restaurant erupts into laughter, the Nickit enters the kitchen and says something to the Eevee. His ears droop as he lamely starts washing the dishes.

The Nickit then comes out of the kitchen and delivers the two rescuers’ foods to their table. “Here you go.”

“Sweet,” Shino says as he pulls his plate towards him.

“Say uh…”

“Hm?” the Nickit hums in attention, smiling at the white Vulpix. “Do you need something else, miss?”

“That Eevee… How long has he been working here?”

“Not long.” She taps her chin in thought. “I think less than a week?”

Vixie blinks. “Huh… And what is working with him like?”

The Nickit smiles at her. “He’s great.” She looks down and shows her the pink badge on her fluffy chest. “He bought me this, too.” She looks back at her with a pout. “He can be a meanie sometimes though, but,” she smiles once again, “he’s good. He says I’m like a sister to him, so maybe he’s like a big brother to me, too.”

“I see,” the ice-type says as the restaurant’s door opens, ringing the bell hanging above it.

The Nickit then leaves the duo be.

She watches her leave for a few before returning to her food, but then her companion’s sly smirk catches her attention. She looks up at her with a confused frown. “What?”

“Oh, nothing,” he says before throwing a slice of food in his mouth.

She glares at him. “I’m just curious, okay?”

“I never said anything,” he replies in between chewing.

“You don’t have to,” she says before rolling her eyes. “Your smirk says it all.”

“If you say so.”

“I hate hanging out with you sometimes,” she says as she stabs a slice of her food with a spork.


“You guys ready to head out?” Shino asks.

The late morning sun hangs above him and his two friends as they sit on the wide steps of the large guild building, reviewing the latest mission they took the day before.

“As ready as we’ll ever be!” Cindy says. “Let’s go rescue this Sandshrew’s ass and return to enjoy the festival!”

Vixie chuckles and shakes her head. A paw then wraps around her neck, startling her.

Grinning, Cindy pulls the ice-type towards her. “And don’t worry, Vixie! The festival will be full of hotties! Shino and I will help you pick someone!”

“Cindy, let go of me,” Vixie says, trying but failing to pull herself from her friend’s grip.

“I’ll make sure you’re no longer single before the festival ends!”

Vixie finally pulls herself away from her, and throws her smiling friend a glare as she blindly fixes the curls on her head.

“I don’t think you’ll need to worry about that,” Shino suddenly says, winking at the ice-type.

The Vulpix groans in frustration as the Cyndaquil gasps in surprise.

“Spill, Shino! Who is it?!”

“Why didn’t that Sneasel kill me when she had the chance?” Vixie grumbles under her breath as Shino flees from Cindy’s attempts of grabbing him.
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The Eevee walks through the bustling street of the city with a wagon in tow, blinking at the many banners and floats and other decorations being hung up by the many Pokemon he passes by.

“Wow,” he whispers to himself as he looks this way and that. He can’t help but smile, as though he can sense the feeling of excitement in the afternoon air. He crosses an intersection and passes by many stalls being assembled by different merchants, preparing for the big day ahead of them. “They weren’t kidding when they said that this was going to be one heck of a festival.”

He turns and blinks at the city park, where many Pokemon are working on building an assortment of rides, but his eyes are glued on one in particular, as he stops and looks up, up and up to marvel at the very tall ferris wheel.

“Holy shit,” he says in awe. “It’s even taller than the guild!”

“How right you are!” a Glameow says. “And I can’t wait to ride it!” She practically shakes on the bench she is sitting on with a dreamy smile on her face as she puts her paws on her reddening cheeks. “Just imagine it, you and your date enjoying the festival, and then you suddenly grab him and drag him to ride with you on the ferris wheel. Just you and him, and then,” she squeals, her face burning a bright red and her spiraling tail suddenly standing tall and straight.

The Eevee rolls his eyes in amusement, shakes his head, and continues on his way, leaving the daydreaming cat to her fantasies. “I can only imagine,” he says to himself as his small smile starts to fade. He shakes his head once more and focuses on his job.


“We’re almost there,” Shino says as he rolls the map. He puts it back inside the bag Vixie’s carrying and smiles at her. “You still good to go.”

Vixie shrugs. “Sure,” she says as she looks around the thick and tall trees in their immediate surroundings, with a constant breeze rustling the treetops.

The bushes nearby starts to shake, and soon a Cyndaquil walks around it, approaching the duo. “You didn’t kiss while I was away, right?” She laughs after seeing her two friends blushing and turning away from each other. “I was only teasing.”

“It wasn’t funny,” Vixie says, throwing a glare at her smiling friend.

“It is to me.”

“Lucky you,” Shino says, rolling his eyes. “Anyway, let’s get going!”

The other two nod their heads, and together, they resume their trek on the earthen path.


“Why does this city loves crates so much anyway?” The Eevee sighs as a Scizor places a crate full of berries on his wagon sitting outside the building. He places a number of gold coins on the counter, heads out of the shop, and starts attaching the harness on him, grumbling. “Stupid freaking fingerless paws.”

He gasps when the harness starts moving on its own, attaching itself around him. He blinks and quickly looks around, and immediately spots a Kadabra giving him a thumbs up before continuing on his way.

“…huh.”

With a shrug, he starts pulling the wagon and goes through the Pokemon traffic on the busy road, his speed decreasing somewhat when he spots the city docks, wondering if a certain water-type has returned already.

He shakes his head and continues on his way. “Better not jinx it,” he mumbles to himself as he stops and waits for a large group of Pokemon to finish crossing the road, carrying a number of heavy-looking steel beams, with a few police officers making way for them.

A flyer is suddenly handed to him by a smiling Ivysaur, who then shifts his attention to other Pokemon as he hands them flyers.

He looks and blinks at it, shrugs, puts it inside his bag and starts pulling his wagon.


“Almost there,” Shino says with a smile. He looks back at his friends, and then looks ahead and points. “See that?”

He and his friends are on the edge of a small cliff-like hill, its tall green grass swaying constantly with the cool afternoon breeze. Far ahead is a very tall mountain, surrounded by rolling hills.

“That’s the dungeon,” the yellow Shinx continues as his two friends stand beside him.

“Huh,” Cindy says, tilting her head. “It’s a lot closer than I thought.”

“That’s a good thing,” Vixie says, smiling.

“Let’s take a break here,” Shino says as he walks back. “Then I’ll just call our Ariados friend to take us the rest of the way there.”

“Sounds good,” Cindy says, smiling.

The three friends then sit under the shade of a tree. Vixie takes off of the bag and opens it.

“I’ll do the honors,” Cindy says, offering her paws.

“Oh, okay,” the ice-type says as she hands her the bag, smiling as she watches her friend toss a small blanket at the yelping Shinx, and pull out a few food items for them as Shino places the blanket on the grassy ground.

“I think these are way too many,” Shino says, blinking at the food Cindy is putting on the blanket.

“You think so?” she asks, looking at the berries and sandwiches.

“I know so,” Shino says as he grabs a few of the food. “And besides, we need to reserve a few of them, just in case.”

“Meh, fine,” Cindy says with a shrug as she accepts the food the yellow Shinx is giving her and placing it back in the bag. With that done, the fire-type grabs a sandwich and starts unwrapping the thin plastic.

Shino grabs a berry, rubs it on his fur, and takes a bite out of it. “Mmm…” he smiles, and blinks at the ice-type. “You’re not hungry?”

Curious, Cindy looks at the shrugging ice-type.

“I’m just, well, wondering about something.”

“What about?” the fire-type asks.

“Well…” Vixie starts as she grabs a berry, stares at its fruity surface for a few, and then looks back at her friends. “I was kinda-sorta expecting you guys to be, uh, more lovely?”

The duo tilt their heads in unison.

Vixie sighs. “I mean, you guys are an item now, right?”

“Ah,” Cindy says.

Shino shrugs. “Cindy and I agreed to not get into each other much during our missions.”

“And I really hate it,” the fire-type says, sighs, and smiles a small smile at the confused ice-type. “But we are doing this for you, Vixie.”

Vixie blinks. “Huh? For me?”

Shino smiles at her. “We uh, don’t want you to feel like a third wheel, or something.”

“Oh…”

“Yeah,” Cindy says, frowning. “It sucks that I need to restrain myself, but I think it sucks even more for you.”

“You guys don’t have to worry about me,” Vixie says with a smile. “I’ll be fine.”

Her friends give her a look.

“I swear!” Vixie says awkwardly, waving a paw to try to dismiss their concerns. “I’m happy to see you guys happy!”

“And I’ll feel miserable to see my friend suffer,” Cindy says, frowning, and then smiling brightly. “But don’t worry! I made a promise and I intend to keep it! Shino and I will find you a partner before the festival ends!”

Shino blinks and turns to her. “Wait… Why am I suddenly dragged into that plan of yours?”

“Hush, you’re ruining the moment.”

“There even wasn’t a moment,” Shino says, rolling his eyes.

Vixie chuckles and shakes her head. “I’ll be fine, guys. Don’t worry. I mean…” Her gaze falls back on the berry she’s holding. “It’d be nice to have someone, but,” she chuckles. “Truly, I’ll be fine.”

Her two friends share a look.

Shino nods his head. “Okay, I’m in.”

Cindy smirks. “Great.”

Vixie rolls her eyes. “Really, you two. Stop worrying about me.” She shakes her head. “I don’t want to just bend over to some random guy I’ll meet in the festival.”

“You say that now,” Cindy says, smirking. “But once you do find someone, I’ll be there to remind you of the words you’ve said just now.”

The ice-type groans and rolls her eyes.


Parking the wagon in the restaurant’s backyard, the Eevee sits down on the grassy lawn and wipes the bead of sweat off of his head. “Whew…” he says as the back door swings open.

“There you are,” the Pangoro says as he steps outside. “You’re late,” he says, frowning at him.

The Eevee glares at him as the Nickit steps out of the door. “What? You want me to run through the crowded streets down below?”

The large Pokemon smirks as he lifts the crate. “It’s either you went sight-seeing or you were ogling some pretty lady.”

“Dad,” the Nickit frowns at the tall Pokemon. “Stop teasing him.”

“Alright, alright,” the Pangoro says, and laughs as he walks back inside with the crate.

“Thanks,” the Eevee says and chuckles as the Nickit helps him remove the harness off of him.

“Hee hee,” the Nickit smiles back at him. “Oh! I should go get the cover. Bee ar bee!”

He blinks as he watches the Nickit go back inside. “Bee ar bee?” He smiles and shakes his head, and helps the Nickit pull the tarp out the door and cover the wagon with it. “There,” he says with a sigh.

“Do it!” the Nickit suddenly says, smiling at him.

He blinks in confusion. “Uh, do what?”

“Swift!” she exclaims. “Doesn’t hurt to do a little bit of practice, right?”

He frowns. “I…guess.” He closes his eyes and takes a breath, and concentrates on whatever it is he’s trying to release from him. He’s still not quite sure what ‘it’ is, but he thinks he needs to figure that out soon if he wants to make some progress.

The two Pokemon share a look of disappointment as they stare at the small spec of light fading away in front of them.

She smiles an encouraging smile. “D-don’t worry. You’ll get it, I know you will!”

He smiles and pats her head. “Thanks, Plu.” He then gestures for them to head back inside. “Come on, before you dad yells at us again.”

The small Nickit giggles, and the two then return inside the building. With her tail, she grabs the handle and closes the door behind her.

“NO ONE DID THE DISHES WHILE I WAS AWAY?!” the Eevee suddenly yells, staring at the towering piles of dishes by the sink.

The Pangoro suddenly pokes his head in the kitchen. “That’s your job,” he says, and throws an apron at the angry Eevee. “Now get to work.”

“Eh heh heh heh…” the Nickit laughs awkwardly as the angry Eevee wears the apron on himself.

“Can’t be helped, dear,” the Miltank says with a small smile. “We’re just too busy to do it.”

The Eevee sighs as the Nickit gives him a pat on his shoulder before she goes out of the kitchen to get back to her work.






27. 03 - 06


A large beam of light falls down from the cave’s ceiling, landing on the craggy ground, and quickly disappears, leaving behind three Pokemon who immediately look around to study their surroundings.

“It’s pretty dark in here,” Cindy remarks before firing up her back, lighting up a wide area for her team to see.

A loud screech from above startles them. They immediately look up and see a horde of Zubats flying wildly towards them. A beam of ice strikes one of them, and it continues firing, freezing a few of them but most are getting closer towards them. The ice attack stops. Vixie takes a moment as Cindy takes a step and breathes out a large torrent of flames at the oncoming horde.

A few bats manages to fly through the wall of fire.

His body sparking in electricity, Shino tackles them one by one in a blinding speed. As the fire dies down, Vixie takes a deep breath, takes aim, and fires bolts of ice at the remaining bats in the air, until a few of them starts flying away in random directions, leaving behind their fallen brethren either frozen, burnt or paralyzed.

“Not the kind of welcome I was hoping,” Shino says. He turns to his two companions and wipes a bead of sweat from his forehead. “Whew, good job, team.”

Cindy and Vixie share a smile and both bump their paws.

One of the fallen Zubats suddenly spring up, flapping his wings wildly and…‘staring’ at them.

Vixie looks at it warily.

Cindy approaches the bat and pokes it. “Huh… Looks like this one wants to come with us.”

The Zubat slowly flies toward the nervous Vulpix and settles on her back.

Shino chuckles. “It seems to like you, Vixie.”

“Well how about that?” Cindy says with a smirk. “We found you a partner before the festival!”

Vixie glares at her laughing friend as Shino opens the bag she’s wearing and pulls out their badges.

“Hm…” Shino hums in thought, blinking at their three badges. “Yeah, looks like the Zubat wants to be with you, ‘Xie.”

“Lucky me,” Vixie says and sighs. She looks over her shoulder, trying to glare at the bat sitting on her back. “You better not bite me or you’re going back to being a popsicle.”

“Kinky,” Cindy remarks, snickering.

“I have no idea what kind of thoughts are running around your perverted head, Cindy.”

Shino rolls his eyes. “Neither do I, and she calls me the perverted one.”

“Wow, you two are ganging up on me now?” Cindy asks, shaking her head.

The yellow Shinx shakes his head. “Anyway, let’s move on.”

The Cyndaquil nods and strengthens the flames on her back, illuminating more of their rocky surroundings. “I’ll take point.”

Shino nods as he and Vixie follows her. “Triangle,” he says, and he and Vixie then walk side-by-side behind the fire-type.

The Zubat’s ears twitch, and it then turns toward the noise.

“I feel the Zubat twitching,” Vixie quietly says.

Cindy snickers.

Shino looks at the bat on her back. “Hm… Maybe it’s hearing other wilds.”

“I don’t hear anything though,” Vixie says.

“Neither do I, but maybe it’s sensitive to noise,” he remarks, eyeing the bat’s large ears.

“And light after the loud welcome its friends gave us,” Cindy adds.

“It doesn’t seem to react to the light,” Shino remarks. “But anyway, it hearing other wilds should be useful.”

Vixie nods her head. “They won’t be able to spring up on us in surprise?”

Shino nods in agreement as Cindy spots the stairs up ahead.

“Heads up,” the fire-type says as she takes a step, but the ground underneath her foot gives a little, startling her and making her stop. “What the…?” She looks down and see the ground under her has transformed into a flat and smooth metal-like surface with a large marking on it.

“Shit,” Shino says. “That’s a trap!”

The trio stay still, barely breathing.

The seconds fly by.

The Cyndaquil scratches her head. “But, nothing seems to be happening?”

Vixie throws a concerned look at the yellow Shinx. “Maybe it failed?”

Shino sighs, his ears drooping as the Cyndaquil jumps out of the trap. “Lucky us.”

“What kind of a trap is this anyway?” Cindy asks. “And it’s right next to the stairs, too.”

Her other two friends look at the markings and try to figure out what it is.

Shino shakes his head. “No clue, but,” he looks back at her with a frown. “We should be more careful.”

“Obviously,” Cindy says, ‘rolling’ her eyes. She walks toward the stairs. “Let’s just go to the next flo—”

She steps on another trap, also right next to the stairs.

“Are you fucking kidding—?!”

The trap suddenly springs up, launching the screaming fire-type away. As the trap breaks into nothingness, Shino and Vixie wince as they helplessly watch the screaming spec of fireball fly through the darkness until it lands somewhere far away in the dungeon floor.

“S-should we go after her?” Vixie asks as Shino lights up the star on his tail.

He shakes his head. “I’d like to, but we all will be sent to the next floor anyway if one of us manages to climb up the stairs.” He gulps as he looks at the stairs. “I just hope she’s not hurt too bad.”

No other traps are activated as the duo climb the stairs up, sending them and their other friend to the next floor.

“I thankfully landed on a sleeping Snorlax,” Cindy comments as she takes point, her two friends following close behind. “I would have broken something if I landed on hard ground.”

“I think those kinds of traps will always make you land on a wild,” Shino comments. “I’m not one-hundred percent sure though.” He frowns. “I shouldn’t have skimmed through the list of traps this dungeon has when we were in the library…”

Cindy sighs. “Maybe I should start getting used to stepping on traps if I’ll continue taking point.” Another sigh. “There’s a dirty joke in there, but I’m just not in the mood.”

“You want to switch places?” Shino asks.

Cindy shakes her head. “Nah. I can still manage.” She throws a smile at him. “Besides, I don’t want anything to happen to you.”

“And I don’t want to see you get hurt, either,” Shino replies with a frown.

Vixie simply smiles at their quiet argument.

A Diglett emerges from the ground in front of them, startling the two arguing Pokemon. Vixie quickly fires a beam of ice at the wild, freezing it in place.

As they continue on their way, Shino turns to the ice-type. “Did your Zubat friend sense that?”

Vixie shakes her head. “Not until it popped out of the ground.”

“So it can’t sense wilds underground.”

“Probably applies to wilds underwater, too,” Cindy adds as she spots a quiet stream up ahead.

“Heads up,” Vixie suddenly says as she feels the bat on her back start to twitch.

They stop and turn to the Zubat, and look towards the direction where it is facing.

“I’ll check it out,” Cindy says. She takes a deep breath and spits out a small yet fast and bright ball of fire.

The bright fireball sails through the air, illuminating a large portion of its path…

…and revealing two Rhyhorns fighting each other in the distance.

“We should leave them alone,” Shino says.

They continue heading towards the stream, only to discover it being a somewhat large body of water, with a small islet on the very middle.

“Looks tempting,” Cindy says as she and her team stop a few paces from the water.

Lying on the islet are a number of items, their smooth surfaces reflecting the fire-type’s burning light.

Cindy looks over her shoulder, staring at her friends. “Should we go grab them?”

Shino smirks. “We could sell those.” He looks around as the fire-type sighs and shakes her head. Seeing no path for them to take, he quickly runs back and prepares himself.

“Shino, really?” Cindy asks with a frown.

“What if there’s a trap in there?” Vixie adds.

“Relax,” Shino says as sparks start to fly out of his body. “I’ll be out of there in a zap.”

“We can just ask Vixie’s bat friend to fly there and pick them up,” Cindy suggests but falls on deaf ears…

…as Shino starts running in great speeds, and jumps at the very edge of the rough ground.

His two friends watch him sail through the air with bated breaths. He quickly lands in the middle of the islet, and grins as he looks at the many items lying around him.

“Jackpot,” he says as he approaches the closest item—

—and steps on a trap.

The trap breaks, and the yellow Shinx yelps as the five items around him start to glow and morph into different kinds of Pokemon, all looking at him.

“Get out of there!”

The Machoke quickly throws a glowing punch at the startled Shinx.

A bolt of ice hits the fighting-type, pushing it enough to miss the Shinx by a hair, breaking the ground beneath the electric-type instead.

“Shit—!” he curses after snapping back to his senses, his ears twitching to the four other wilds. He quickly runs in between the Machoke’s feet as the ground behind him erupt from the combined attacks of the other wilds.

In front of him, an icy path on the water forms, which he quickly runs over as a fireball sails through the air and erupts on the ground behind him, stopping the Machoke from giving chase.

Finally reaching the other side, Cindy quickly fires another ball of fire at the ice bridge, preventing the wilds from crossing over.

“Are you okay?” Vixie asks as she runs and stops beside him.

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” Shino replies, and chuckles nervously.

Frowning, Cindy approaches him and hits his shoulder. Hard.

He winces as he rubs his newly-acquired injury with a paw. “I deserved that.”

“Glad to know you’re aware,” Cindy says, ‘glaring’ at him.

Vixie sighs. “Let’s just move on and…” she trails off as she feels the Zubat twitching. “Huh?”

One of the wilds, a Graveler, lands hard beside the startled trio, breaking the ground underneath it. The large sentient boulder quickly throws its rocky arms around, hitting the rescuers and throwing them in different directions.

Skidding to a stop, Shino quickly goes back up on all four and shakes his head. He then lights up the star on his tail and glares at the—

With a yelp, the yellow Shinx quickly jumps away in time just before a Rhyhorn lands on him, breaking the ground it landed on.

“What the heck? Are they flying?!”

The earth shakes, and his ears twitch to the sound of rolling rock approaching him. Gritting his teeth, he takes a glance and jumps out of the way of the rolling Graveler, slamming itself on the Rhyhorn.

“Heads up!” Cindy shouts as Vixie fires a beam of ice at the two rock-types.

He follows where the fire-type is pointing, and in the islet, he sees the Machoke grabbing one of the wilds, this time a Mawile, and throws it at him.

“Why are they only after me?!” Shino asks as he jumps out of the way, the Mawile landing hard behind him.

Fire engulfs the Mawile. It struggles in place, trying but failing to put the flames out.

The earth shakes once again. Shino turns to look and sees the Rhyhorn running towards him, its horn at the ready.

A beam of ice freezes the ground in between them. The yellow Shinx runs away as the Rhyhorn slips and slides on the smooth ice, and falls into the water.

“Heads up!”

Hissing, he looks back and sees the Machoke throwing the rolled-up Phanpy at him. He jumps out of the way. The Phanpy turns toward him before landing, and quickly rolls, slamming and running over him.

Vixie and Cindy wince as the rolling ground-type circles around them and goes back towards the rising Shinx.

Eye twitching, his entire tail glowing, he waits and spins in place, slamming his iron-like tail at the rolling elephant, sending it rolling in the air and lands back on the ground. Still rolling, it quickly rolls toward him.

“Damn it,” he groans and delivers another iron tail attack, this time sending it towards the water. “And stay there,” he yells as the Phanpy lands on the water with a splash.

“Whew,” Cindy says with a smile as she and Vixie approaches the panting electric-type. “Now that was something,” she says, nuzzling him.

“Wait,” Shino says as he takes a step back. “What about the Graveler?” he asks, looking around until his gaze lands on the frozen boulder. “Oh.”

Cindy chuckles, and gestures behind the Shinx. “Behind you.”

Shino looks at her, and raises a non-existent eyebrow. “What? Did the Machoke throw itself at me, too?”

“No,” Vixie shakes her head with a smile. “But it looks like you made a new friend.”

Shino blinks, looks back and sees the Phanpy staring at him. Startled, he jumps and growls at it, making his two friends laugh.

“Relax, you dumdum,” Cindy says as she approaches the blank ground-type. She stands behind the wild and looks under its tail.

“Cindy, really?” Shino asks with a frown as Vixie blushes and tries but fails to look away.

“It’s a guy,” Cindy says with a smirk. “Too bad for you, lover boy.”

“Get your mind out of the gutter!” Shino snarls. “This thing was trying to turn me into a pancake earlier!”

Cindy shrugs and climbs on the Phanpy’s back. “Don’t be jealous now.”

Shino rolls his eyes as Cindy commands it to move, which it did. Shaking his head, he and Vixie ignore the Machoke standing still on the islet as they follow along the Phanpy-riding Cyndaquil.

“I could get used to this,” the fire-type says, and chuckles. “At least I won’t be stepping on traps now.”

Vixie chuckles and shakes her head. “I’m reminded of a certain someone who will not like this.”

“Huh?” Cindy asks, looking back at her. “Who?” A ‘blink’. “Oh, him.” She smirks at her. “Why, Vixie! Why is he suddenly on your mind?”

The ice-type frowns at her. “What? Am I not allowed to talk about him?”

“Speaking of our grumpy friend,” Shino starts, tilting his head a bit. “I wonder if traps also work like stairs.”

“What do you mean?” the Cyndaquil asks.

“Do you mean his sapient theory?” Vixie adds.

Shino looks at her and nods. “Yeah.” He throws a frown at the fire-type. “So if you’re riding on—”

The yellow Shinx steps on a newly-revealed trap, and his immediate surroundings suddenly explode.






28. 03 - 07


A chilly and salty breeze brushes the Eevee’s fur as he closes the back door of the restaurant behind him. He walks on the yard, the blades of grass tickling his paws with each step he takes.

The lawn needs to be mowed, he thinks to himself, as he stands a few paces from the lone tree of the property. He takes a deep breath, relishing the coolness of the air in his lungs. He closes his eyes and exhales.

It’s time to concentrate.

Concentrate on what, exactly?

He still has no answer to that question, and he really needs to figure that out sooner rather than later. Still, he persists as he tries to feel his everything. Energy is everywhere, he reasons, so if he has no clue what to concentrate on, best to concentrate on everything, even though he has no idea what he’s doing, but it seems to work somewhat as he senses a faint light poking through his closed eyelids.

He opens his eyes and frowns at the tiny orb of light floating in front of him. A disappointed sigh escapes his mouth as he sits down and carefully puts his paws together under the orb, as if catching the first snowflake of winter, watching the orb until it starts to dim and fade a minute later.

He puts his paws back on the ground as he sighs. “At least it lasted longer this time,” he mumbles to himself as he moves his gaze up at the sleepy morning sky, the stars still twinkling, waiting to be chased away by the rays of the yet-to-rise sun.

Still seated on the grassy ground, he looks back at the tree, closes his eyes and starts to meditate once more. This time he tries to concentrate on his chest area, feeling the coolness of his lungs as he breathes in, and the burning sensation after breathing out and not inhaling for a long period of time. He continues on…

…but stops after feeling lightheaded.

He resumes breathing normally after he’s greeted with nothing for his efforts. At least he knows that what he did was pointless and stupid.

Best to move on.

Closing his eyes once again, he tries to clear his mind, ridding of any thoughts as he feels his ears twitch to the soft sounds of rustling leaves and grass, and the cold touch of the breeze drifting by.

He is once again rewarded with nothing for his efforts, and a frown graces his furry features.

“Everything it is, then,” he whispers to the wind as he closes his eyes yet again, concentrating on his everything all at once, but mostly on the soothing coolness in his lungs in each breath he takes. A faint light pokes through his closed vision once again, and he manages a small smile as he ‘catches’ the orb on his two paws, noting the soothing warmth it emanates.

Separating his paws, the orb on one, he chuckles on an idea but goes with it anyway, as he has nothing better to do while he waits for the orb to fade. He lightly throws it up the air, towards his other paw, and repeats the process, as if he is a juggler with only one ball.

“Aaand there it goes,” he says quietly as the orb of light dims and fades on his paw. He ignores the quiet growl from his stomach as he closes his eyes and concentrates once again. “I’m getting kinda used to this,” he remarks as he holds the newly-formed orb on his paws.

Another random thought pops in his head.

Holding it on one paw, he stands on three legs, and takes aim at the tree’s bark. He tries his best to run towards it, and then strikes the tree with the orb on his paw, expecting some sort of explosion.

Or something.

But nothing happens, except for the orb to dim and fade to nothingness.

He shrugs and walks back to his original spot as the first signs of morning pokes out from the horizon, the stars start hiding one by one. “Eh, it was worth a shot.”

He tries again, blinking at the floating orb in front of him. He closes his eyes, noting the faint light poking through his eyelids, and continues to concentrate.

The loud growl of his stomach breaks his concentration.

A sigh escapes his mouth as he reopens his eyes. Ignoring the lights turning on in the kitchen, he frowns as he grabs the orb with both paws and throws it down on the ground, expecting it to bounce back.

It stays motionless on the grassy ground.

His frown goes further down as he grabs it with his paws and brings it up to eye-level. “Progress is progress,” he says quietly as the door swings open.

“Oh,” the Miltank blinks at him. “I wondered what that light was,” she says as the orb dims and fades. “Good morning, dear.”

“Morning.”

“I’ll be getting breakfast ready. Don’t tire yourself too much, okay?”

He turns to her and nods, and watches her go back inside, the door closing behind her. He continues his practice session as the horizon starts to brighten. The aroma of delicious food hits his nostrils, making his stomach start a revolt against his continued negligence of one of his basic needs. With a roll of his eyes, he stands up on four paws and heads inside the kitchen in time to see a yawning Nickit walking in the kitchen from the main room, her eyes barely open.

“Morning, sleepy head,” he greets her.

She sleepily mumbles something incoherent, and bumps on the Miltank’s leg, making the larger Pokemon chuckle. After chuckling at her little display of embarrassment, he and the Nickit start setting up a table in the main room. The large Pangoro lets out a yawn as he steps down the stairs as the two smaller Pokemon finishes up setting the table.

Breakfast is then served a few minutes later, with the usual slices of different berries. The Eevee is starting to miss the taste of meat, but then remembers the horrors he has discovered in that one restaurant, and he shivers violently, catching the younger Pokemon’s attention.

“Is something wrong?” Plu asks, tilting her head a bit.

He violently kicks the thoughts aside as he gives her a small smile. “It’s nothing.” He then pats her head. “Don’t worry your silly little head about it.”

She bats his paw away and pouts at him, making the two large Pokemon chuckle.

The four continue to eat in relative silence. Conversation starts to pick up when breakfast is almost over.

“The festival is in three days?” the Eevee blinks. “Huh… I didn’t even realize it was that close already.”

“Yeah.” The Pangoro takes a sip of his coffee. “But we’re not opening today.”

The Eevee blinks. “Uh, why? Not that I’m complaining.”

The Miltank smiles at him. “We’re going to decorate the restaurant.”

“For a whole day?”

The Pangoro chuckles. “That, and do other preparations, of course.”

The Eevee tilts his head. “Like what? Don’t we already have enough ingredients?”

“Those are not going to last for a day,” the Miltank says with a frown. “Even the berries we ordered from overseas are starting to run low.”

The Pangoro scratches his head. “There’s just too many customers this year apparently.” Another sip. “Ahh. So today I’m going berry-picking.”

The Eevee arches a non-existent eyebrow. “The crates of berries I brought back yesterday were the last stock that shop had, if what that Scizor said was true anyway.” He taps a paw on his chin. “I doubt there are still shops in the city with that many berries in stock.”

The Pangoro chuckles, catching the Eevee’s attention. “Well, it’s a good thing mystery dungeons exist.”

The Eevee blinks at him. “You’re…wait. So by berry-picking…”

“Yep,” he confirms as he stands up, pushing his chair back in the process. “And the sooner I start, the more I can collect.”

“Are you going all by yourself, dad?” the Nickit asks with a worried frown.

The Pangoro approaches her with a smile and pats her head. “As the grumpy Eevee said, don’t worry your silly little head, Plu. I’ll be fine.”

She grabs his large hand, moves it away from her head, and throws a worried look at him. “Promise you’ll be alright?”

He carefully grabs her with both hands and gives her a hug. “I promise, and I promise not to be late this time, too.”

The little Nickit smiles and nuzzles her father’s neck. “Be careful, okay?”

“Hah!” The Pangoro returns his daughter on her chair with a large smirk on his face. “Tell that to the wilds!” He extends his fist towards her, and the Nickit bumps her paw on it. With a smile and a nod, he turns around and heads toward the door. “Look after the place while I’m gone, okay?”

The Nickit and the Miltank nod as they watch him close the door behind him.

The Eevee blinks and turns to the Miltank. “I forgot to ask how far this dungeon is.”

“He’s been there before,” she says with a smile.

“Ah.” The Eevee nods his head. “So he can just teleport there and then back here.”

“Mhmm.”

The Nickit pokes his paw, catching his attention. “So what is it like to teleport?” she asks with a very curious smile.

He blinks, and places a paw on his chin. “Hm… Actually, the first time I did it, it was…weird.”

She blinks. “Weird how?”

He frowns. “I…can’t really describe it. It’s just an odd feeling, and kinda disorienting.”

She frowns at him. “…I don’t get it.”

He smiles apologetically. “Sorry…”

After breakfast, Plu collects the dishes and silverware, while the Eevee washes them.

“Looks like I’ve got some time for practice,” he tells to no one in particular as he closes the cabinet.

“Sorry dear,” the Miltank says, smiling apologetically at him.

He blinks. “Ah, right. Decorating.”

The Miltank shakes her head. “No, I can take care of that, but I need to ask you something.”

He nods as the Nickit walks in the kitchen with a dirty cloth on her tail.

“The school year will start next week,” the Miltank says. “And we haven’t enrolled Plu yet. I was hoping to enroll her before the festival but I am just too busy.”

The Eevee nods. “But why not after though?”

“There will be so many Pokemon in the school by then,” the Miltank explains. “I’m thinking that now’s a good time because many will be busy for the festival.”

“That makes sense.” He nods. “So you’re going to enroll her today?”

The Miltank shakes her head. “I’d love to, dear, but I need to be here when Maz returns with the berries.”

“Ah.” The Eevee shrugs. “Then I guess I can get Plu enrolled.”

The Miltank smiles at him. “Thank you, dear.” She turns to her daughter. “Plu, dear. Go get your forms.”

Nodding, the Nickit runs out the kitchen and up the stairs, heading towards her room.






29. 03 - 08


“Wow…” the Eevee breathes out as he and the Nickit walk through the bustling street of the upper parts of the city.

Streamers and banners of every color attached on strings blow in the early afternoon wind, their vibrant colors creating an atmosphere that makes the many Pokemon in the busy street feel more alive and cheery, their smiles and excitement and lively conversations mixing with the salty seaside city air. Stalls line up the streets, with many Pokemon checking out the various items the merchants are displaying.

“It’s almost like I’m in a different city,” the Eevee adds.

“I know!” the Nickit agrees. “Everything looks amazing!” She looks up at him. “Doesn’t it look amazing?”

He smiles down at her. “Yeah, it sure is.”

“It’s just sad that we can’t get to enjoy the festival,” Plu says as she looks ahead, a hint of sadness in her voice.

The Eevee frowns at that.

“But oh well. Nothing we can do about it.”

For such a young Pokemon, he finds her way of thinking a bit too mature for her age.

He blinks. “Hey, Plu.”

She looks up at him with a smile. “Hm?”

“How old are you?”

She blinks. “Huh? I’m almost three years old. Why?”

Three? And she’s already going to school that early? Or maybe age is different for Pokemon, or maybe different in every species of Pokemon?

“What about you?” she suddenly asks. “How old are you, big bro?”

Big bro? Maybe he can get used to that. He shrugs and gives her a teasing smile. “Guess.”

She frowns at him. “No fair!”

He sticks his tongue out at her.

She pouts at him.

He chuckles and ruffles her head, and chuckles even more as she swats his paw away.

“Meanie!” she cries out, and sticks her tongue out at him.

“No you!”

She pouts at him once again, but then blinks as she recognizes the street they are in. The Nickit looks ahead and smiles. “Oh, there’s the school!”

He looks ahead and blinks, and sees a large and wide gate. “Huh, I’ve seen that in passing.”

Standing in front of the opened gates, the two look inside the large and wide area of the school’s greeny grounds, with trees here and there where a few Pokemon are relaxing under their shade. The two walk on the cobblestone pathway, trees and bushes bordering it, heading towards the very tall and very large castle-looking structure Plu calls her school, without the pointy tower rooftops.

“That’s your school?”

“Yep.”

He lets out a low whistle. “Damn. Looks like a castle.”

“What’s a castle?” she asks, blinking curiously at him.

“Er…” He awkwardly smiles at her. “I’ll uh, tell you later.” He looks ahead. “For now, let’s get you registered.” A pause. “I mean, enrolled.”

She chuckles at his silly mistake. “I’m going to school, big bro, not applying as a rescuer.” She smiles at him. “Maybe someday, when I grow older!” She suddenly frowns at him. “And you still haven’t told me how old you are.”

He playfully boops her nose. “I told you to guess, didn’t I?”

She pouts, and playfully tries to bite his paw, which he immediately retracts with a yelp.

He frowns at the chuckling Nickit. “Boo you.”

She winks at him. “No you.”

He blinks, and smiles. “Hey, you caught on fast!” He quickly ruffles her head, annoying her to no end. “You make your big brother proud!”

They finally reach the school, and enter through the large opened double doors, where inside they see a small number of Pokemon lining in front of the registrar’s office.

“Looks like a few parents had the same idea,” he remarks as he falls in line behind two chatting Leafeons. He blinks at the bored-looking Eevee beside them, who is sitting on the floor and lets out a yawn. He quietly moves behind the bored Pokemon, and silently sits down, mentally comparing their heights. Nodding in satisfaction, he quickly returns beside the Nickit, who regards him with a look of bewilderment.

“What was that about?” she asks him.

He shrugs. “Just confirming if I’m an adult or not, which I found out just now that I really am.”

She tilts her head in confusion. “Huh?”

He glares up at the ceiling. “Your father will be eating his words tonight!”

“That’ll be a sight to see,” a familiar voice suddenly says from behind them.

The duo look back and see a blue-ringed Umbreon.

He adjusts his glasses and nods. “Greetings.”

“Oh!” Plu suddenly says, nodding in return. “Good afternoon, Mister Obandech.”

The Eevee blinks. “I thought your name was Obie?”

The Umbreon throws a glare at him before he ‘adjusts’ his glasses once more. “I take it that you’re here to enroll Plu for this year’s semester, yes?”

“That’s the plan, yeah,” the Eevee replies. “What about you? What are you doing here?”

“I’m a teacher here,” the Umbreon calmly replies.

“Really? I thought you work with that Mew in the library.”

Obandech manages a small smile. “I help my wife from time to time during the school break. In any case,” he says, and bows. “I’ll be taking my leave.”

Plu waves him goodbye as the Umbreon walks toward the large double doors. She then looks up at the Eevee. “Wow. You know about one of my teachers, too!”

“Well, he was in the guild’s library.”

She nods. “So he’s a rescuer, too? That’s so cool!”

He smiles at her. “Tell you what. After we’re done here, I’ll take you to the guild.”

Her eyes start to twinkle. “Whoa… R-really?!”

“Sure!” He then raises a paw in front of his mouth. “Just don’t tell your parents.”

“I wont!” she replies. “You’re the best bad brother ever!”

He chuckles, then blinks. “…wait.”


“Here we are,” the Eevee says as they arrive outside the guild.

“Wow…” Plu manages to say as her sparkling eyes marvel at the wondrous building before her.

He looks down at her and blinks. “…huh. I just realized how tall these steps are.”

“I can manage!” Plu says. She jumps up the first step, and then another. She looks back and smiles at him. “See?”

“Hey!”

The duo blink and turn towards the voice.

A Charmeleon from up the entrance of the guild is waving at them. “Hey! Eevee, hey!” He quickly walks down the steps, smiling all the way. “I can’t believe it!” he says as he reaches them. “I finally see you again!”

“Uuhhh…” the Eevee blinks. “Who are you?”

The Charmeleon lets out a laugh, ignorant of the curious looks he’s getting from passersby. “Dude! It’s me!” he says, and winks.

The Eevee tilts his head. “Uh, sorry. I don’t remember meeting a Charmeleon.”

A hurtful frown graces the fire-type’s face. “Dude! Stop! You’re hurting my poor heart!”

The Eevee frowns at him. “And you’re wasting our time.” He looks at the confused dark-type. “Plu, just ignore him and let’s go.”

“Aww, dude,” the Charmeleon says as he grabs the Eevee’s shoulder, stopping him. “Don’t be like that!”

“Let go of me.”

The Charmeleon quickly lets go of him and raises his two claws up in surrender. “Okay! Sorry! But don’t you really remember me?” He smiles. “We met in passing a few days ago!”

The Eevee glares at him. “Look, I’ve got no time for this, so leave us alone.”

The Charmeleon sighs. “Alright, alright.” He quickly rummages through his sling bag. “But before you go, here,” he says as he takes out a piece of paper and hands it to the Eevee. “It’s my address,” he says with a wink.

The Eevee frowns at him. “…I’m starting to remember you now, and no, I’m still not interested.” He then walks up the stairs to the entrance.

Plu nods an apology to the dejected Charmeleon and quickly tries to catch up to the angry Eevee. “So um, who was he?” she asks as they enter the guild.

He sighs and shakes his head. “Just someone I met in passing.”

She frowns at him. “You were really mean to him.”

“Well, he was annoying me.”

“But it looked like he just wanted to be friends with you.”

He frowns at her, sighs and pats her head, smiling a little. “You’re still young,” he says. “You’ll understand once you’re older.”

She is still frowning at him. “Promise you’ll talk to him in a not-meanie way next time.”

He blinks at her. “Er… Why would I do that?”

“Just promise!” she says and pouts.

He rolls his eyes. “Sheesh, fine, fine.” He sighs and gestures a cross over his chest. “I promise.” He smiles and suddenly ruffles her head. “Since when did my little sister became so bossy, huh?”

She growls, tries to bite his retreating paw, and sticks her tongue out at him.

He boops her nose. “Well anyway,” he starts as he looks around the main room. “This here is where rescuers, and explorers, check and see the available missions which are posted on the boards.”

Plu looks around, finally noticing the many Pokemon around, and indeed, most of them are standing in front of bulletin boards stuck on the walls, looking at the posted papers on them while discussing among themselves. “W-wow…” she breathes out in amazement. “There are so many Pokemon here that I have never seen before!”

“Better get used to it,” a Sandslash suddenly says as she passes by.

Plu throws a smile at the spiked mole and her two companions as they head out of the building. “They look really strong!” She looks around. “All of them are!” She looks up at him with a wide smile and glittering eyes. “I can’t wait to become a rescuer!”

He smiles at her and pats her head. “Rescuer, huh? Not an explorer?”

“Both!” she chirps.

He chuckles. “We should probably head back,” he says.

Plu nods. “Mom will start to wonder why it’s taking us so long to return.”

“Tell you what,” he says. “Let me show you a little bit more of the place, and then we return.”

She frowns a worried frown. “But mom might start to worry…”

He smiles at her. “Let’s just tell her that so many parents had the same idea she had, too, and the line was super long.”

She gasps. “You mean we’re gonna lie? To mom?!” She grins. “You’re evil, big bro!”

He winks at her, and the two laugh as he leads her to the nearest bulletin board, but then notices the blue-ringed Umbreon walking down the stairs from the second floor of the building. He smiles at him, and then returns his attention to the Nickit has he explains how things work, from what he knows at least.

The Umbreon stops beside him and calls his attention. “If you have a minute?”

The Eevee blinks a curious blink at him. “Uh, why?”

The Umbreon merely shrugs. “Just wanted to have a friendly conversation.” He adjusts his glasses. “Nothing more.”

He frowns at him.

Obandech turns to the Kirlia. “Please answer any questions the young miss wants to ask.”

The Kirlia bows her head and turns her attention to the Nickit, and after receiving a nod of approval from the Eevee, the little dark-type cheerily starts throwing questions as the two adults walk a few paces away.

“Uh, so what’s up?” the Eevee asks as they stop beside the stairs.

“Forgive me,” the Umbreon says, “but I simply want to satisfy my curiosity.”

The Eevee arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Er, okay?”

“Thank you.” The Umbreon frowns at him. “I was under the impression that you wish to return to your world,” he says calmly. “Was I wrong?”

He frowns back at the dark-type. “Last I checked, that’s still on top of my to-do list.”

Obandech nods. “And I was also under the impression that you wanted a small number of people to be on the know, yes?”

His eye twitches in annoyance. “Dude, just get to the point already.”

The blue-ringed Umbreon closes his eyes and lets out a quiet sigh. Readjusting his glasses, he looks at him with a frown. “Why such a small number?”

The Eevee’s having a hard time controlling his temper. Unfortunately, he needs to, as he still needs the Mew’s help. “You seem smart.” He’s failing. “Why not figure that out?”

The Umbreon nods. “I do have an idea as to why.” He turns around and starts to leave. “I just hope you know what you’re doing.”

After glaring at the retreating Umbreon for a few seconds, he closes his eyes and takes a breath to calm himself down.

“Big bro!” the Nickit suddenly calls as she runs toward him. “The lady over there told me a lot!” she tells him with a bright smile.

“Oh?” he smiles at her, his temper instantly dropping.

The Nickit nods enthusiastically. “And she told me how badges work, too!” She looks down at her pink fake badge. “They have energy, and borrows the wearer’s energy, or something.” She blinks. “I, uh, didn’t really understand much.”

Chuckling, he then ruffles the fur on her head, making her swat his paw away and pout at him. “Well anyway, we should head back to the restaurant.”

Plu nods in agreement, and seem to have a spring on her steps as the two walk side-by-side towards the exit, waving at the Kirlia as they pass her by. “I can’t wait to be a rescuer!” she tells him as she smiles at him. “Maybe we can explore some dungeons together, too!”

He chuckles. “Heh, I’m looking forward to it,” he says as the duo walk out of the building…

…and he freezes in place as the realization hits him, his pupils turning to pinpricks as he watches the cheery and unaware Nickit walk down the wide steps of the guild.

“…shit.”






30. 03 - 09


“Why the long face, lad?” the Keckleon suddenly asks as he sits beside the Eevee on the bench. After receiving a confused blink from the normal-type, the merchant lets out a chuckle as the Eevee looks over his shoulder to gaze at his unmanned stall. “Don’t be so surprised,” he tells him with a smile. “Every once in a while, I let myself enjoy the lull moments, too.”

“I see,” the Eevee quietly says as he moves his gaze back at the slowly rising sun in the horizon.

“Wanna share it, lad?”

He closes his eyes and sighs, his ears drooping. “I…think I need to leave soon.”

“Aww…” the Keckleon frowns a sad frown. “So soon, lad?”

“I made a connection,” he quietly says as he gazes at the sunrise once again. “I shouldn’t have done that.”

“Can’t say I understand what you’re saying, lad, but you make it sound like it’s a bad thing.”

His gaze falls on the ground. “I…”

The Keckleon looks patiently at him.

A sigh escapes his mouth. “N-nevermind.” He jumps off of the bench and starts heading to the restaurant.

A frown graces the merchant’s features as he watches the Eevee leave. “I suppose it is his way of saying it’s none of my business, huh?” Shaking his head, he slides off of the bench and head back to his stall, but then he blinks as he notices the Eevee walking pass the restaurant. “…huh.”


Soft, gentle eyes slowly reveal themselves, the fog of sleep fading as she blinks once or twice. A sigh escapes her furry mouth as Vixie stares up at the dark ceiling of the gloomy room.

Her ears twitch, her tired mind finally registering the faint sounds of activity outside the window. She moves her head to look at the outside world, and sees the frames of tall buildings and rooftops under the soft glow of the sleepy sun slowly poking out of the horizon.

“Vixie, you awake?”

She blinks, recognizing the voice all too well. She turns her head to the other direction, and on the other bed beside hers lies a Growlithe smiling at her.

He chuckles. “Good to see you awake.”

“Lithe?” she says quietly. “What are you doing here?”

“Recovering,” he says with a shrug. He slowly sits up and looks at the others occupying different beds. “Well, our friends still are.” He looks back at her, his smile widening. “But looks like we’re made of tougher stuff!” He lets out a quiet laugh.

Blinking in confusion, she sits right up and sees her friends and Lithe’s as well, all fast asleep on different beds.

“We went to rescue you guys,” Lithe suddenly says, catching her attention. His smile falters as he looks elsewhere, scratching his head in embarrassment. “We got, uh, wiped. We couldn’t even get to the second floor of that place.” He looks back at her with an apologetic frown. “Sorry.”

“It’s, uh…” she starts, finding it difficult to think of what to say. “…um, it’s okay?”

“No, it’s not,” Lithe says, and sighs. “My team and I need to train ourselves more.” He looks back at her with a small smile. “Can’t rescue others if we can’t even fend for ourselves, you know?”

“I…guess so?”

He nods.

She nods as well.

And then they keep on staring at each other.

He awkwardly looks away as he scratches his head, while she throws her gaze to the window to hide her reddening cheeks.

“Um…” he starts.

Her ears twitch, but she doesn’t look back at him.

He frowns at her. “I uh, also wanted to say sorry.”

“F-for what?”

“For not noticing sooner.”

She blinks and looks at him in confusion. “What do you mean?”

“You know…” He draws circles in the air with his paw. “The, um… You’re, uh, crush.”

Silence.

“…towards me.”

Still silence from the other end.

He looks away. “Uh, yeah… Sorry.”

Her gaze lowers to the bed she’s sitting on. What is she supposed to say?

He closes his eyes, sighs, and hangs his head. “I’d understand if you’re angry at me, or if you don’t want to talk to me anymore.”

What is she supposed to say to him? She doesn’t really know. Why doesn’t she know? She knows what she wants to say, but she’s just unsure if she should say them.

Another sigh. It looks like she really does hate him, and looks like she doesn’t want to talk to him anymore. He doesn’t really blame her. Looking back, it really was obvious that Vixie really liked him. Why was he so oblivious to it?

“I don’t hate you.”

He blinks and looks at the white fox, giving him a small, gentle, yet hurt smile.

She closes her eyes and slowly shakes her head. “I really don’t,” she says as she reopens her eyes, looking straight at him. She takes a breath. “I’m just…sad.” Her ears droop. “Sad that I never got the nerve to tell you.” She closes her eyes, hangs her head, and sighs. “And when I did, it was already too late.”

He winces, his ears drooping as well. Is this what love really is like? Why is it so complicated? Why can’t it be simple? Oh, she’s not talking anymore. He really needs to say something, but what? What should he say? He can’t just say something random. What should he say? What, what, what?! Come on, brain! Think of something!

He hears her chuckle. He opens his eyes and looks at her, his paw on his head.

“Lithe, don’t hurt yourself.” She smiles at him. “It’s alright. As they say, we can’t win them all…”

He frowns at her. “I…don’t really know what to say, Vixie.” His gaze falls down on his bed. “…Except for sorry.”

Still smiling, she tilts her head. “Although…”

He looks back at her, blinking curiously.

“I wonder if you’re open to a polygamous relationship?”

“Er…” he er’s, looking at her in disgust. He violently shakes his head. “Um, sorry, Vixie.”

She chuckles. “At least I now know, right?” she says, winking at him.

He frowns at her. “I’m not against others doing that kind of, erm, thing, but…” He shakes his head once again. “I’m, uh, I just don’t like the idea of splitting my attention, and, well, love, to uh, my lovers, you know?”

She nods. “I understand.” She shrugs. “Oh well, can’t say I didn’t try.”

He scratches his head once again. “Sorry…”

She shakes her head. “Don’t worry about it,” she says with a smile. Closing her eyes, she takes a deep breath, holds it in for a few seconds, and exhales. “Haaa…” She feels like a heavy weight has been lifted from her shoulders. The hurt is still there, but she will heal in time, at least that’s what she’s hoping. It’ll take time, but for now, she relishes on this light and relaxing feeling.

“So uh,” he quietly says, making her open her eyes and look at him. He offers her an awkward smile. “We’re still friends, right?”

Smiling, she tilts her head. “Maybe.”

He frowns. “What do you mean?”

She winks. “You owe me an ice cream to heal my broken heart.”

He yelps in panic. “Vixie, I’m sorry!”

She covers her mouth as she tries not to break into laughter.

“I’ll buy you some ice cream, I promise! Tell me what flavor!”

The two continue their little debacle, ignorant of the collective sighs of frustration of the other four in the room.


The early morning sun’s rays stream through the many open windows of the library, creating a quiet and serene atmosphere…

“Really? Now?” the Mew asks in surprise. “But, but—”

…that is broken by a startled pink blob.

The Eevee takes a breath, ignoring the smell of old books. “Is the team expedition thing not a…thing yet?”

“Not yet but,” she says, frowning at him. “Why now? Why so sudden? And two days before the festival even!”

“The sooner the better.”

“No no, you don’t understand.” The Mew shakes her head. “Most of the high-ranking rescue teams are already providing security around the city! We can’t just pull them out of their posts to do an exploration mission!” She frowns at him. “And besides, we’re not even sure if Palkia’s really there!”

The Eevee closes his eyes and sighs, his head drooping to the table.

“Also it’s called a joint exploration, but an expedition sounds nicer in my honest opinion, so I may bring that up to the others in our next meeting.”

Another sigh. “I guess…staying here for a few more days won’t hurt.”

The Mew smiles at him. “Yep yep. Plus there’s the festival, too! You should go out during the festivities and enjoy the day!” She winks. “Just something for you to remember our world from time to time once you’re back home.”

Frowning, he shifts his gaze to the world outside the window. “I…guess.”

“If you don’t mind me asking,” the Mew says, and waits for him to look at her. She tilts her head. “Why do you suddenly want to return?”

He blinks at her. “…I’ve always been trying to return as soon as possible.”

“Yeah, but…” She looks at him in confusion. “I was under the impression that you’re still trying to reach Bronze rank, and I heard that you went to the guild’s training area, too.” Her frown goes further down. “What changed?”

“I…” He closes his eyes and sighs. “It’s…none of your business.”

“Aw, come on. Don’t be like that.” She gives him a supportive smile. “I’m here to help, remember?”

“…can you erase memories?”

She gasps. “What?! No! Of course not!”

He lamely slides off of his chair and starts to leave. “Then nevermind,” he quietly says.

She watches him leave with a concerned frown. “…I wonder what happened?” she whispers to herself.

Exiting the library, he looks ahead as he walks through the barely-empty hallway. His ears soon twitch to the sounds of arguments. He stops in front of an opened door and looks at the six Pokemon on beds, talking and arguing with one another. He recognizes the three…

…and an idea springs into his mind.

But he quickly shoves it aside as he continues on his way. “Mew is right,” he says as he walks down the steps toward the ground floor of the guild. “It’s too sudden,” he says with a frown. “…I need to fix this,” he adds as he reaches the ground floor.

“Fix what?” a Charmeleon suddenly asks, standing by the stairs and startling the Eevee. He chuckles and awkwardly offers him an apologetic smile. “Sorry about that, dude.”

He frowns at him. “Oh, it’s you.”

“Yeah, it’s me.”

Silence, between the two at least, as many Pokemon litter around the place, their voices mixing in the air.

“Er,” the Charmeleon starts, looking away. “I uh, you look good today,” he says with a smile.

The Eevee rolls his eyes, but his gaze then lands on the yellow-colored badge on the fire lizard’s chest. “You’re a gold rank?”

“Huh?” The Charmeleon looks down at his badge, and smiles at him. “Yeah. Just got it, in fact, after rescuing two teams in one go yesterday!” He sees this as a great opportunity, so he extends his clawed hand at him. “Name’s Kurama.”

He frowns at him, but shakes his hand with his paw anyway. “Nice to meet you, I guess.”

The Charmeleon frowns. “Dude, you’re supposed to tell me your name.”

He smirks at him. “What do you take me for?”

Kurama flinches. “Ouch, you got me.”

Smirk gone, the Eevee sighs. “Look, I made a promise with…” He looks down and frowns. “…with my little sister.” He looks up at him and shakes his head. “Sorry, but I don’t swing that way.”

The Charmeleon frowns in disappointment. “I got that from yesterday, dude, but do you really have to lead me on just for nothing today, too?”

“Not my intention.”

The Charmeleon growls. “Well it sure looked that way to me!” He quickly covers his mouth. “Sorry,” he quietly says, and sighs. “Sorry… I didn’t mean to shout.”

The Eevee takes a breath to calm his rapidly-beating heart down. For a moment, he was sure that the Charmeleon was about to eat him, and not in a good way. “I-it’s alright?”

The fire-type turns around, leans back on the stairs’ railing, and slides down to a sitting position beside the Eevee. “It’s just… I’m just frustrated, you know?” he whispers. “Can’t find a good-looking guy who wanna give me a good rutting lately…”

He’s starting to regret keeping this promise. “I, uh, can’t say I can relate.” He frowns. “But if it’s a one-night stand you’re looking, why not—”

“Don’t even finish that sentence,” the Charmeleon cuts him off with a piercing glare. He sighs and hangs his head. “Look, just go. Sorry for bothering you.”

Well, he told him to go, so the Eevee does just that.


“Where have you been?!” the Pangoro yells at him.

“Went out for a walk,” he quickly replies as he enters the kitchen and places his bag on an empty chair, and with a frown, he turns to face a day of soap and dishes, ignorant of something falling off of his bag.

The Nickit enters the kitchen with a dirty set of dishes on her tail, and blinks as she sees something just landing on the ground. Curious, she approaches the chair, looks down at the piece of paper on the ground, and smiles.

“You did it!” she happily says, and gives the startled Eevee a hug. “You talked to him!”

“What are you talking about?” the Eevee asks as Plu breaks the hug and points at the piece of paper on the ground. He blinks at it, and blinks once again…

…and then it clicks.

He lets out a groan of frustration. “Motherfu—”

“Language!” the Miltank scolds him as the Nickit jumps around in joy.

“My big brother has a boyfriend~” she sings, the dirty plates rattling on her tail.

“Plu, shut up,” he hisses at her.

She stops beside him and gives him a very big smile. “So are you two going out on a date during the festival?”

“Who’s going what in the festival?” the Pangoro asks as he enters the kitchen.

“I am going to steal all of your pillows if you don’t shut up,” the Eevee threatens her.

She sticks her tongue out at him as the Miltank shakes her head in amusement.






31. 03 - 10


The soft silver rays of the moon in the peaceful evening sky pours through the second floor’s open window, and on a frowning Eevee sitting on the wooden floor, him gazing back at the large white orb in the heavens. His ears drooping, he closes his eyes and let out a sigh as a soft breeze drifts in, caressing his furry head.

A Nickit stirs on the bed as the gentle cold touch of the evening breeze brushes against her fur. She mumbles something, and soon her sleepy eyes slowly open. Through her hazy vision, she spots the Eevee sitting by the window. She blinks off the haziness as curiosity slowly overwhelms her sleepiness.

“Big bro?” she calls quietly.

Ears twitching, he turns and blinks at her. “Hm?”

She closes her eyes and let out a long yawn. “Mmm… I-is it morning already?” she asks as she slowly rubs her eyes with her paws.

With an amused smile, he stands on all four, approaches the sleepy dark-type on her bed, and pats her head. “Nah, it’s not morning yet.” His smile fades. “Go back to sleep, Plu.”

She sleepily looks up at him and smiles. “Mmmkay.” She gently grabs his paw and nuzzles it. “You go sleep too…”

“Soon,” he whispers back with a frown. He tries to gently pull his paw back from her grip, but she doesn’t seem to want to let it go. “Plu, let go.”

She sleepily pulls his paw into a hug.

He rolls his eyes as she continues nuzzling his paw, feeling her tickling fur against his. “Plu…”

She then opens her mouth and pretends to gnaw his paw. “Nom~”

“Okay, now you’re just being silly,” he says with an amused smile as he finally pulls his paw away from the small and cute predator, only because she let him.

“Sorry,” she quietly says as she looks up at him with a smile. “I’m gonna try and cherish the moments I have with you before he steals you away from me.”

He blinks at her, frowns, and shakes his head. “Plu.”

She sticks her tongue out at him.

He tries to smile back at her.

He fails.

And she notices.

She blinks and slowly rises to sit on her bed. “What’s wrong?”

He arches a non-existent eyebrow. “You’re supposed to go back to sleep, you little fluffball.”

She frowns at him. “Big bro…”

His ears drooping, he closes his eyes and sighs. “It’s… You’re imagining things.” He looks back at her with a fractured smile. “So go back to sleep. We’re gonna be super busy tomorrow.”

“I am still young and I still don’t know a lot, but I’m not stupid!” she angrily and quietly tells him. “You looked really sad when you were looking out the window.”

With another sigh, he sits on the futon and lies his head on the edge of her bed. “I was just tired.”

“Then you should go to sleep, too.”

“I have insomnia.”

She blinks at him. “What’s that?”

He shrugs. “It’s me at the moment; tired but couldn’t sleep.”

She pouts. “Well, I’m not buying it.”

“It’s not for sale anyway.”

She bops his head. “I mean I don’t believe you!”

“Ow…”

With a frown, she lies down on her belly, facing him, their noses almost touching. “Big bro… Tell me what’s wrong.”

He closes his eyes and sighs, and silently hoping his breath doesn’t smell bad. He’ll blame the lack of toothbrush and toothpaste in this world for that if she’ll complain. Then again, her breath isn’t any better either.

“It’s…nothing for you to worry about,” he quietly says, eyes still closed. “It’s…adult stuff. You wouldn’t understand.”

“At least tell me,” she quietly tells him. “I can try to understand.”

“You’re not gonna drop this, are you?”

She boops his nose with her own. “Nope. So tell me!” She smiles, her tail wagging behind her. “You help us a lot, so maybe it’s time to help you, too.”

He opens his eyes, looking directly into her own, and frowns as he pulls his head off the edge of her bed so their noses stop touching each other, because the weird sensation is starting to weird him out. “I’m…” he trails off.

She blinks excitingly. “You’re…?”

He closes his eyes once again. “I’m…leaving.”

Another blink, her smile slowly fading.

He sits up straight and sighs as he hangs his head. “I don’t know when, but it’s soon. Sorry…”

“Where are you going?” she quietly asks.

“Home…” he quickly replies as he looks out the window.

She slowly sits up on her bed. “Don’t you like it here?”

“I don’t…”

He didn’t get a warm welcome when he first got here. He can’t fault the wilds that tried to kill him though, as it is what they are. But still…

And then there’s the mistreatment of them in the city. Them as a food source, he can understand, but for something else? The Umbreon was right that it’s not his concern and he shouldn’t trouble himself with it, but it still left a bad taste in his mouth.

Other than that though, the Pokemon he has met so far aren’t bad. The Kecleon could have easily yelled at him to go away, but he didn’t. Maybe it’s to not give him a bad rep, but even so, he felt the merchant is genuine in every moment they converse with one another.

Despite the odds, the Mew believed him and even decided to help him. Her telling his secret to the Umbreon still irks him, but he can’t really blame her for it. He needs to learn her name, and should ask her the next time they meet.

The Miltank and the Pangoro let him stay with no trouble at all. He got suckered into dishwashing though, which he’s still angry about, but other than that, they’re really nice and he’s thankful to have met them.

And then there’s Plu.

He slowly turns back and sees her sitting on her bed, with a worried frown on her furry little face. He tilts his head with a small smile, slowly extends his paw towards her, and slowly pats her head.

“Don’t be silly, Plu,” he quietly says. “I do like it here. It’s just…” He frowns as he pulls his paw back. “There’s someone I need to return to…”

“Oh,” the Nickit whispers, her head and ears drooping. “I think I understand.” She then looks back at him. “But you’ll come visit, right?” She frowns. “You promised that we’ll be a team once I become a rescuer!”

He winces. “I… I did, didn’t I?” He hangs his head. “I…don’t think I can come back once I return home.” He closes his eyes and sighs. “I’m sorry, Plu.”

She sniffs.

Ears perking up, he looks up at her and wraps his paws around her, pulling her into a hug. “Sorry, Plu… I’m so sorry.”

She buries her teary face on his white furry collar. “I want you to stay…”

He grits his teeth. This is exactly why he doesn’t want to make any connections to anyone while he’s in this world. Leaving would have been easier.

But now?

He nuzzles the top of her head. “I’ll still be around,” he whispers.

He can at least try to ease the eventual pain, right?

He brushes his paw on her back, trying to help her calm down. A few minutes later, Plu pulls away from the hug, her head still hanging as she sniffs. She wipes her nose with a paw, and looks tearfully at him.

He smiles a sad smile. “We should get some sleep.”

She nods as he turns around. She grabs his tail, making him look over his shoulder.

“Plu?”

“S-sleep with me,” she mumbles, blushing.

An explosion of thoughts suddenly fill his mind, and he tries his best to push the proper words through all the chaos out of his mouth. “U-uh, pardon?”

She wipes the tears off of her eyes with a paw and slowly lies down on her bed, looking up at him with pleading eyes. “Please?”

With a worried frown, he carefully and quietly climbs up the bed and lies down beside her.

She then drapes a paw over him while worming the other under him.

Getting the picture, he breaths out a sigh of relief as he wraps his paws around her as well. “Good night, Plu,” he whispers as the Nickit rubs the top of her head under his chin.

They soon fall asleep a few minutes later.


“Nothing happened,” the Eevee hisses with a glare. “So get that smirk off of your goddamn face already!”

The heavily-blushing Nickit tries her best to melt on her seat as the Pangoro continues to smirk at the two of them.

“Dear,” the Miltank pleads, but even her is having a hard time hiding her smile. “You’re making breakfast awkward.”

“Alright, alright, I’ll stop,” the Pangoro says as he grabs his mug. “For now anyway.”

“Eep!” the Nickit eeps.

The Eevee groans in frustration as he stabs his meal with a spork.

The awkwardness thankfully dies down enough for them to have a relatively okayish breakfast. As the Pangoro forces the Eevee to sit down and listen to some pointers about love that he doesn’t want to hear, the Nickit shakes the embarrassment off as she runs into the kitchen where the Miltank is preparing the cooking utensils for another busy day.

“Mom,” she calls. “Is it okay if I go out for a while?”

“Huh?” the Miltank turns to her. “Whatever for, dear?”

She looks up at her, determination written all over her. “I have a mission to do! Oh, and don’t tell anyone!”

The Miltank tilts her head. “I’m…not sure if I understand what’s going on, but…” She smiles. She has never seen her daughter looking so determined before, and never had she looked like she really wants to do something before. “Just be careful, okay? And be back soon.”

Smiling, the Nickit gives her mother a hug. “Thanks, mom!” She pulls back and nods, fire burning in her young eyes. “I’ll be back soon!” She then quickly turns around and runs out of the kitchen.

Shaking her head, the Miltank turns around and resumes her preparations.

The Nickit quietly and awkwardly returns to the kitchen, and opens the Eevee’s bag lying on a chair. The Miltank pretends not to notice as the young dark-type pulls out a piece of paper, reads its contents, nods to herself, returns the paper back inside, closes the bag, and she then exits the kitchen.

Steeping out of the restaurant, the young Nickit looks at the outside world as the door closes behind her. “Right,” she says as the early morning breeze brushes against her fur. “Mission, start!” She runs through the busy cobblestone street, heading down towards the lower portion of the city.
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Pokemon walk up and down the inclined cobblestone road on the face of the cliff, some on their lonesome, while many enjoy conversing with their companions, their lively voices drifting along the constant salty breeze.

Three Pokemon stand by the side of the road, away from the traffic while talking among each other.

“Really, Shino,” the Cyndaquil frowns. “I’ll be fine! So just wait for me in the guild.”

“You sure?” the yellow Shinx asks with a worried frown.

The fire-type groans in frustration as the ice-type chuckles in amusement.

“Shino, I’m an adult,” Cindy says in annoyance. “You don’t have to follow me around!”

Ears drooping, the electric-type sighs and hangs his head. “Sorry. You’re right.”

After a shake of her head, she smirks, leans toward him and gives him a nuzzle on his neck, startling him. She pulls back with a grin. “There. Feeling better?”

He finally manages a smile. “Not yet.” He quickly nuzzles her, startling her a bit from his sudden show of affection. “There,” he says as he leans back. He winks at his blushing girlfriend. “All better.”

She smirks back at him. “I’ll get you back for that.”

“Can’t wait.”

Chuckling, the fire-type then walks down the road, but after a few seconds fly by, she stops and looks back at her two friends. She waves a paw at them, and her friends quickly return the gesture. Satisfied, she lets out a chuckle, turns around and continues walking down the road.

Pulling his paw back down on the ground, he closes his eyes and lets out a sigh of content. Reopening his eyes, he turns back and notices a familiar white fur. He has completely forgotten that his other friend is with him, smiling happily at him.

He returns her warm smile with an awkward one. “Erm… Hi?”

Vixie chuckles. “Hello.”

He looks away, blushing. “S-sorry… I ah, uh, totally forgot you were with us.”

“Yeah, I noticed.” She sighs and shakes her head.

“Sorry.”

She shrugs. “It’s alright. Don’t worry about it.” She winks at him. “I’m really happy for the two of you.”

He does his best to stop a frown from appearing on his face as the white Vulpix turns, looking up at the road.

And then…

…a thought.

“I guess I should be heading back,” she says with a sigh. “Big day tomorrow.”

He blinks, a small smile growing. “Say, Vixie…”

“Hm?” she hums as she looks at him.

He tries his best to stop his smile from morphing into a sly one. “Wanna grab a bite to eat?”

She blinks at him, her smile fading. “Shino?”

“Huh?”

A sly smile. “Are you flirting with me?”

He quickly baps his head. “No!”

She laughs out loud despite the pulsing pain from her head. “Ow, by the way.”

He glares at her, but then he blinks, sits down and places a paw on his chin. “Actually…”

She frowns. “Shino, I was joking.”

“I don’t think Cindy would mind, to be honest.”

It is her turn to bap his head.

“Ow,” he hisses in pain, rubbing his head with a paw. “But really, wanna go eat? I’m kinda hungry.”

She rolls her eyes. “I guess…”

With a nod, he stands up on all four and—

Their ears twitch to the sudden sounds of surprise up ahead. Turning, the duo spots a fast Nickit running down the road, her pink toy badge reflecting the rays of the morning sun as she passes them by, running down towards the lower portion of the city.

“Huh,” Shino blinks.

She sniffs the air and catches a whiff of the dark-type’s scent. “Wasn’t that the Nickit from the restaurant?”

Speaking of the restaurant…

Shino shrugs. “She’s probably just going to buy some ingredients of something.” He smiles at her and gestures for them to start walking up. “Now come on.”

“Someone’s in a hurry,” she remarks with a chuckle as the duo starts walking up the road.

“Well duh,” he says, rolling his eyes. “I’m on a mission!”

She blinks a curious blink. “What?”


Humming a random tune to herself, a smiling Cyndaquil walks through the busy street of the city, trying her best not to get in the way of the many Pokemon who are setting up various things for tomorrow’s festivities.

“I’m glad someone rescued us before the festival,” she mutters to herself as she crosses the street.

Up ahead, a Boltund lets out a long yawn as he tilts his body sideways, letting the sack from his back to slide off of him and land beside the door of a shop with an audible thud.

“Careful with that!” the merchant from inside yells at the sleepy hound.

“Sorry,” the yellow canine mutters under his breath, and lets out another yawn. Blinking sleepily, he lies down on the street beside the sack. “Wake me up when you’re ready to pay.”

As she walks on the street towards the napping Boltund, the Cyndauil shakes her head as she—

Blurring by her, a quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog.

The fire-type stops and stares at the fast Nickit running through the street. She shakes her head and continues on her way, walking by the snoring hound. As she turns around the block, she spots the young Nickit standing and looking through the gate of the apartment where she’s staying.

“Hey,” she calls as she walks up to the young dark-type. “Wait, aren’t you from the restaurant near the west gate?”

The Nickit looks up at her and blinks. “Um, yes,” she replies with a blush. She suddenly clenches her eyes shut, shakes her head, and looks up at her with newly-collected courage. “Oh, please excuse me, but I’m looking for the Lava Pit apartment.”

The Cyndaquil shrugs and waves a paw at the tall and old-looking building behind the gate. “You’re looking at it. No lava pit, by the way.”

Eyes twinkling, she gazes at the run-down building, devoid of any life outside of its faded red painting and a tiny, barely-visible black fire drawing on the wall obscured by overgrown grass and weed.

“I finally found it!” she cheers. So many Pokemon she asked for directions, and finally she’s here. “Is there a Charmeleon staying in this place?” the Nickit asks, her tail wagging a bit as the fire-type opens the gate.

The Cyndaquil taps her chin with a paw. “Hm… There’s plenty of them.”

The Nickit nods and nods and nods. She recalls a number on that piece of paper. She hasn’t figure out what that number is for, but maybe she’ll figure it out once she’s inside the building. “Is it okay to go inside and ask around?”

The fire-type shrugs and opens the gate wider. “Sure. Just don’t cause a ruckus or the cranky landlord will kick you out.”

“I won’t!” she chirps, and then quietly skips toward the open door of the apartment building.

Shaking her head, the fire-type closes the gate—

“Hey, Cindy!”

She turns toward the familiar voice and smiles at the approaching Sentret. “Linik, hi,” she greets him, and smirks. “Excited for your date tomorrow?”

He chuckles nervously as he looks away. “Er, about that…” He closes his eyes, takes a breath, and then looks at her with a serious frown. “I need your help.”

She ‘blinks’. “Should we go inside or…?”

“Here is fine,” he tells her, frowning.

Worried, she closes the gate behind her and offers a supportive paw on the normal-type’s shoulder. “Hey. Tell me what’s wrong.”

He closes his eyes and sighs. “She doesn’t like me…” He slowly looks up to her. “These past few days, I’ve been helping her around, but…” He looks away, glaring sadly at a random blade of grass behind the fenced front lawn of the apartment. He closes his eyes and exhales. “I thought I had a chance.”

Here she is again, in another situation where she has no clue what to do nor what to say. First it was with Vixie, and now with Linik. Love really is complicated. She thanks her lucky stars that she and Shino didn’t make things complicated…

…and she hopes it stays that way.

Wait…

…what if…?

He looks at her in puzzlement. Why is she smirking at him? Surely she’s not finding his situation funny, is she? “Cindy?” he carefully calls.

She grins at him. “Say, Linik… I know someone who is looking for love, too.”

He blinks at her. “Oh?”

She nods. “And I’m going to help you.” She suddenly pulls the startled Sentret closer, their faces now side-by-side as she wraps her arm around his neck. “And I’ve got the perfect plan.”

He gulps nervously, nodding along. “O-okay…?”

Judging from her very sly grin, it’s in his best interest not to interfere as she pours her on-the-spot plan into his ears, growing more and more nervous as the seconds fly by.


“Thanks,” the yellow Shinx says as the tall Pangoro places his and his friend’s order on their table.

Grinning, the Pangoro stands tall. “I heard that you guys teamed up with my annoying dishwasher.”

The Shinx nods as the white Vulpix starts eating her meal. “Heh, yeah.” He smiles at him. “He’s pretty smart. Too bad a team is only limited to have three members max.”

“Oh? You wanted to recruit him?”

“Like I said, he’s very smart.”

“Huh…” The Pangoro scratches his head. “He doesn’t look like it, if I’m being honest.”

The Shinx lets out a laugh as the Vulpix chokes on her food. As the ice-type helps herself with a bowl of water, the two dining customers seated on the neighboring table starts standing up.

“Yo! Maz!” the Sawk calls the Pangoro with a smile. “Great meal as always! Send our compliments to the chef!”

The Pangoro gives them a thumbs up and shares a fistbump as the two customers head out. The large dark-type starts collecting their dirty dishes when the yellow Shinx calls his attention.

“What’s up, little guy?”

He frowns at that, but disregards it for now…

…because his mission now starts. “Where’s the bathroom again?”

The Pangoro nonchalantly points at the open entryway towards the kitchen. “Just turn right.”

He nods his thanks and turns to his friend. “Be back in a sec.”

She shrugs. “Take your time.”

He jumps off of his seat and tries his best not to seem suspicious or anything as he calmly heads inside the kitchen. He fails somewhat, as the ice-type arches a non-existent eyebrow at his retreating form. She dismisses it with a shrug and takes another bite from her meal.

Now standing in front of the closed bathroom door, he looks back and smiles after seeing that he’s completely out of sight from the dining area. His ears twitch to the constant angry mumbles of the angry Eevee who is angrily washing the dirty dishes and silverware. He rolls his eyes in amusement as the Pangoro walks in.

“Hey,” he quickly calls.

Blinking, the Pangoro stops and turns to him. “Oh, hey there, little guy.”

He frowns at him.

The large Pangoro smiles. “Need help opening the door?”

“Actually, I need help with something else.”

The Pangoro blinks at him, his smile instantly turning into a frown. “My guy… I may not be wed with my love yet, but I’ll have to refuse your, uh, attempts to—”

“N-not like that!” the Shinx stammers, his yellow furred face burning a bright red. “Arceus above, no!”

The Pangoro lets out a roar of laughter.

“Dear,” the Miltank frowns at him. “Don’t scar our customers.”

“Sorry, sorry,” the Pangoro quickly apologizes as he places the dirty dishes on the angry Eevee’s dishwashing station. He then approaches the recovering Shinx with a smirk. “So what’s up, my dude?”

The electric-type takes a breath and sighs. He looks up at him, glances at the Eevee, and once he’s sure that the Eevee’s too busy and too angry to eavesdrop on them, he then looks back at the Pangoro and gestures for him to lean down for him to whisper.

“Like I said, I need your help with something.”

“Let’s hear it then,” the Pangoro whispers back, his interest growing.

With a grumble, the Eevee rinses away the suds on a plate he just washed. He places it on a stack, and blinks at the two whispering Pokemon in front of the bathroom door. With a frown, he shakes his head and resumes his work. “Not my business,” he mutters to himself.


A draconic dildo is tossed aside, landing on the marble floor with a wet thud. A scaly clawed hand hangs on the edge of the bed as a sigh escapes the Charmeleon’s maw. Opening his slitted eyes, he stares at the ceiling of his room as he takes labored breaths, his gaping butthole opening and closing in rhythm with his breathing.

The thick haziness in his mind suddenly disappears after hearing a knock on his door. With a groan, he slowly sits up on his bed with frown, listening to the silence of his room until another set of knocks echo all around.

“Damn it,” he curses under his breath as he grabs a towel and wipes the hot strands of cum on his scaly chest and stomach. “I’m coming!” he yells at the door after another set of knocks resound from it. Shaking his head, he stands up and wipes his two semi-erect rods with the towel. Throwing the towel aside, he walks up to the door, unlocks it, and swings it open, making sure his lower body is behind the door, just in case.

Seeing no one on the other side, he frowns and closes—

“Hi!”

He blinks and lowers his gaze down to the small Nickit smiling up at him. “Uh, hi?” he greets her back. No bags or baskets, so this girl’s probably not selling him anything.

Her smile widens, her tail wagging a bit. “I finally found you!”

“Uuhhh…” Looks like she knows him. He tries his best to remember who this Nickit is. That is assuming he has met her before—oh wait, he did! But barely. She is that Eevee’s… Wait… He squints his eyes at her. “What are you doing here?”

Suddenly, the Charmeleon can feel the fire burning within her eyes as she looks up at him, confidence and determination radiating from her, making him feel a little envious.

“I’m on a mission,” she suddenly tells him, breaking him out of his momentary diffidence. “And you’re gonna help me help you help my brother!”

He blinks at her, and tilts his head. “Uh, what?”






33. 03 - 12 - 01


“Are you excited for tomorrow?” the energetic Nickit asks as she sweep-sweep-sweeps the floor with her tail. “Are you? Are you?”

The Eevee rolls his eyes and shakes his head in amusement. “Plu, calm down,” he tells her as he wipes a table with a wet cloth. “Or else you’re going to tire yourself out.”

“That’s probably a good thing,” the large Pangoro says and laughs. “That way, my little girl can go to bed early and then wake up early, too.”

“I suppose,” the Eevee says with a frown. “Gonna be super busy tomorrow.”

The Nickit stops in place, blinking. She hasn’t thought about that part yet. How could she forget such an important detail! Oh no…

“Actually,” the Pangoro suddenly says, catching the two smaller Pokemon’s attentions. “I was thinking that maybe you can take Plu out during the festival.”

Her eyes practically sparkles. “R-really?!”

The Eevee frowns at the smirking fighting-type. “Is this an attempt to make me fall for your daughter?”

The Nickit blinks, her wide smile slowly fading. And then she blushes. “Eep!” She glares at the laughing Pangoro. “D-dad!”

“I wish it was,” the large Pokemon says as he wipes a few tears off of his eyes. “Nah. The festival’s once a year, and, like you said, it’ll be a very busy day for us.” A frown. “So busy that we never had the chance to take Plu out to enjoy the festivities.”

The Pangoro turns toward the window, his gaze on the many excited Pokemon walking under the light of street lamps repelling the dark veil of the night in the busy cobblestone street.

“Of course, my little daughter was a shy little ball of fluff, so we had little reason to take her out.”

He turns back to them with a small yet proud smile.

“But now? I see my daughter has grown out of her shell.”

His smile grows.

“And it’s all thanks to you, kid.” He nods. “So, thank you.”

“Eehhh,” the Eevee brushes it off with a wave of a paw. “I barely did anything.”

“Oh, I disagree,” the Miltank suddenly chimes in as she walks in the room from the kitchen, smiling at the Eevee. She scoops her daughter up into a hug, giving the giggling dark-type a nuzzle. “I’ve already said it before, but I’ll say it again anyway.” She looks up at him with a very warm smile. “You made her smile, and seeing her smile everyday has been one of the greatest things that has ever happened to me.” She shakes her head. “No, to us.”

The Pangoro walks up to her and throws his arm around her, pulling her into a one-arm hug, all the while smiling at the Eevee. “And none of this could of happened if you didn’t come in here one day asking for a room to rent.”

Ears already drooping, he stares down on the wooden floor. “Y-your welcome, I guess…” he quietly says as he mentally starts kicking himself. He thought he only made a big impact on Plu, but he now knows how wrong he is. Not only to her, but to both her parents as well. He takes a breath and frowns as he slowly looks up at them. “I’m…leaving soon.” And as expected, their smiles morph into sad frowns almost instantly.

Better continue talking before they can stop his train of thoughts.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make such a big impact.” He looks away, eye twitching. “I…” he trails off, unable to think of anything else to say.

“When?” the Pangoro simply asks as the Miltank puts the Nickit back down on the ground.

The Eevee closes his eyes and shakes his head. “I don’t know. Probably a day or two after the festival.” He looks back at them. “Hopefully not more.”

The Miltank closes her eyes and sighs. “People come and go, I suppose.” She looks at him with a small and gentle smile. “But regardless, thank you still for coming into our lives, dear.” She blinks, and then places a hand on her chin. “Maybe we should save this kind of talk on the day of your leaving?”

The Eevee shrugs. “Yeah, sounds good.”

“Well then,” the Pangoro suddenly says with a big grin on his face. “All the more reason for you and Plu to go out there tomorrow!”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “I feel like I have no choice on the matter.”

“Nope!” the Nickit confirms as she approaches him and nuzzles his neck. She pulls her head back and smiles at him, her tail slightly wagging. “And I think it’s going to be really fun!”

“Just a few things,” the Pangoro says, catching the two smaller Pokemon’s attentions. He lifts a finger up. “One, be back before lunch rush.” He frowns. “That’s the busiest hour tomorrow, and we’ll need you two to help us around.”

The Nickit frowns as the Eevee nods in understanding.

“You can go back outside to enjoy the festival at around two.” Another finger lifts up. “And two, be back before dinner time, as that is also a very busy hour for the restaurant.”

Her frown goes further down. Her plans are ruined now! Can she still salvage this? Maybe if she’ll make a few adjustments—

The Miltank shakes her head and turns to her husband. “Dear, I think we can handle the evening rush hour.” She smiles. “Don’t you remember? The festival ends with a big dinner party.”

The Pangoro blinks. “Ah, you’re right.” He chuckles and turns back to the two. “Well, nevermind about number two then.”

“So we’ll return to help during the lunch rush,” the Eevee says and shrugs. “Sounds reasonable.”

The Nickit nods her head. She can work with that.

The Pangoro smiles and gives him a thumbs up. Hopefully that yellow Shinx won’t mind. The restaurant’s more important than the electric-type’s “mission” anyway, but still, he’s looking forward to how things will work out.

“Alright, you two,” the Miltank suddenly announces with a smile. “Go get some sleep. The festival starts early tomorrow.”

“How early, exactly?” the Eevee asks with a blink.

“Two in the morning.”

The Eevee blinks once again as he takes a slow breath—

“He’s gonna blow,” the Pangoro whispers with a smirk as he and his two other family members cover their ears.

“IT’S ALREADY MIDNIGHT!” he screeches, an eye twitching. “WHAT’S THE POINT OF SLEEPING IF IT’LL START IN LESS THAN TWO HOURS?!”

The Miltank blinks. “Huh, no bad words.”

“FUCK!”

She frowns. “There it is…”

“Language!” the Nickit chirps at the fuming Eevee.


A young Nickit and a young adult Eevee walks out of the restaurant, greeting the chilly early morning air with a smile as they gaze upon the many Pokemon in the street, who are busy with their preparations for the first part of the festival.

“What are they doing exactly?” the Eevee asks.

The Nickit shrugs. “I dunno.” She smiles up at him. “We should go and ask!”

The Eevee shrugs as he follows the Nickit approach one of the many busy Pokemon.

“Hi!” she greets a Maractus. “So what’s going on?”

“Oh, hello,” the Maractus greets the two of them with a smile as she lifts a woven basket full of berries and places it on her head. “Is this your first time participating in the festival?”

“Yeah,” the Eevee says with a nod.

“Really? Then I hope you enjoy the festival!” she tells them. “Anyway, we grass-types are going to be dancing through the streets of the city.”

The Eevee blinks, and looks around. As far as his eyes can see, all the gathered grass-types in the immediate vicinity all have baskets and are doing various stretches and preparations. “So it’s a parade?”

“Yes,” the Maractus confirms as she looks around. “It symbolizes the greens overcoming the frosty winter months, and we give thanks for a new cycle of life.”

“Wow…” the Nickit says in awe. “That’s amazing!”

The Maractus smiles down at her. “Why thank you! It truly is!”

“Everyone!” a booming voice echoes through the crowd, silencing them and managing to get their attention. The Tropius smiles and continues, “We will begin soon, so please get yourselves ready!”

“Oh! It’s about to start!” the Nickit says, jumping in place.

The Eevee turns to the Maractus. “So uh, what are we supposed to do?”

She smiles at him. “You can join in on the dancing, or just march along with the parade.”

“I see.”

The Nickit stops and blinks. It’s about to start. What is she doing?

“What’s wrong?”

She gasps and looks up at the Eevee, who’s regarding her with a concerned look. She gulps and chuckles. “Eh heh heh… I ah uh…” She shifts her eyes left and right, and then spots a burning tail among the crowd. “I uh, need to pee?”

He rolls his eyes. “That’s what you get for being all jumpy and excited.” He quickly ruffles the fur on her head. “Now shoo, but hurry up!”

She pouts at him, but nods and scampers away, heading towards the fire, until she finally reaches—

She skids to a stop and blinks at the Magmar having a lively conversation with other Pokemon. She frowns and looks around, unaware of the tall Pokemon standing behind her, until one of its claws tap her shoulder. Blinking, she turns around, looks up, and smiles. “You’re here!”

Blushing, the Charmeleon looks away as he scratches his cheek. “I-I’m not really sure about this.”

She snickers. “But you still came!”

He sighs and smiles at her. “What can I say?” he asks as he kneels down and pats her head. “I couldn’t say no to an evil mastermind like you.” He stands back up as the Nickit chuckles. “Looks like the parade’s about to start.”

“Mhmm,” she nods. “So should we start as well?”

He looks down at her and shakes his head. “Er, not yet.”

She frowns at him as the crowd suddenly starts cheering, startling her.

The air suddenly vibrates with the sounds of various instruments playing a very lively tune, and the crowd starts to sing and dance, and soon the parade starts to move forward, heading towards the east. Grass-types dance to the rhythm, almost in sync with each other, the baskets on their heads perfectly balanced.

“You should probably go back to him,” the Charmeleon says as he and the Nickit walk side-by-side, his eyes on the Eevee who is walking along the crowd in a slow pace and looking around in concern.

The Nickit nods her head and then looks up at him. “Okay.” She smiles at him. “Mission start!”

He chuckles as the Nickit runs toward the Eevee, and he then lets out a sigh. “Okay, I can do this.” He glares ahead, on the Eevee sighing in relief as the Nickit says something to him. A faint blush graces his already-red cheeks. “I can do this.” He smirks. “Yes, I can!”

The parade continues to move through the street, collecting more and more Pokemon walking and dancing along.

“Goddamnit,” the yellow Shinx curses, and then lets out a very big and very long yawn.

The white Vulpix chuckles as she walks alongside him. “Told you to sleep early.”

“Two freaking ey em!” he hisses. “I’d still be fast asleep at this hour!”

“Or probably inside a certain fire-type,” she says with a sly smile, and giggles after receiving an embarrassed glare from her friend. She shakes her head. “Speaking of, where is Cindy?”

He sighs, his ears drooping. “Probably still asleep.”

Vixie chuckles, and then smiles a sly smile at him. “I bet you’re going to join her when we get to her apartment.”

“Don’t tempt me,” he hisses under his breath. That’s such a wonderful idea, but no, he has to make sacrifices for his mission to succeed! He just hopes Cindy will forgive him. He tries looking around nonchalantly, and spots a few Eevees in the parade, but none of them are with a Nickit. “Where are they?” he grumbles under his breath.

Vixie blinks and turns to him. “Shino?” she calls. “Did you says something?”

Oh shit. She heard him! He needs an excuse and qui—he lets out a very long yawn. “Bleargh…”

She frowns at him. “Maybe you should go back to your apartment and sleep?” She looks ahead. “Speaking of, there’s your apartment building!”

“I’ll be fine,” he tells her.

She continues to frown. “Shino. I really appreciate you keeping me company, but I am starting to feel bad now.” She shakes her head. “I’ll be fine on my own, so go get some sleep.”

He glares at her. “I said I’m fine!” he yells, silencing the Pokemon near them. He yelps and immediately starts apologizing to the Pokemon around them.

Vixie chuckles in amusement and shakes her head. He’s a sillyhead, and a sweet friend, who closes his eyes, lets out a sigh and hangs his head. Hm… Maybe… He can… And she can…?

Will it work? And will Cindy be okay with it? The two of them has invited her in jest, so she’s not really sure if they’re serious or not.

“Look!” the Nickit suddenly shouts, startling the Shinx. He looks back and sees the happy Nickit talking to the smiling Eevee. “That’s the guild, right?”

The Eevee nods his head. “Yeah, it is.” He looks at it and blinks. “Wow… Even at this hour, the guild still looks busy.”

“I’m gonna go take a closer look!” the Nickit suddenly says. “Can I?” she asks him with pleading eyes. “Please please please?”

He rolls his eyes and chuckles. “Why am I going to stop you?”

“Yey!” And she skips ahead, towards the guild.

He blinks at her. “Oi!” He frowns. “Wait up!”

“Now’s my chance!” the yellow Shinx and the Charmeleon whisper in unison.

Before the Eevee can give chase, he feels a gentle yet sharp tap on his shoulder. Blinking, he looks over his shoulder and frowns at the smiling Charmeleon. “Oh, it’s you.”

“Yep, it’s me again, my dude!” he says with a big grin. “Fancy meeting you here!”

“Yeah, I guess.” He looks ahead and gives cha—

“Wanna know something about this parade?”

The Eevee frowns as the Charmeleon walks beside him. It doesn’t look like he’ll be leaving soon, and if he leaves, the Nickit will probably not be happy about it. Although…she wouldn’t be if she doesn’t know, right?

With a roll of his eyes, he looks back at him, playing along. “Spill.”

He smirks at him and winks. “It’s also a good time to meet new people.”

“We already met a few days ago.”

The Charmeleon blinks at him, his train of thought suddenly on a halt. “Er… I mean…”

Up ahead, the yellow Shinx is looking at them with twitching eyes. “Who the fuck is that bozo?” he hisses under his breath as he sees the Charmeleon smiling at the Eevee as the fire lizard gestures at the large crowd around them.

“Shino?” Vixie calls. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing, nothing,” he sighs as he slows down a bit. It doesn’t really matter who that Charmeleon is anyway. “Just a bit sleepy.”

She frowns at him as she matches his slow pace, unaware that they’re slowing down enough for the Eevee to reach them. “I told you to go back to your apartment and sleep.”

“And I told you that I’ll be fine,” he tells her with a tired smile, while thinking to himself that him being actually tired is actually doing him a favor.

“See?” the Charmeleon asks as he smiles down at the Eevee. “A lot of chatting is going around!”

Deciding to amuse the fire-type for a bit, he looks around and blinks. Aside from the dancing and singing Pokemon, many others are also having a very lively discussion with one another, their voices and their laughter mixing with the lively sounds of the parade.

Yet he frowns, as he sees no point of knowing anyone anyway. Unbeknownst to him, he catches up to the slow pace of two Pokemon up ahead as he turns to the smiling Charmeleon. “I suppose you’re right.”

His grin grows even wider. “It’s in the spirit of the parade, my dude!”

The white Vulpix blinks as she notices an Eevee is now walking in between her and the yellow Shinx. As she takes in his scent, the electric-type glances aside, making sure the frowning Eevee is blocking the ice-type’s view of him, and with a smirk, he quietly summons electricity on the star of his tail and taps the Charmeleon’s foot.

“Oh, hi!” Vixie greets the startled Eevee with a smile after recognizing his scent, ignorant of the yelping Charmeleon falling on top of the yelping yellow Shinx. “Didn’t think you’re the type of Pokemon to be joining such an event.”

He frowns at her. “You’re right.”

She chuckles. “So who forced you to join?”

Why do Pokemon love to have a conversation with him anyway? Then again, should he blame them? It’s also like that back home anyway. Strange how he’s still not used to it.

He shakes his head. “It was either this or clean a horrifying amount of dishes.”

Vixie giggles as they pass by the guild, where a frowning Nickit runs from the entrance towards the parade.

“Get off of me!” the Shinx yells.

“Sorry, sorry,” the Charmeleon apologizes with a wince as he allows a few Pokemon to help him back up. “Ow…” His eye twitches as another wave of pain jolts up to his brain.

With an annoyed grunt, the yellow Shinx glares up at him before walking along with the parade.

The Charmeleon lets out a sigh as the Nickit stops beside him.

“What happened?” she asks, her anger shifting into worry after she notices the hurt look on his face.

He looks down at her with a strained smile. “I ah, tripped.” No he didn’t. That Shinx zapped him, but it was probably an accident.

She frowns a worried frown at him. “Are you hurt?”

“Only my pride,” he says and laughs. He gestures for the two of them to continue walking. “Ow,” he hisses. “Yeah, I don’t think I can catch up to your brother,” he says as he searches for him but fails.

“He’s probably getting worried about me,” she tells him. “I’ll go back to him for now.”

He gives her a thumbs up. “Sounds good.”

With a determined nod, she then runs ahead.

His smile morphs into a frown, and he lets out a sigh once again. “Ow…”

The Vulpix and the Eevee haven’t really said anything to each other, just walking alongside each other, looking here and there.

“This is getting awkward,” the Eevee mutters to himself as he slows down a bit—

“Hi!” the yellow Shinx suddenly greets him, startling the Eevee. The Vulpix and the Eevee regard him with a smile and a glare respectively, and he tries his best not to laugh. “Hey there, dude! Great to see you!”

“I wish I could say the same,” the Eevee grumbles and sighs. “Welp, you two have fun.” And he completely stops walking.

“Aw, come on, don’t be like that!” Shino says with a smile as he and Vixie stop as well, turning to him. “You know what they say about this parade?”

The Eevee is still frowning at them. “It’s a great time to know new people,” he says, rolling his eyes. “Yes, I’ve heard.”

With a grin, Shino pats the frowning normal-type’s shoulder. “That’s right! So come on!”

“Why do I feel like this is too much of a coincidence to be a coincidence?” he grumbles as he resumes walking, albeit in a slow pace.

“You seem energetic all of a sudden, Shino,” Vixie points out with a smile.

He smiles back at her. “Of course! We’re with our new friend, after all, who isn’t from here!” He grins at her. “We can be like tour guides!”

She blinks. “That sounds fun.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “I am overwhelmed with excitement.”

“Big brother!” the Nickit calls as she runs toward him.

Blinking, he looks back and braces himself from her tackle-hug. He stops walking and pats her furry little head. “Hey, hey, what’s wrong?”

She looks up at him with teary eyes. “I-I thought I wouldn’t find you!”

Ahh shit. He forgot she went to the guild, and he completely just passed by it, too. He wraps his paws around her. “Sorry, Plu.”

She buries her face in his collar fluff, hiding her smirk. “I-it’s alright,” she says, feigning a sad tone.

Vixie looks at the siblings, reminding her of her siblings. She didn’t have a close bond with them compared to these two, which she finds…

She closes her eyes and lets out a longing sigh. Reopening her eyes, she turns to her friend, and blinks.

Shino is scowling at the two. It was the perfect scene! Well, kinda, since he needed to jump in before the Eevee could get away, but still, it was going so well until this Nickit showed up!

“Shino?”

He blinks, and turns to his friend. “Huh?”

She frowns at him. “What’s wrong?”

“Er…” Shit. “N-nothing!” He laughs awkwardly, scratching his neck. “J-just a bit annoyed that the conversation got interrupted, you know?”

She tilts her head. “I…guess I understand.”

He sits down on the road and nods. “Yeah. We should wait for them.”

She arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Why?”

Shit. “Er…”

A clawed foot steps on his tail, eliciting a yelp from the yellow Shinx.

“Whoops,” the Charmeleon says without stopping. “My bad,” he says with a smirk.

Petting his tail with his two paws, Shino glares at the crowd, trying but failing to find the culprit.

Vixie sighs. “We shouldn’t be sitting in the middle of the parade, or just standing.”

Sighing as well, Shino nods in defeat and the two walk along the crowd. With a frown, he looks over his shoulder and sees the two siblings finally breaking their hug. His eye twitches.

The Eevee smiles and pats the Nickit’s head. “Are you feeling alright now?”

She ‘sniffs’ and nods, and smiles up at him. “Mhmm.”

He sighs, and they soon walk along with the parade. “I can’t imagine what that’s like, feeling lost and hopeless as you were trying to look for me.” He frowns. “I’m so sorry, Plu.”

Oh no, she made him feel really really bad.

“Wanna head back to the restaurant?”

Oh no! This is the complete opposite of what she wanted! She violently shakes her head. “No! No no!”

He blinks, surprised at her sudden shift in mood. “Er…”

“I mean…” She blushes and looks away. “Uh, I’m okay now.” She smiles up at him.

“You sure?”

She nods vigorously. “Yep!” She puffs out her chest, her pink badge reflecting the lights from the street lamps. “I’m a tough Nickit!”

He rolls his eyes in amusement. “Heh, if you say so.”

The parade reaches the eastern gate, and the Pokemon up front turn to the road heading down towards the lower portion of the city.

Noticing this, the Eevee turns to the closest stranger. “Hey.”

“Hm?” a pink Deerling turns to him, carrying a small basket full of berries on his back. “Hello.”

The Eevee nods at him. The Deerling sounds young, despite the grass-type being a few inches taller than him. “So I was wondering about something. Is there like a finish line for this parade?”

The Deerling blinks, tilting his head slightly. He then lets out a chuckle. “Mister, this isn’t a race.” He shakes his head. “But I think I understand what you’re trying to say.” He looks ahead. “The parade ends when we reach the city docks.” He turns back to the nodding Eevee with a smile, and blinks when he notices a familiar creature trying her best to hide from him. “Oh, hey, Plu!” His smile widens. “Is that you?”

“Huh?” the Eevee blinks curiously, turning to the Nickit whose every fur suddenly stands in surprise. “Plu? You know this guy?”

“So it is you!” the Deerling says cheerfully as he walks closer and takes a peek at her blushing face. He frowns. “Plu, are you alright?”

“Eep!” Her blush reddens even more as she tries to stick to the taller Eevee to hide herself, making it difficult for the Eevee to walk properly with their paws bumping into each other.

“Plu!” the Eevee yelps as he almost loses his balance, only to be saved by the Deerling as he pushes his side against his. He glares down at her. “Plu, what are you doing?”

“S-sorry.”

“Maybe she’s not feeling well?” the Deerling suggests with a worried frown. “She always look so sickly every time I see her at school.”

The Eevee blinks and turns to him, ignoring the Nickit who is still trying to merge with him. “School?”

The Deerling looks at him and nods with a small smile. “Yeah. Plu and I are classmates.”

“Huh…”

The Deerling shakes his head with a frown. “A few of our classmates make fun of her because of it.” His frown goes further down. “I always try standing up for her whenever I can.”

“I see…” the Eevee says as he tries his darn best to hold back a grin. But then he realizes that Plu is being bullied in school. He frowns. “Thanks for looking after my sister.”

Or wait, maybe Plu’s being teased because their classmates know it’s obvious?

The Deerling blinks at him. “Your sister?” He gasps. “Oh! I’m so sorry for not realizing sooner!” He repeatedly bows his head in apology, the basket on his back waving left and right.

“Er, it’s fine, it’s fine!” the Eevee tells him, more afraid of the possibility of the basket falling off of the young buck’s back. After the deer finally stops apologizing, he decides to poke a bit of fun as he turns to the Nickit, who is shyly looking up at him. He grins a sly grin, making her blush even more. “Plu. You mind introducing me to your…” he wags both his non-existent eyebrows. “…classmate?”

She shyly glares up at him, and quickly shakes her head.

“Aw, come on,” he says. “Where did my courageous little sister go all of a sudden?”

“M-maybe I can introduce myself instead?” the Deerling offers.

The Eevee ignores him as he nudges her off of him.

Blushing heavily, the Nickit violently shakes her head and then glares up at his sly grin. She can’t waver here. Not now where she’s in the middle of her mission! She closes her eyes and takes a very deep breath.

The Eevee lets out a quiet chuckle as the Deerling looks at her in awe. Somehow, she looks a little different today.

Letting go of the breath she is holding, she reopens her eyes and glares up at her brother. “Big bro,” she says as she turns to the Deerling looking back at her, ignoring the rising heat in her cheeks. “T-t-this is Soma, my c-classmate!”

“Soma, huh?” the Eevee says as he turns to the Deerling. He nods. “Pleasure to meet my sister’s knight in shining armor.”

The two youngsters blink blankly at him.

Realizing his words got lost in them, he rolls his eyes and shakes his head. “Nevermind.”

“And Soma!” Plu suddenly says, almost shouting, startling both males. She looks up at the Eevee. “T-this is my big brother!” She takes a breath, hoping it’ll stop herself from stammering. “J-Jay…” It didn’t, but at least introductions are over now.

“Pleasure to meet you, sir!” the Deerling suddenly says with a smile.

“Yeah, likewise.” He smiles back at him and pats his shoulder. “My sister’s friends are friends of mine, too.”

Soma smiles widely at that, his small tail wagging. “I’ve never had the opportunity to talk properly to Plu before, or any of her family.”

Plu blushes and looks away.

“I wonder why,” the Eevee asks as he throws a grin at the pouting Nickit. “By the way,” he says, turning back to the Deerling as a realization suddenly pops into his head. “May I ask why you aren’t dancing?”

He smiles a sad smile at the curious siblings. “I…get tired easily.”

Huh. That’s not good. He should improve his stamina if he ever wants to please Plu in the future.

Yep, the ship has sailed, and he will protect it with his life!

The Deerling frowns at him. “Mister, why are you smiling like that?”

The Eevee blinks. “Sorry, sorry! I didn’t find your lack of stamina amusing! I swear it!” His ears twitch, and he looks down to see Plu giggling.

“Aw, Plu!” Soma suddenly says, smiling at her. “You should be smiling more often! You look really nice when you do.”

She blinks at him, her face immediately burning red.

The Deerling starts to panic. “S-she’s not feeling well again!”

“Oh my god,” the Eevee whispers to himself as he really tries his best to hold his amusement. Ah, to be young and innocent.

…something he and his sister were not able to enjoy back home.

He quickly shakes his head. Best not to dwell on the past for now.

The parade reaches the lower portions of the city, where more Pokemon are waiting for them. Many Pokemon in the streets start playing their instruments, while many others dance along and join in on the marching parade.

With a grin, the Cyndaquil punches the nervous Sentret’s shoulder. “There’s the parade, Linik!”

He rubs his aching shoulder with his paw. “Yeah… I can see that.”

She points at the crowd. “And look! There she is now!” she says, her eyes on the white Vulpix walking along the crowd. She ‘blinks’, her smile fading as she sees the yellow Shinx with the Vulpix.

She frowns. What’s going on? Why is Shino with Vixie? That lazy ass of his never joins the spring festival. Not the early morning parade anyway. So what changed? And why now?

Wait… Is Shino cheating on her? That bastard! Wait, no, she shouldn’t jump to conclusions. He may be a pervert, but he never cheats. It’s just not in his nature.

…Maybe he’s trying to invite her into their relationship? Yeah, that’s a possibility. She doesn’t mind, really. But wait, no! That’ll ruin her mission! That just won’t do! As much as she loves to screw with the fantasy having sorts of ‘fun’ with the white Vulpix and her boyfriend, there is a more important matter in reality she needs to attend to.

But wait… Hm… Maybe…?

She looks at the Sentret, and really looks at him. She shivers and shakes her head. Nope, she’s not into him, so that’s out of the picture.

“Wait, is that Shino?” the Sentret asks.

“Sure is!” the Cyndaquil suddenly says. Right, it’s go time! She grabs the yelping Sentret’s paw and drags him towards her two friends. “Now come on!”

“Wait! Wait wait wait!”

“Waiting later, moving now!”

Their ears twitching, both Shino and Vixie turn and see their fast-approaching friend heading towards them, with a frightened Sentret being dragged along.

“Cindy, hi!” the white Vulpix greets her.

“Vixie, hey!” the fire-type greets her back, and then she ‘gasps’ as she notices the electric-type giving her a nervous smile. “Shino! My love! I didn’t expect to see you here!”

The yellow Shinx blinks at her. “I’m your what now?”

She grins at the ice-type. “Vixie, you don’t mind if I’ll borrow my boyfriend for a while, right?”

Vixie blinks. “Er…”

“Great!” Cindy then pushes the yelping Sentret towards the yelping ice-type, and then grabs the yelping electric-type. “Be a dear and keep Linik company, will ya? Thanks!” And she’s off, dragging along a dumbfounded Shinx away.

“What was that all about?” Vixie asks no one in particular. She then turns to the Sentret. “You okay?”

He sighs, blushing a bit. “Yeah, I think so.” He scratches the back of his head. “Is Cindy always like that?”

She chuckles. “Yep. She can be a bit overwhelming at times.” A blush. “It sometimes makes me wonder how Shino can handle her.”

“Let’s not think about it, for our sakes,” Linik suggests.

An awkward silence hovers around the ice-type and the normal-type.

Dragging the Shinx in a dark and empty-looking alleyway, the Cyndaquil pins him against the wall and starts attacking his mouth with her own. Startled at first, Shino immediately melts into the kiss as their tongues go to war against each other.

Wait, no. What is he doing? He’s on a mission! He grabs her shoulder—

Cindy breaks the kiss, a strand of saliva connecting their panting mouths. She grins. “Wanna have a quickie?”

He gasps. “W-what? You mean right here, right now?”

She leans forward and kisses his nose as she drags a paw from his furred chest all the way to his excited little rod. “Oh, I don’t know,” she whispers as she gently grabs the base of his member, eliciting a moan from him. “What do you think, lover boy?”

Well, having a quick one wouldn’t hurt the mission, right? Paws already on her shoulders, he pushes her down on the ground.

“Oof!”

“Sorry.”

She grins at him. “I deserve it for being a bad girl,” she tells him as she aligns his twitching cock in front of her folds. “I should be punished.”

Shino rolls his eyes and shakes his head. “And you call me the perverted one.” He then locks her mouth with his own in a deep kiss to silence her as he pushes himself inside her, a wave of pleasure pulsing through his entire body as her warm and wet walls massages his thick rod.

A fast Nickit runs by in front of the alleyway, her eyes glued on the Charmeleon walking along the crowd. She skids to the stop beside him, startling him a bit. “Hi!”

He quickly calms down and smiles at her. “Hello.” He blinks, noticing the faint red hues on her face. “You okay?”

She looks up at him with fire in her eyes. “Nevermind that. The coast is clear!”

“Oh?” That took a while, but hey, he shouldn’t complain! “Let’s go then!”

She nods and together, they stand on the sidewalk beside the alleyway, away from the parading Pokemon, waiting for their prey, who is currently walking alongside the Deerling. Her ears twitch, hearing a weird and faint noise coming from…somewhere. She ignores it and focuses on her mission.

“So,” the Eevee starts, frowning at the Deerling. “Does Plu get bullied all the time?”

The grass-type frowns back at him. “Yes, sir, unfortunately.”

“Drop the sir,” he tells him with a roll of his eyes. “Anyway, how bad is the bullying?”

The deer shakes his head. “I try stepping in as soon as I can.” He sighs. “But I can’t be there for her all the time. I wish I could.”

Yep, this is a solid ship. The Eevee keeps a frowning face as he listens on.

“Sometimes I wonder if I should tell her to try standing up for herself but…” He shakes his head. “I don’t know if she can.”

“First off,” the Eevee says, still frowning at him. “Plu is not sickly.”

He blinks. “She’s not?”

“No.” The Eevee shakes his head. “She’s just shy.”

An ear flick. “Huh… Really?” The Deerling looks up at the dark sky. “I…guess that makes sense.” He frowns at the Eevee. “But why does her face go red and feel hot?”

“She is extremely shy.”

He tilts his head slightly. “Is that how it works?”

Also, hot? He can only imagine how cute it must have been. The Eevee shrugs.

The Deerling nods with a small smile. “So is it okay to tell her to try standing up for herself from now on?”

“Probably,” the Eevee says with a smile of his own. “But she won’t suddenly gain the courage to do so.”

The Deerling nods once again. “Okay, I understand.” He smiles. “I’ll try my best to look out for her.”

“Look out for whom?” a new voice suddenly asks.

Frowning, the Eevee turns to the Charmeleon walking beside him. “Heya, my dude!” the fire-type greets him as Plu stealthily starts walking behind her brother.

Eye twitching, he glares at the smirking fire lizard. “Not now.” He notices the dark-type out of the corner of his eyes, so he looks over his shoulder, glaring at him. “Plu.”

Why is he looking angry? Is he angry at her? Oh no, did he figure it out? Her ears droop. Is he going to scold her? She was just trying to help!

“If the bullies will keep on bullying you, let either me or Soma know, okay?”

She blinks at him.

“Wait, bullied?” the Charmeleon asks with a frown. “Who is being bullied?”

“Um,” the Nickit stammers, and glances at the Deerling who is looking at her with a supportive smile. She sighs, her cheeks reddening as she looks up at her brother with a glare of her own. “That was the old Plu!” She puffs out her chest, her pink badge reflecting the many lights in the area. “This new Plu is not letting those meanie bullies bully me!”

The Deerling drops his mouth open in awe. This Plu is very different from the one he knew back in school. For some reason, she looks so…amazing. Why does his face feel a bit hot all of a sudden?

The Eevee smirks and quickly ruffles her furry little head. Annoyed, she bats her paw away and sticks her tongue out at him, making her big brother chuckle.

Up ahead, a cloud of awkwardness still linger around two Pokemon. The Sentret scratches his head, trying but failing to come up with something to say. And the same with the white Vulpix. She doesn’t really know much about him, so she has no clue what to talk about it.

Which is ironic considering what the parade is all about.

The Sentret quietly sighs. “So uh,” he starts.

Her ears twitch, and she nervously turns to him. “Hm?”

What to say what to say what to say what does he want to ask her anyway? “Seeing any guys lately?”

…what the fuck, Linik? That’s the best you can come up with?! And out of the blue, to boot! Stupid, stupid, stupid!

As the Sentret continues looking away from her and mentally slapping himself, the white Vulpix frowns at him. “Uh, no. Not yet.” But she then realizes how shy the Sentret is acting at the moment. It reminds her of herself towards Lithe. So this is what she was like before? She finds it a bit cute.

She takes a breath as the Sentret slowly looks at her. She’s still as nervous as he is, but she made a promise to herself. Now then… What would Cindy do in this situation?

She gives him a sly smile. “Why do you ask?” Noticing his blush, her smile grows even wider.

“Er, n-n-no reason!” he says, and quickly looks away as his entire brown furry head starts to redden.

Oh, so that’s why Cindy brought him along and took Shino away. The couple probably had this whole thing planned. She shrugs. Well, why not? If she’s being honest with herself, Linik doesn’t really look bad.

But can she see herself with him? Eh, maybe. Who knows, right? And there’s only one way to know.

“So, Linik,” she slowly says as she closes the walking gap between them, their furs brushing against each other, sending electric sensations to the reddening Sentret. “How about you? Are you seeing any girls lately?” She leans closer to his ear to whisper: “Or do you only see me?”

He immediately restores the gap between them as he starts to hyperventilate, making the white Vulpix giggle.

Wow, so she has this kind of effect on guys if she acts like Cindy? She has to admit, it feels really nice, but kinda wrong at the same time. Like she’s not being herself. Oh well. She can’t really catch a guy if she stays the same, right? She might as well see where she’ll get herself into with this kind of approach.

A few paces behind them, the yellow Shinx frowns at the two. Linik’s a friend, but he doesn’t really see the two of them together like that. Why did Cindy brought him along anyway? And why is Linik trying to hit on Vixie? Or perhaps it’s the other way around? From the looks of it, yeah, it definitely does look like it’s the other way around.

He blinks. Wow… He won’t believe it if he didn’t see it. Despite it all, he manages a smile. Who knew Vixie had it in her?

Regardless, Linik told him that he was trying to woo someone else. Best not to let Vixie continue her little flirting with him. It could get messy, especially if whoever Linik was wooing finds out about this.

But if he takes him away, Vixie will be all alone. Where the hell is that Eevee anyway? Oh, he’s with that Charmeleon again. Wait, is that stupid fire lizard trying to hit on him? The fuck? Is that why the Eevee doesn’t look interested, because he’s as straight as a squiggle?

Shit. What’s he supposed to do? Things aren’t going as he hoped! And it’s getting worse by the minute!

Out of panic, he quickly approaches the ice-type and ‘borrows’ her away from the nervous Sentret.

“Shino?” she asks with an annoyed frown as she lets him drag her away from the parade. “What has gotten into you?”

Away from the crowd, he lets her go and starts to look around in a panic.

Her frown morphs from annoyance to that of worry. “What’s wrong? Did something happen to Cindy?”

“Huh? Cindy?” he asks, blinking at her, her white fur reminding him of his love fluids pouring out of the fire-type’s gaping pussy a few minutes ago. He closes his eyes and violently shakes his head. “She’s fine, but…” His ears droop as he hangs his head.

Damn it. He just cockblocked his two friends! What kind of a friend does that?! But then again…

He looks up at her with a serious look. “Vixie, Linik is already seeing someone else.”

She blinks and tilts her head. “Huh. Is that true?”

He nods. “Yeah. Forgot who it was, I was too drunk to pay attention, but I remember the gist of it at least.”

“Then why isn’t he with her?”

He shrugs. “I dunno. Probably still asleep?”

That makes sense, Vixie thinks to herself. Cindy probably didn’t know and just decided to drag Linik along. She can’t really blame her friend for trying to pair her up with someone. And it’s really nice to have a friend who’s looking out for her, too.

She nuzzles his neck. “Thanks, Shino.”

He shrugs after she leans back. “No problem.”

Vixie looks back at the marching parade. “I should probably apologize to him.”

“Nah, I’ll handle it.” He smiles as he sees the Eevee walking by. “Meanwhile, why don’t you get to know our grumpy friend some more?”

“Huh?”

He winks at her. “You know who I’m talking about.” He then runs to the parade to search for the Sentret.

She frowns as she watches him leave, and then notices the Eevee walking by. She rolls her eyes as she joins the march. “Cindy’s trying to pair me with Linik, and Shino with mister grumpy.” She sighs.

A few paces behind her, the Cyndaquil ‘blinks’ at the white Vulpix. “What the…? Why did Linik leave her all alone?” She starts looking around. “Don’t tell me he chickened out? Damn it, Linik!”

“I said I’ll be fine!” Plu says with an angry pout.

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “I’m sure you will.” He winks at her. “You have Soma to watch over you after all.”

She blushes but keeps her pouty glare pointed at him.

The Charmeleon laughs. “You’re one lucky Nickit, having a cutie like him as your big brother.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “Stop calling me that.”

He winks at him. “I might if you tell me your name.”

A sparking star touches his foot once again, eliciting a yelp as he falls down on the ground. Startled, the Nickit and the Deerling try to help him back up, while the white Vulpix rolls her eyes as the yellow Shinx quickly runs away, blending with the crowd.

“He’ll be fine,” the Eevee says.

The Charmeleon curses under his breath as the two young Pokemon help him walk to the sidewalk, away from the marching parade. He’s about to go follow them when the white Vulpix greets him.

“Oh, it’s you again.”

She nods. “Yep. It’s me again.”

He squints his eyes at her. “You had nothing to do with what just happened, right?”

She arches a non-existent eyebrow. “I can’t inflict pain on someone with my mind, you know.”

He shrugs. “Just making sure.”

She rolls her eyes. “Of course you are.” She then stands beside him with a smile. “Care to join me?”

He frowns at her. “I’m not leaving my sister behind.”

Wow. He prioritizes his family more than a potential mate. As she watches him leave, she’s not sure if she should be happy about his priorities or not. A smile graces her features. How lucky is the Nickit to have a brother like him. She wonders what that is like, to have a loving and caring older sibling?

Before she even realizes it, she’s walking alongside the Eevee as they approach the others, which surprises her a bit. She might as well say something to not make it look awkward. “How are you feeling?” she asks as they reach them.

Sitting down on the street, his back on the concrete face of a closed shop, the Charmeleon shrugs. “Could be better.”

With a nod, she approaches the fire-type. “Let me help.”

Another shrug. “Can’t see how you can get it any worse, miss.”

She gently places a paw on his injured foot, and starts to summon gentle pulses of cold.

The Charmeleon lets out a sigh of relief. “Damn, that feels great.”

The Nickit and the Deerling share a smile. Plu blinks and quickly looks away with reddeing cheeks, making the Deerling worry. Wait, no, she’s not sickly. She is just shy. So does that mean she’s shy towards him? But why?

The Eevee shakes his head. “Maybe you should stop walking for a while.” He frowns. “No offense, but you seem like you’re prone to hurting your leg.”

The Charmeleon grumbles something under his breath as the Vulpix pulls her paw back.

Vixie turns to the Eevee. “We should keep him company until he feels better,” she suggests.

The Eevee sighs. “Fine. I don’t seem to have a choice on the matter anyway.”

The Charmeleon shakes his head. “Nah, my dude.” He smirks at him. “Don’t let me drag you guys out of the fun.” He shrugs. “My apartment’s close by anyway, so I’ll just go over there and rest up a bit.” He smirks at him. “Or maybe we could—”

“The Lava Pit?” the Nickit asks, making the Eevee arch a non-existent eyebrow at her.

Vixie blinks. “Oh? That’s where Cindy rents, too.”

“I dunno who this Cindy person is,” the Charmeleon says as he slowly rises to stand, with the Deerling helping him up. “But yeah, it’s close by.”

The Eevee nods. “We’ll walk you there then.”

The Charmeleon dismisses his offer with a wave of a claw, making the Nickit frown. “Nah, my dude. I’ll be fine.”

The Eevee shrugs. “If you say so.”

The white Vulpix chuckles. “And here I was expecting a different answer from you.”

“You can leave if you want,” the Eevee immediately says as he tails her sister tailing the Deerling who’s assisting the Charmeleon.

She smiles, watching the group leave. “Now that I expected.” She looks at the marching parade, and then catches up with the Eevee. “I think I’ll stick around.”

“Suit yourself.”

She blinks at him. “I was kinda expecting you wanting to get rid of me again.”

He sighs. “I’m starting to realize that everyone here is like that Buizel in varying levels.”

“Huh?”

He shakes his head. “Nevermind.”

She frowns at him. “You’re just making me curious now.”

In front of them, the Charmeleon chuckles, making the Nickit look curiously at him. “Sorry, Plu,” he tells her.

“Huh? Why are you saying sorry?”

He smiles a sad smile at her. “Looks like I’m out of the race.”

She tilts her head, not understanding what he meant. With the fire-type’s eye gestures, she looks over her shoulder and sees her brother having a not-so-fun conversation with the white Vulpix.

She blinks at them, and then looks up at the fire lizard. “So… The mission failed?”

He chuckles. “Looks like it.” He grins. “But I’ll be back in the race soon.” A sigh. “Probably not this one though…”

“Mission?” the Deerling asks.

He winks at her as he pats her head with a smile. He wasn’t really sure if he had it in him to pursue someone. But while it looks like he failed, it does give him something to think about…

…that he has it in him to go find and get someone.

And who knows? Perhaps on his next hunt, he can finally get someone give him a good rut.
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The marching parade continues moving through the streets of the lower portions of the large city. As the many grass-type Pokemon dance along the music, many others converse with one another, sharing stories and their plans for the future, while others try to flirt with one another.

The frowning Eevee finds himself in the latter group as the recipient of an annoying white Vulpix’s advances. “Look,” he starts as he glares at her. “I’m not interested, okay? So go find someone else already.”

Ears drooping, she lets out a sigh, her steely resolve is starting to break down from his many rejections, and she’s starting to feel hurt. It worked with Linik, so why not with him? And why is she trying to woo him anyway? He clearly doesn’t like her, and his attitude has always been the same since they first met.

…but…

The Nickit looks up at him with a frown. “Big bro, you’re being a big meanie again.”

He looks down at her. “What?” he asks with a blink. “But I’m not interested!”

She glares up at him. “Then tell her in a not meanie way, you big meanie!”

He counters her glare with his own. “I am not a meanie!”

“Yes, you are!”

“You’re the meanie!”

“No you!”

“No you!”

“No you!”

Eye twitching, he quickly grabs the startled Nickit, and with a smirk, he rub-rub-rubs his paw on her head, ruffling her fur. With a victorious laugh, he lets her go before he falls on the ground from walking on just his hind paws.

“No fair!” the Nickit pouts as she tries to fix the fur on her head.

He sticks his tongue out at her.

“Here, Plu,” the Deerling suddenly calls, catching their attention. “Let me help you,” he offers with a smile.

After a blink, the young dark-type’s face lights up as the Deerling lifts his dainty little hoof and brushes her messy furry head.

The Eevee snickers and looks at the Vulpix. “Aren’t they cute?” He blinks as he sees her smiling a soft and gentle smile at the two youngsters, her white furry frame highlighted by the many colorful lights in the street.

Time seems to slow as she shifts her gaze to him, her gentle smile growing. “They sure are!” she tells him, and she then closes her eyes and chuckles.

The Deerling blinks. “Plu, look,” he says, and the Nickit turns toward the direction where the deer is looking. “Why is your brother’s face red?”

“B-buh?!” The Eevee immediately turns to the two youngsters and frowns at them. “No, it’s not!”

“Yes, it is!” Plu says and nods.

He glares at her. “No, it’s not!”

She frowns at him. “Yes, it is!”

“No!”

“Yes!”

As the siblings continue to banter, the white Vulpix blinks in confusion. Did his face really turn red? Why? She didn’t do anything this time. And even if it did, maybe it was from the many lights around?

…or maybe…

The deer blinks and points at her. “And look, her face is turning red, too!”

With a gasp, the Vulpix quickly looks away as the two siblings turn to her.

The Eevee closes his eyes and shakes his head. Better to pretend nothing has happened. Looking ahead, he notices those at the front of the marching parade is turning, and soon enough, he finds them heading towards the docks, with a sleepy bluish hue of the waking morning in the horizon. A chilly and salty breeze brushes them by, eliciting a shiver to many Pokemon, one of which is the Nickit, who then leans herself on the Eevee’s side, and with a smile, he wraps one paw around her to help keep herself warm.

A small smile is gracing the white Vulpix’s furry face. Despite his bad attitude towards her, she finds it really…wonderful, to see him having such a caring side towards his sister. It’s such a nice brother-sister dynamic. She takes a breath and lets out a sigh of longing.

The parade soon stops a few paces from the docks, the music and chatter dying down. The constant chilly breeze blows through the crowd, its cold touch brushing past the grass-types and many other basket-carriers who are moving forward towards the edge of the docks.

The Eevee blinks as the Deerling starts walking forward. “So what’s going on now?”

Stopping, the grass-type smiles an apologetic smile at him. “I’d like to tell you, mister, but it’s kinda long, and um…” He looks back at the others, and then back at him.

The Eevee shrugs. “Well, don’t make me hold you off then.”

With a nod, the young buck then walks ahead.

The Vulpix opens her mouth, but then hesitates. Perhaps she should ask him first? “Would you like me to explain?”

The siblings turn to her, and the Eevee shrugs. “Eh, sure.”

With a nod, the Vulpix then looks ahead as the Pokemon place their baskets on the ground beside them. The siblings look ahead as those by the edge close their eyes and hang their heads.

“It looks like they’re praying,” the Eevee remarks.

“Mhmm,” the Vulpix nods in agreement.

The Nickit looks up at him. “What’s praying?”

He looks down at her. “Erm…” He turns to the Vulpix. “You explain.”

She blinks, chuckles, and smiles at the young dark-type. “Well, Plu… Praying is…uh…” she trails off, her smile faltering. Hearing the Eevee chuckle, she glares at him. “As if you can do better.”

He winks at her. “Watch me.” He smiles down at the Nickit. “It’s like talking, but in a whisper or in your head, to…god.” He knows Arceus exist, at least in writing from the books during his research, but do Pokemon see him as a god? Is there even religion here?

“Oh, okay,” the Nickit says with a nod. “What’s a god?”

He’s not really into religion. He doesn’t have anything against it, but he does have beef at their fanatics, especially the extreme ones.

He then turns to the Vulpix. “Your turn.”

She curiously blinks at him. “You don’t know our gods?”

There are multiple of them? Not just Arceus? He shrugs. “I don’t really care about that bullshit.”

She frowns at him. Is that why he has such a crude attitude? That explains it, but then again, it doesn’t explain his caring side towards his sister. Or maybe she’s putting him in the wrong light. Different folks, different strokes, she supposes.

The first gentle rays of the waking sun pokes through the sleepy sky, its gentle touch caressing the many Pokemon witnessing its golden streaks chasing away the lingering stars.

“Look!” the Nickit says, making the two young adults to turn to those up ahead. “What are they doing now?”

Reopening their eyes, they stand upright, grab their baskets…

…and start dumping the berries and other various food down to the sea.

The Eevee frowns as the crowd start cheering. “…the fuck?”

“Language.”

“Hush, you.” He boops the grinning Nickit’s nose and turns to the ice-type.

“It’s the gift of giving,” the Vulpix explains, smiling at the siblings. “The grass-types carried our prayers of thanks to the god of the sea for giving us life.”

“Wow…” the Nickit says in awe.

The Eevee shakes his head. “It looks like they’re throwing good food for nothing.”

The Vulpix frowns at him. “It does look that way,” she says, and shakes her head. “But it also has another purpose.”

“Which is…?” he asks as the Pokemon return to the crowd.

“Giving thanks to the water-types,” she explains. “And as a sort of apology for always disturbing their peaceful lives with our boats.”

He blinks. “Huh… I guess that makes sense.” He frowns. “But now everyone is hungry. I was kinda-sorta expecting the food to be what everyone will be eating once this whole thing is over.”

She smiles at him. “I know a good place that serves great food. I always eat there after the parade.”

His frown goes further down. “I… Wilds?”

She blinks, and frowns at him. “Well, they do serve them, too, but I don’t order them.”

He blinks. “Oh. I confused you with that other girl.” He frowns, and sighs.

“Hey, guys,” the Deerling greets them with a smile.

“Soma!” the Nickit calls. “You were amazing!”

He chuckles, a hint of a blush on his cheeks. “T-thanks, Plu.”

Wait… Did he just thanked her? “Eep!” she yelps, and buries her burning face in the Eevee’s furry side, making the Deerling worry about her.

The Eevee rolls his eyes and throws a smirk at the smiling Vulpix. “They’re so cute, no?”

The white Vulpix giggles and nods. “Mhmm, they really are.”

They share a smile.

They both blink.

They then look away, ignoring the burning sensation on their cheeks.

The Deerling gasps. “You guys have the reddening, too!” he cries. “A-are you sure it’s not a sickness?”

The Eevee sighs, his ears drooping. “I’m sure, kid.”

The Deerling frowns. “Really?”

The Eevee rolls his eyes and smiles a small smile at him. “Yeah.” He chuckles as he lifts a paw and pats the flower on the deer’s head. “You’ll understand when you’re older.” He smirks. “Trust me.”

He nods. “Okay, if you say so.”

The Vulpix blinks as the Eevee converse with the two youngsters. He really has a soft-spot to young Pokemon, but why not towards Pokemon around his age? Why does he try not to show interest anyway, even though he does?

As the morning sun starts poking out of the horizon, the Vulpix shakes smiles a confused smile at the talking trio before her. He looks like any regular Eevee, but he’s…

…He’s such a weird Pokemon.

“Anyway,” the Eevee says, smiling at the deer. “We’re going back to the restaurant to eat. You wanna join us?”

The Vulpix blinks at that. The Nickit looks up at him with a frown.

The Deerling smiles, but shakes his head. “I’m sorry, but I need to go back to help my parents out.”

That seems reasonable, the Eevee thinks to himself.

“But maybe next time!” the young buck says, his small tail wagging a bit.

The Eevee smiles and nods. “Sure.” He looks down, winks at the Nickit, and looks back at him. “Looking forward to it.”

“I hope you enjoy your breakfast!” the Deerling says, and then smiles at the blushing Nickit. “And take care, Plu! I’ll see you later.”

The Eevee quickly nudges her, eliciting a nervous yelp from her. He rolls his eyes when the Nickit quickly runs and hides behind him, making the ice-type chuckle. The two young adults then wave a paw goodbye at the retreating grass-type.

“Well, let’s go, Plu,” he says as he looks back at her.

The Nickit frowns at him. “Do we really have to go back? Dad said we can go back later before lunch!”

He smirks. “Well, today is actually ‘before lunch,’ wouldn’t you say?”

She pouts at him.

“Now come on, I’m getting hungry.”

The Nickit then quickly runs and stops in front of him. “But what about this other restaurant?”

He blinks down at her. “What other restaurant?”

“The one I was suggesting,” the white Vulpix suddenly says with a roll of her eyes. “You could of just said no if you weren’t interested.”

He turns to her with an arched non-existent eyebrow. “I actually forgot you were with us.”

The ice-type frowns at him. “Of course you did…”

The Nickit boops his paw, catching his attention. “Can we go to that other restaurant? Please, big bro?”

“Nnnnnn…” He grits his teeth, trying to ignore those sad and sparkly eyes of hers. He fails with a sigh. “Fiiine.”

The young Nickit suddenly springs up to him, wrapping her paws around his neck. “Yey!”

He rolls his eyes and returns the hug. “Damn it, Plu. If only you weren’t so cute.” They break the hug, and he then turns to the amused ice-type with a frown. “Lead the way, I guess…”

“You guys are going to love the food there,” she tells them.

“Here’s to hoping,” he mumbles to himself as the ice-type moves back towards the city district, with an excited young Nickit tailing after her. Shaking his head, he follows after the two…

…unaware of the frowning Cyndaquil watching them. “Damn it,” the fire-type curses. “Why is that grumpy-head hogging her?” She then turns to her companion. “You shouldn’t have left her all alone in the first place! Now look what happened!”

The Sentret sighs as he scratches his head. “Maybe we should—”

“Ah ah ah! No!” she immediately cuts him off. “Come on. Let’s go follow them.”

The Sentret frowns at her. “Cindy. I really appreciate the help, but…” He shakes his head. “Even I can tell that Vixie’s interested with your Eevee friend more than me.”

She ‘glares’ at him. “First off, he’s not our friend. And second, that’s nonsense! Vixie’s just desperate for someone to love her that she’s willing to ignore that grumpy dude’s bad attitude! And speaking of!” She looks back at the retreating trio. “That Eevee’s probably just going along with it because of that Nickit.” She grins. “Sooo…”

He blinks. “I…don’t like that look on your face.”

“Just trust me!” She then grabs the yelping Sentret’s tail and drags him along. “Let’s follow them before we lose them!”

A few paces away, a yellow Shinx frowns as he watches his girlfriend dragging his friend towards…somewhere. What is Cindy doing anyway? Wait… Are they…? Is she…? Is she cheating on him? With Linik, of all Pokemon?

Is…Cindy the Pokemon Linik was seeing?

Wait, no. That’s stupid. Cindy wouldn’t do that, and neither would Linik.

…right?

“Tsk,” he tsk’s, his eye twitching as he follows the two, just to be sure…

A few blocks away from the docks, standing in front of a wide open entrance of a fast-food restaurant is a smiling white Vulpix. “Here we are,” she announces as she turns to the two siblings looking inside the establishment.

“Looks like it’s packed,” the Eevee remarks with a frown as a customer exits the place.

“Well now it’s not!” the Nickit says and giggles, and runs inside the place.

The Eevee blinks in surprise. “Wait, Plu! Damn it, wait!”

The Vulpix chuckles as she enters the restaurant.

“Ah, Vixie!” a large Sceptile behind the counter greets her with a big smile. “So great to see you again! You’re getting the usual?”

She smiles at her. “For three, thanks.”

The large reptile blinks. “Oh, you are expecting company?” She smiles. “Wow, that’s quite an improvement!”

“Eh heh heh…” with a faint blush gracing her white cheeks, the small ice-type chuckles awkwardly as she grabs the number stand the Sceptile is handing her. “Thank you.” She then walks up to their table, where the Nickit is seated on a chair and is happily looking around.

“Looks really different compared to home,” she remarks as the ice-type takes a seat opposite of her. The young dark-type then turns her smiling face to her brother sitting next to her. “And the smell of food is different, too!”

The Eevee sighs. “Yeah, imagine that,” he says, frowning at the ice-type.

The Vulpix rolls her eyes as she places the number stand on their table.

The Nickit immediately takes interest at it. “Ooooo. What’s that?”

As the white Vulpix explains it to her, the Eevee blinks and mentally wonders why the Miltank’s restaurant doesn’t have those, but then again, they seem to be doing okay without it.

Two new customers quietly enter the restaurant and take a seat not too far from the trio. They each grab the menu on their table while another lonesome customer enters the establishment and takes a seat near the duo. The Cyndaquil then looks over her shoulder, eyeing the trio talking among each other. Now how will she get that Nickit out of the way long enough for the Eevee to go look for her? Wait… She ‘blinks.’ That sounded so wrong in so many ways. She shakes her head and looks back at the Sentret to ask for his opinion, but stares in disbelief as the normal-type happily gives his order to the waiter.

She frowns at him. “Linik, really?”

The Sentret blinks at her. “What? We’re in a restaurant, and I’m really hungry!”

“Get your head in the game!”

He frowns at him. “I can’t with an empty stomach.”

She groans as the waiter nervously asks for her order. “Whatever… I might as well have a donut and coffee. Glazed donut, by the way.” After the waiter has left them, she looks back at the Sentret, who is deep in thought. She sighs in relief; finally, he’s getting back into the game.

“Say, Cindy…” he says, eyeing the retreating waiter as he rubs his chin with a paw. “After the waiter takes our orders, aren’t we the waiters now?”

She stares at him. “…Really, Linik?”

“I know, right?”

She groans and slams her head on the table, making the curious yellow Shinx a few tables away to wonder what’s going on. She doesn’t look like she’s having a good time, and neither does Linik. What are they doing anyway?

A waitress suddenly approaches him, asking him for his order. Startled, he quickly grabs the menu on his table, quickly scans the contents, and immediately picks a random item in the menu.

Meanwhile, a few tables away, the Nickit smiles and nods, her eyes twinkling to the new-found knowledge she has learned. She then turns to the Eevee. “What do you think, big bro?”

He shrugs. “I think it’ll be a good idea to have number stands. Makes things easier in my opinion.”

“Right?” she chirps. “I’m gonna tell mom and dad later!”

The white Vulpix chuckles, and then turns to the Eevee. “You’re not from here, right?”

He blinks at her. “Er, yes.”

Remember to ask first. “You mind sharing what it’s like back in your place?” She shrugs. “Just to pass the time.”

He blinks once again. “Er…”

“Whoa, you’re right!” the Nickit suddenly says, turning to the startled Eevee with a big and excited smile. “What’s it like back in your home, big bro? Please tell us!”

Shit. Shit shit shit. He should have come up with some bullshit but believable backstory!

“It’s…erm…” His ears droop. “Boring?”

The two females blink at him.

He awkwardly scratches his neck as he gazes at their number stand. “W-why do you guys think I came here?” He chuckles quietly. “It’s just so boring, nothing really to tell.”

The Nickit frowns at him. “Then why do you want to go back?”

The Vulpix blinks at that. He’s going back?

The Eevee closes his eyes and sighs, feeling his already-drooped ears to droop some more. “Plu… I already told you why.”

Her frown deepens. “But that doesn’t make sense, big bro! If your home really is boring, then why not bring them here, too?” A beat. “And why did you leave in the first place?”

The white Vulpix frowns a curious frown at the Eevee.

“This place isn’t boring, right?” She taps her paw against his, holding his sad gaze with her own. “We’re not boring, right? I’m not boring, right?”

He smiles a small but gentle smile as he pats her head. “You’re not boring, Plu, and this place ain’t boring either.” He pulls back his paw and sighs. “It’s just…”

“Here you go!” the Sceptile suddenly announces her presence, startling both Vulpix and Nickit. With a huge grin on her face, she places their three dishes and their drinks on their table and winks at the ice-type. “Do enjoy!” She grabs their number stand and takes her leave.

The Eevee chuckles as he grabs his spork. “W-well, let’s dig in, shall we?”

As he starts eating quietly, the two females share a frown before they too start eating, albeit with even less energy than the Eevee.

“Something seems wrong,” the Sentret points out, blinking at the quiet trio.

The Cyndaquil shakes her head. “See? I told you that Eevee’s not a good Pokemon.” She smirks at the normal type. “But that’s good news for us.” She looks left, and right. Noticing that no one really pays them any attention, she leans forward and gestures for him to lean closer as well. “Okay,” she whispers, “here’s the plan I came up with…”

The yellow Shinx frowns as he watches the two whispering to one another. Okay, something is definitely up, and he doesn’t really like it. He stands up—

“Your order, sir,” the waitress suddenly pops beside the startled electric-type, placing his meal and his drink on his table. “Do enjoy.” She grabs the number stand on his table, and then walks toward the Cyndaquil’s and the Sentret’s table to bring their food.

He sighs as he stares at his meal. He shouldn’t cause a scene, just in case what he’s thinking is wrong. That will not look good for both parties. He needs to calm down. With drooping ears, he grabs his spork and his knife, cuts the steak, and takes a bite. He hasn’t eaten meat for a while, so he might as well enjoy his meal while he’s here.

Glancing at his girlfriend eating breakfast with his best friend, he sees the waitress places the fire-type’s drink back on the tray she’s holding and starts to leave. He squints his eyes in confusion as he notices the smirking Cyndaquil lock her gaze at the retreating waitress. What is she thinking, he wonders to himself.

And then, as quick as a blink, the fire-type spits out the tiniest fireball he’s ever seen, sailing towards the waitress’ foot and—

“Eep!” The waitress stumbles, the hot cup of coffee sliding off of her tray and landing on the startled Nickit, soaking her. “Oh my goodness!” the waitress suddenly says in alarm as the young dark-type yelps and shouts and cries. “I am so so sorry!”

The yellow Shinx blinks as the white Vulpix quickly runs to the crying Nickit’s side. Is that Vixie? What is she doing here? And why is she with—

“What the fuck?!” the Eevee snarls, standing up on his seat and glaring daggers at the flinching waitress.

“Jay, calm down!” the white Vulpix says, trying to ease the crying dark-type’s burning pain with her ice-pulsing paws. “It was an—”

The Eevee throws his burning gaze at her, silencing her in an instant. “Don’t you dare call me by my name!” He then growls at the ‘whimpering’ waitress, one of his eyes twitching. “Go away before I rip that goddamn arms of yours!” As the waitress quickly retreats, he then looks around the restaurant, sweeping his glare through the gawking customers who immediately return to their meals to avoid his intense gaze.

Taking deep breaths, he quickly grabs a few napkins on the table and tries to dry the crying Nickit as the white Vulpix whispers something to the younger sibling with a gentle smile. The Nickit nods and slowly slips off of her chair, and the two females then walk towards the restroom, with the large Sceptile suddenly with them to offer her apologies and help.

The Shinx then blinks and looks at the Cyndaquil, who sighs and slams her face on the table, with the Sentret chuckling before he continues eating his meal. He frowns. Okay, so those two are most-likely not in a date or anything.

But they’re trying to sabotage his mission!

…Wait a minute. Is Cindy trying to pair Linik with Vixie? What the fuck? He shakes his head. She probably doesn’t know that Linik is already seeing someone already. Knowing her, she probably forced Linik to do this without listening to him. He smiles, and chuckles to himself. Yeah, that’s definitely what his girlfriend is doing.

Still, he has a mission to do, so he tries going to the Eevee’s table as stealthily as possible while the Cyndaquil isn’t watching.

“Hey, bud,” the Shinx greets him as he sits on Vixie’s seat.

The Eevee glares at him. “The fuck do you want?”

“I saw what happened,” he says with a frown. “Sorry about that.”

He squints at him.

The yellow Shinx quickly waves his paws at him. “No no no! I had nothing to do with that! Honest!”

The Eevee shakes his head and looks down at his meal. “That doesn’t answer my question.”

The Shinx blinks. “Oh, uh…” He scratches his neck as he thinks of something. “Er, I was just walking by when I heard the commotion?” he says with a strained smile.

A waiter approaches them and hands him his bill. “Your bill, sir.”

The Shinx’s smile twitches, and sighs as he hands the waiter his payment while the Eevee is boring holes through him.

“Would you like to take out your leftovers?”

The Shinx groans. “Y-yeah, please and thank you.” He then looks at the Eevee as the waiter takes his leave. “Alright, so I suck at lying, okay?” He sighs. “But I swear I got nothing to do with what happened to the Nickit.”

The Eevee loudly stabs his food with his spork, making the Shinx flinch.

That’s probably his way to say he should leave, but the Shinx takes a breath to reinforce his resolve. “Okay, look. I just—”

“I don’t want to hear it,” the Eevee hisses as he lifts his spork and takes an angry bite of his meal.

The Shinx frowns. Well, he can barely talk while eating, so he might as well continue. “I just wanted to say that Vixie’s emotionally fragile at the moment.”

“And I am emotionally stopping myself from committing a crime at the moment,” he hisses back at the electric-type.

A hint of red from the corner of his eye catches his attention. The yellow Shinx glances at it and freezes when he sees both Cyndaquil and Sentret looking back at him. Shit, he forgot that they can clearly see him here. He didn’t think this one through.

He gulps, his ears drooping. “Er, I gotta go.”

The Eevee watches the yellow Shinx run towards the exit. The waiter then arrives with a paper bag, and blinks at the blank seat. The Shinx comes back, snatches the bag and runs back out of the establishment.

“The fuck was that about?” the Cyndaquil asks.

The Sentret shrugs and takes a drink as the Sceptile steps out of the restroom with a frown on her face. Inside, the white Vulpix sighs as she towels the sobbing Nickit.

“I…” the dark-type quietly says, and sniffs. “I hope she won’t be too angry with the waiter…” She slowly looks up at the white fox. “It was just an accident.”

“You’re so kind.” The ice-type smiles down at her as she removes the towel. “I’m sure she won’t.” She places the towel on a chair and looks back at dark-type. “How are you feeling?”

The Nickit sniffs and wipes her nose with a paw. “I’m okay.” She tries smiling at her. “Thank you for helping me.”

The Vulpix smiles back at her. “It’s no problem. You’re Plu, right?” After receiving the young Nickit’s nod, she then places a paw on her chest. “I’m Vixie.”

The Nickit’s small smile grows a little. “N-nice to meet you.” She frowns. “I think we should go back to my big bro. He’s probably starting to worry.” Standing up, the young dark-type heads toward the door.

“Say, Plu…” the Vulpix suddenly calls, making the young Nickit stop and turn to her. She takes a breath. “What is he like?”

The Nickit blinks, and slightly tilts her head. What an odd question. “Who?” And then another blink as she recalls what the Charmeleon told her. Is she…?

She bites her tongue. Something in her is telling her that she has not earned the right to utter his name, judging from how angry he was when she called him by his name. “Your brother.”

She… Vixie likes her brother? That’s great! But wait, what about the Charmeleon? Oh no, does she need to pick which one should be with his brother? Wait, it shouldn’t matter, right? Because once her brother finds his special someone like her mom and dad, then he won’t have a reason to leave anymore! But she promised the Charmeleon to help him be with her brother! If she helps Vixie, then…

But, the Charmeleon said something about not winning a race? Is there going to be a race during the festival, and the fire lizard is joining it?

A worried frown graces the white Vulpix’s face. “Uh, Plu? Are you okay?”

A knock on the door. That’s strange. The door isn’t locked. Why would someone knock on it?

And then the Eevee’s voice calls from the other side: “Plu? Are you okay in there?”

Startled, the Nickit quickly turns back to the door and pushes it open, accidentally hitting the Eevee square in the face. “Big bro!” she cries.

Hissing from the pain, he bites his tongue as the Nickit throws herself into a hug. He then throws a frown at the ice-type. “What did you do?”

She frowns back at him. “What did you think I did?” A she just…? She doesn’t normally talk like that.

The Nickit looks up at him. “Big bro, no, you misunderstand!” She sniffs and buries her face in his fluff collar. “She helped me, but now I don’t know what to do!” She starts crying.

The Eevee looks down at her in puzzlement. What the fuck did she mean by that? He throws a confused look at the Vulpix, but even she looks as confused as he is. He sighs as he pats his little sister’s back. “Hey, hey, calm down…” He nuzzles her head. “Why don’t we head outside and catch some air. Sounds good?”

She pulls away from the hug and nods.

He then looks back at the Vulpix. “Sorry.”

She shakes her head as the siblings start heading out of the restaurant. With a sigh, she walks back to her table and sits down on her seat.

And then a yelping Sentret ‘jumps’ on the seat opposite of the startled ice-type.

“Linik?!”

“Ow…” the Sentret rubs his shoulder as the fire-type runs back to their table. He then smiles awkwardly her. “Oh, hi Vixie. Didn’t see you there. Um… I thought this table was available?”

The Vulpix blinks at him, looks down at the dishes on the table, and then looks back at the Sentret. She frowns at him. “Is Cindy with you?”

The Sentret’s eyes grow wide. “Er… N-no!” He laughs nervously. “W-why would she be?”

She glares at him as the Sceptile walks by their table. “Liniiiiiiik…”

He gulps as sweat starts forming around his face. “Y-yeah, Vixie?”

“Excuse me, miss,” the Sceptile loudly says, glaring down at the Cyndaquil. “But I’m going to have to ask you to leave.”

“What?” the Cyndaquil asks as the large reptile grabs her and carries her out of the restaurant. “Hey! What are you doing?!”

Blinking at the scene, the Vulpix then looks back at the Sentret with a frown.

The Sentret nervously laughs as he scratches his head. “P-probably another Cyndaquil.” He quickly stands—

“Sit down.”

He quickly sits back down.

The Vulpix closes her eyes, takes a breath, and sighs. Right… Calm down, just calm down…

She reopens her eyes and looks at him with a frown. “Linik. Are you trying to hit on me with Cindy’s help?”

He closes his eyes and sighs. No point denying it now. “Pretty much, yeah…”

“I see.” She nods and tilts her head. “But, aren’t you already seeing someone else?”

He blinks in surprise. “You… You know about that?”

She frowns. “I’m friends with Shino, remember?”

He sighs. “That’s a good point.” He shakes his head and looks down at the plate. “I…don’t think she sees me the same way I do.” He frowns at her. “I knew she was out of my league, but I thought I had a chance, you know?” He slumps on his seat and lets out another sigh.

The Vulpix frowns in understanding. Oh, so that’s how it is. And of course he asked Cindy for help. She rolls her eyes in mild amusement.

“Just between you and me,” the Sentret suddenly says as he looks at her. “I think you two look good together.”

She blinks. “Uh, whom?”

The Sentret frowns. “The Eevee. Who else am I talking about?” He smiles at her. “You should definitely go after him.”

After seeing how angry he gets? She shakes her head to rid of the mental image for now. “And what about you?”

His smile fades. “I’ll…be fine.”

She tilts her head. “You like me, too, right?”

“Er…” He blushes. He quickly looks away and scratches his neck. “I, uh. Y-ye… M-maybe?”

She rolls her eyes. Of course he won’t give her a straight answer. But to be fair, he does look cute with how nervous he looks right now.

The Sceptile approaches their table with an apologetic frown. “I’m so sorry for what happened to your friends, Vixie.”

She smiles up at her. “It’s okay, I think. It was just an accident, right?”

The Sceptile frowns and shakes her head. “I’m afraid it wasn’t.” She looks over her shoulder. “Apparently, that Cyndaquil spat fire at my waitstaff, which caused the accident.”

The Vulpix blinks. “Huh…” Frowning, she slowly looks back at the Sentret, who is trying his best not to meet her gaze. “Who would have thought?”

“Please accept my sincerest apologies, Vixie,” the large reptile says. “And your meal is on the house.” She bows her head. “I’m sorry once again.” After another bow, she then goes back to work.

The Vulpix glares at the sweating Sentret. “Linik.”

He nervously waves his paws at her. “I-it was Cindy’s idea! I swear!”

“I know.” She sighs. “I’m just wondering why you didn’t stop her.”

His ears droop. “I don’t think I can, even if I tried.”

She lets out yet another sigh. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

The silence starts to grow between them. As the Sentret tries to come up with something to say, the Vulpix is busy with her own thoughts.

So she has two choices. She should feel really happy about that, that she’s not as invisible as she assumed, that someone sees her as a potential mate. But while that’s good in itself, it’s also really troubling. Who should she choose? She joked about it with Lithe, but now that she thinks about it, she’s not really comfortable to be in a polygamous relationship.

Linik likes her, meanwhile…the Eevee kinda does? But so far, she knows more about the Eevee than the Sentret, and if she’s being honest with herself, she likes the Eevee more…until now. But everyone gets angry anyway, and isn’t it good that she knows his bad side? But who should she choose? Should she choose the one she likes, or the one who likes her?

She blinks as she recalls that the Eevee’s leaving soon. Is that why he is being the way he is? But what about the Nickit? It doesn’t really make sense.

“So, um…” the Sentret starts, nervously scratching his neck. He glances at her with a nervous smile. “You uh, do you want to spend the rest of the festival with, uh, with m-me?”

She slightly tilts her head… Why is she troubling herself with this too much anyway? The answer is already obvious!

She smiles. “Sure,” she tells him. “Why not?”

He looks back at her in surprise, his face reddening. She…

…She said yes.

She said yes!

“Yes!” the Cyndaquil cheers, standing on the other side of the road.

“No!” the Shinx cries, standing in an alleyway in between the restaurant and a building he doesn’t care at the moment. He pulls his face from the window and collapses on the dirty ground with a groan. “Damn it, noooo!”

Standing by the entrance of the restaurant, the Nickit’s ears twitch as she turns to the alleyway. “What was that?” Why do alleyways here always make weird noises?

“I don’t know,” the Eevee says, frowning at the dancing Cyndaquil on the other side of the street, and making a few passersby to dance along with her. He turns back and takes a peek inside the restaurant, and sees the white Vulpix seemingly having a nice conversation going with a shy-looking Sentret. He blinks, and shrugs.

Some things will always be the same, he thinks, no matter which world he’s in.

“Oh well.” He turns and sees the curious Nickit taking a peek in the alleyway. “Hey, Plu,” he calls with a small smile. “Let’s go around the city.”

She looks back at him with a blink. “Huh? But Vixie isn’t out yet.”

He shrugs, and gestures inside the establishment, making the Nickit take a peek. “Seems like she’s found new company.”

“Oh.” She looks back at him with a small frown. “Are you sure?”

“Yeah.” He looks up at the early morning sky, the tall buildings obscuring the rising sun from the horizon.
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As the sun rises from the horizon, Pokemon of different shapes, colors and sizes fill the many streets of the lively city of Tabindagat. Now that the parade is over, many Pokemon start setting up their stalls in the streets, empty lots and even in alleyways, displaying their many items to sell to the cityfolks and tourists alike.

“Are you sure I’m not heavy, big bro?” the Nickit asks with a concerned frown.

The Eevee chuckles. “I would have dropped you already if you were.”

Pouting at that, she bites one of his ears.

“Ow ow ow! I was joking!”

Sitting on her brother’s back, the two siblings walk through the heavy traffic of Pokemon in the busy street. The young and excited Nickit smiles wide as she looks left and right and other directions, happy to be able to have a better and clearer view of everything around her. Who knew the world was more than just feet and paws?

Her ears twitch to the strange new sound. Turning towards the source, her wide smile widens even more as she points at one stall with a paw. “Big bro! Look! Look!” she says excitedly as her brother rolls his eyes and makes a beeline towards the colorful stall. “Whoa…! Cool!” she breathes in awe as her twinkling eyes gaze at the spinning wheel container thing.

The merchant behind the stall sticks a…stick in the machine, and soon enough, he hands a fluffy pink cotton candy to an excited child as its parent pays the merchant.

“Cotton candy!” the Nickit exclaims. “So that’s how those are made!”

“You want one?”

She shakes her head. “No. I think it’s too early for sweets.”

The Eevee blinks. He shakes his head and buys one anyway. “Well, boo you. I’m buying you one.”

Pouting, she leans forward and blocks his view with her up-side down frown. “No!”

He winks at her. “Too late; already paid for it.”

“Here you go, young miss!” the merchant says as he hands the candy to the sighing dark-type. “Do enjoy your day!”

Well, she already has it, so she might as well eat it. After taking a bite, she shivers, and sticks her tongue out in disgust. “Ehk… Too sweet.”

“Well, it is made of sugar after all,” the Eevee explains, and blinks. “Huh… I wonder how sugar is made in this world.”

She frowns. “Big broooo…! It’s too sweet!” She frowns. “I told you I don’t want one!”

Despite the bustling street, they find an empty bench and the siblings take a seat. She hands him the barely-eaten cotton candy which he accepts with a sigh.

“I should have listened.”

She pouts at him. “Yes, you should! Bad brother!”

He chuckles, and opens his mouth to—

“Oh! What’s that?” the Nickit asks in wonderment. She jumps off of the bench and runs up at the stall next to the bench.

Shrugging, he opens his mouth but then sees a small Totodile looking up at him, or rather at the cotton candy he’s holding. He blinks at the water-type, its fanged maw hanging open.

Well, he doesn’t want the candy either anyway. “Here,” he says as he hands it to the young water-type. “Go back to your parents, okay?”

Smiling, the Totodile happily nods and then viciously chomps down the fluffy candy in one big bite.

Chuckling, the Eevee slides off of the bench and walks up to the Nickit, unaware of two Pokemon walking by.

“Almost silver, huh?” the Sentret asks with a faint blush on his cheeks. “That’s really cool.” He the puffs out his furry chest. “My team and I are halfway towards gold.”

“Oh?” the white Vulpix replies with a smile. “That’s great.”

He smiles as he scratches his head. “Sorry… I realized that I sounded so boastful.”

She shakes her head. “It’s alright. So how did—”

“Oh, hey, look!” the Sentret suddenly says, smiling wide as he sees the cotton candy stall. “You want one, right? Wait right here!”

“But I—”

And off he goes.

She smiles a strained smile and sighs. Well, he told her to wait, so she looks around, smiling at the lively atmosphere—

“Here you are!” the Sentret suddenly says, startling the white Vulpix a bit. With a large grin, he hands her a fluffy white cotton candy on a stick. “And look! Mine’s brown, like me!” He blinks. “Wait… I forgot to pay.” He quickly returns to the stall and apologizes to the laughing merchant.

She chuckles, and then looks at the candy. “…Would have been nicer if he only bought one.”

“Sorry about that…” the Sentret says, scratching his head in embarrassment as he approaches her. “So uh, where do you want to go?”

She shrugs. “The festival attractions start in the afternoon.”

“Ah, right.” He then rubs his chin on thought. “Hm… There’s not much to see ‘til then.”

Perhaps they can start getting to know each other now? And in a quiet and not busy place. “Maybe we should…”

“Oh!” the Sentret suddenly exclaims. “I know a place!” He grins at her. “And it’s not far from here, too!”

Well, so much for getting to know him more in a quiet place, the white Vulpix thinks, but the day is still early so there should be plenty of time for that later, right? As the Sentret gestures for her to follow, she blinks and turns to the drooling Totodile staring at the fluffy candy she is holding. Making sure that the Sentret isn’t looking, she quietly gives it to the thankful young water-type and runs after the Sentret.

“So after lunch?” the Eevee asks.

“Aye,” the merchant says and nods. “The fun rides and all that will start in the afternoon.”

“I see. Thanks.” He grabs a necklace with a single white pearl and shows it to the young Nickit. “You still want this?”

She shakes her head. “No. I mean…” She looks away. “They’re really pretty to look at, but…” Her ears droop as she hangs her head. “I can only wear them at home.”

He blinks and tilts his head. “Uh, what’s wrong with that?”

She looks up at him with a sad frown. “I wanna wear it to school, too!” She hangs her head once again. “But I can’t.”

“Why not?”

She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “I…m-might lose it.” She quietly pulls the pink badge from her chest and stares at it, her sad reflection looking back at her. “I don’t think I can bring this to school either.” With a sigh, she sits down and embraces the tiny badge. “E-even if I really want to.”

He frowns in confusion.

…and then it clicks.

His eye twitches. Is it really that bad? No wonder she couldn’t get out of her shy little shell when he first met her! Thank goodness for her friend Soma, but he can’t rely on the kid all the time. He needs to do something about this.

But not now.

Closing his eyes, he takes a deep breath to calm himself down. All in due time, he thinks to himself. He then turns back to the merchant and pays for the necklace, making the young dark-type look at him in confusion.

“But…”

He glares at her. “Hush, you,” he says as he opens the paw-friendly clasp and wraps the necklace around her furry neck. He smiles down at her as she grabs the light pearl dangling on her neck. “I’m your brother; I’m allowed to spoil my little sister,” he says as he ruffles her furry little head.

She glares up at him, but she can’t stop the smile to come out of her. They share a nuzzle, and she then hops on his back.

“We should probably start heading back,” the Eevee says as he walks through the busy traffic of Pokemon.

She nods in agreement.

“But we can stop and check something out if you see something interesting.”

“Like that?” the Nickit asks as she points at something. She then smiles down at her brother. “Let’s go check it out!”

He chuckles and walks toward the stall she finds interest in, unaware of the yellow Shinx walking by with a sigh.

“And there I was, thinking you were…”

“I was what?” the Shinx’s companion, a smirking Cyndaquil, asks with a smile. “Come on, give me some credit here!” She playfully punches the electric-type’s shoulder. “They’re a good couple, don’t you think so, too?”

“I guess?” the Shinx says with a small smile. “I’m just glad they’re willing to give it a try.”

The fire-type snickers. “I can’t believe you were trying to stop them from getting together!”

He sighs. “Don’t remind me.”

“Cheer up!” she tells him with a smile. “All’s well that ends well, right?”

He manages a smile. “Yeah, I guess.” But he lets out yet another sigh. “I kinda feel bad for him though…”

“Who? Jay? Pffft… Forget that guy,” the Cyndaquil says, dismissing his worries with a wave of a paw. “Vixie deserves someone better.”

“I guess,” he says quietly as he decides to push the issue aside for now. “Should we continue tailing them?”

“They’re both adults,” she thinks aloud as she stops walking. “I’m sure they’ll be fine.” She turns and smiles at him. “Besides, I’m hungry.” She shakes her head. “I didn’t eat much back in the restaurant, and when I was about to, the owner kicked me out.”

He rolls his eyes with an amused smirk. “I wonder why.”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” She then looks around, trying to see which restaurant to dine despite the sea of taller Pokemon walking around. She frowns as she turns to him. “Can’t really decide where to eat.”

“How about back at your place?” he asks with a sly smirk.

“Oh, hush,” she tells him with a frown. “I’m seriously hungry, Shino.”

He chuckles, looks around, and picks one. “How about that place?”

She shrugs. “Sure. At least I can blame you if they serve shit.”

He rolls his eyes as they approach the establishment. “I should have known that was a trap.”

As the two walk inside the restaurant, in another one across the road, a Sentret and a white Vulpix are seated on a table across from each other, with a waiter jotting down their orders. With that done, the waiter bows and walks away.

Well at least he’s not mean to the waitstaff, she thinks to herself as she watches him look away and scratching his head.

“S-so uh,” he starts, “do you want to, uh…” He gulps. “Er, I mean. Wanna get to know each other?”

She blinks at him. Huh… Getting to know each other in a restaurant didn’t even cross her mind. Perhaps the thought got spoiled because of the earlier incident with the Eevee.

She smiles at him. “Isn’t that why we’re on a date?”

He chuckles. “Oh, right. Ah hah hah…” He closes his eyes and clears his throat, trying to calm himself. “Right…” He then mentally flips through his vast knowledge of first date questions and randomly picks one. “What’s your name?”

Off to a great start, it looks like.

As the Sentret mentally kicks himself, the white Vulpix finally recovers and giggles. He really is nervous, huh? In all honesty, she is also nervous as well, but, well, she can’t get anything if she keeps on being shy. “I’m Vixie,” she tells him with a teasing smile. Best to ride with the humor of his little blunder to help him calm down. “What about you? What’s your name?”

And it seems to be working as he blinks and manages a small yet embarrassed smile. “Ah, well, I’m Linik,” he tells her. “And I’m a rescuer.”

“Oh? What a coincidence,” she says with a smile. “I am a rescuer, too.”

He chuckles. “Okay, okay. I got a question for real this time.”

She nods.

“So uh, what do you like to do in your free time?”

She blinks, and hums in thought as she lifts her gaze up to the ceiling, completely unaware of the Sentret mentally giving himself a pat in the back for a job well done. “Hm… Nothing much, really.” She shakes her head. “Shino, Cindy and I have been doing missions after missions ever since we signed up to be rescuers.”

He blinks. “Wait, really?” He rubs his chin in thought. “Huh… You know, now that you mention it… Lately, Shino only hangs out with me for drinks after his missions.”

She sighs. “Yeah, and I never even realized it until you asked.” She slightly tilts her head. “Well, we did take a one-day break, but, well…” She hangs her head, her ears drooping.

He blinks in confusion, and then he remembers. “Oh, uh…” Stupid! You made her remember that bad night of hers! “Sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s alright,” she quickly says with a small smile. “Let’s just move on.”

He nods. Right, it’s best that they do. This date’s on a rocky start. Good going, Linik.

Unaware of his internal shaming of himself, she asks him: “So what about you?” she asks with a smile. “What do you do in your free time?”

He hums in thought. “Well, aside from drinking with your yellow friend, I work out sometimes.”

“Oh?”

He smiles. “Yeah. Not to brag, but I’ve been hitting the gym at least once a week.” He frowns as he lifts an arm up. “I can’t seem to grow more muscle though, so I can’t show anything to back that up.”

She giggles. “I think you look great.”

Caught off guard, he quickly looks away as his face reddens.

She realizes what she just said as a faint blush graces her cheeks as well.

With a shy smile, he scratches his head as he shifts his gaze on the table. “Y-you really think so?”

Well, he does look…okay? Okay is good, right? She opens her mouth—

“You look great yourself, Vixie…”

Okay, that one she was expecting him to say, but it still didn’t stop her heart from skipping a beat after hearing it. “T-thanks.”

A warm silence starts to linger between them, their shy gazes not on each other. Recovering from the warm and fuzzy feelings, the Sentret once again mentally flips through the many questions before the silence turns awkward. “So uh,” he quietly says as he randomly picks the next question. “How many siblings do you have?”

Siblings… “Fifteen.”

Eyes growing wide, the Sentret lets out a low whistle. “Wow…”

She chuckles and shakes her head. “What can I say? My parents really, really love each other.” Her ears droop as her gaze falls on the table. “Can’t say the same to how they treated their children though.”

Goddamnit, Linik! Again? You really love making her remember sad memories, huh? “Vixie, I uh…” He winces. “S-sorry… I didn’t mean to…”

She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “It’s okay.”

No, it’s not.

She reopens her eyes and smiles at him. “You didn’t know anyway.” She sighs. “So uh, how about you? How many siblings do you have?”

He frowns. “Three.” He closes his eyes and shakes his head. Damn, for someone so beautiful, she seems to have a pretty ugly history. “Okay, I think I’m really bad at this questions thing.” He smiles a small smile. “How about you ask the questions this time?”

She says nothing as her gaze falls back down on the table. The date just started, Vixie. Come on, don’t be sad. He didn’t mean to make you sad.

She lets out a sigh. “You mind if I use the restroom?”

Oh, shit. It’s that bad, huh? “S-sure,” he quietly agrees as his ears droop.

Without looking back at him, she slides off of her seat and heads toward the restroom. “I wont be long,” she tells him as she passes him by.

“Sure,” he quietly mumbles as he watches her go. He looks back at the table, closes his eyes and sighs. “Great job, Linik,” he grumbles to himself as his entire features droop.

The white Vulpix pushes the restroom door open and walks inside the clean and tiled and empty room. She stands in front of the sink, blinking at the sad-looking ice fox looking back at her in the mirror. A sigh escapes her as she turns the faucet on and washes her face, letting the cool water run down her furry face and paws, the running water echoing off the walls.

Another sigh escapes her as the door swings open, and a Pokemon walks inside the restroom. After a brief exchange of smiles and nods, the white Vulpix shuts the faucet off, her gaze on the small droplets of water falling down…

…on the nose of a blinking Nickit. Curious, she looks up and sees a thin veil of gray clouds hovering above the city as tiny droplets of rainwater start showering the earth in a light drizzle. Her ears then twitch after hearing a chorus of surprise yelps from many Pokemon as many of them start running for cover.

“Aww,” the Eevee says with a frown as he looks up. “What a party-pooper.”

She looks down at him and giggles. “You said poop.”

He rolls his eyes in amusement. “Of course you find that amusing,” he says as the drizzle stops.

With the young Nickit on his back, the Eevee walks up the road leading to the upper portion of the city, along with many other Pokemon walking and floating and gliding in the air.

The young dark-type lies down on the normal-type’s back, her chin resting on top of his head. She closes her eyes and smiles at the cool, salty and constant breeze brushing against her fur. “Big bro,” she quietly calls.

“Hm?”

She slowly reopens her eyes and gazes at the road ahead. “Can I ask a question?”

He chuckles. “You already are.”

She pouts, lifts her head up, and then allows gravity to pull it back down on his head.

The Eevee lets out another chuckle. “Alright, fine, shoot.”

“Why are you so nice to me?”

He blinks, his smile fading somewhat. “Well… Because you’re my sister.”

She frowns. “But I’m not really your sister, and you’re not really my brother.” She closes her eyes. “Even if I really want us to be.”

“Pfft,” he pfft’s in amusement. “What are you talking about? Of course we are.” He smiles. “We don’t have to be the same specie or be blood-related to be a brother and sister, you know.”

She blinks at that. “Really…?”

He carefully nods. “Yeah.” A frown, and then a sigh. “Yeah, really.”

Silence.

And then…

“So…” the Nickit slowly starts, blinking ahead. “…do brothers and sisters leave at some point?”

There it is. The Eevee closes his eyes and sighs. “Well, I guess, yeah.”

“But why?”

He shrugs. “Well, when they’re old enough, they leave to start a life for themselves, I guess.” At least, that’s what he thinks the Pokemon here do anyway. “You know, like… Start a family of their own? Have kids, raise them, and stuff.”

“Oh,” she quietly says. “But, you’re going back home, right? To your home?” She frowns in confusion. “So you already left to make a life, but why are you going back?”

“It’s…” he says with a wince. “…complicated, Plu.” He sighs, his ears drooping. “I didn’t leave by choice.” He glares at the road ahead. “I was taken away from home by force.”

“Really?” she asks in surprise. “But why?”

He carefully shakes his head. “I have no idea.”

She doesn’t really understand much, but she understands enough. At least she thinks she does. What a mean thing to do, forcing her brother to go away from his home. Is that why he became a rescuer? To get stronger? Is that how they forced him out of his home, because he can’t fight? And no one helped him?

What a bunch of meanies! No wonder her brother also has a meanie attitude to others. She can’t imagine what she’d do if someone tells her to leave.

“Okay,” she suddenly says, making the Eevee blink a curious blink. She lifts her head up and nods, glaring down at him. She’ll be sad to see him go, and to never see him again or spend the days with him, but she understands now. “But promise me you’ll visit.”

“But Plu,” he says with a sad frown. “I already told you that I couldn’t…”

She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “Just promise that you’ll try.” She lies down once again, her paws wrapping around his neck. “Please?”

He takes a slow breath, and exhales. “I’ll…try,” he says as he finally reaches the upper portion of the city, the restaurant now in sight.

That’s good enough, she thinks to herself. Unwrapping her paws around his fluffy neck, she jumps off of him, runs ahead and stops in front of him, smiling a confident smile at him. “So!”

He blinks. “Er…”

She points at him. “It’s not lunch rush yet, so we practice!”

Another blink. “…practice what?”

She beams at him. “Swift! The meanies will think twice if they try getting you away from home again once you get stronger, right?”

And another blink. What has gotten into her little head? “Uh…”

“So come on!” She turns around and points at the restaurant. “To the backyard!” And she then runs through the traffic, leaving the confused Eevee behind.

Shaking his head in amusement, he walks after her as a light drizzle starts showering the earth once again. He looks up at the sky, staring at the white and gloomy clouds…

…walking by him. The Sentret blinks as he looks at the white Vulpix climbing up her seat and smiling at him.

“Sorry for the wait,” she tells him.

“Er, uh, no!” he nervously says, making his date look at him in puzzlement. “I mean, it’s alright! Ah hah hah…”

She frowns. “Linik, did something happen?”

He sighs. “No, it’s just that…” he trails off, his ears drooping. “I thought you made a run for it after I messed up.”

She blinks and tilts her head. “Linik, you didn’t mess up.” She closes her eyes and sighs. “I mean, you didn’t know, but now you do. Kinda.” She looks back at him with a smile. “So we learned a little bit about each other.” A sad smile. “It just so happens that I…have really bad answers…”

The waiter suddenly walks up to them, holding two paper bags. “Your take out, sir.”

She blinks at the bags, and then back at the nervous Sentret. “…Uh, take out?”

He sighs. “I, yeah, I thought you already left.”

“Ah,” the waiter suddenly says. “On behalf of the restaurant, please accept our sincerest apologies, miss,” he says with a bow. “I shall deliver your meals right this instant!” And he runs back to the kitchen, leaving them behind in bewilderment.

“Well, we are in a three-star restaurant, after all,” the Vulpix says and chuckles.

“Yeah, I guess.” The Sentret then rubs his chin in thought. “How does the restaurant’s star rating work anyway?”

She blinks. “Huh…”

He chuckles. “I guess we both don’t know the answer to that.”

She shakes her head. “Nope. I guess not,” she replies as the waiter brings their meal on plates, and places it on their table.

“Please enjoy,” he tells them before leaving.

The Vulpix stares at their meal. It’s not much, but, “I was expecting a bit more than this.” Especially with that price tag slapped on it. Well, it’s a good thing they already ate earlier… Somewhat anyway.

“Yeah,” the Sentret agrees. “Here’s to hoping it tastes good at least.”

The two start eating their meals, and while it’s not the greatest thing they’ve ever had, it’s good nonetheless, although, from the way they look at each other, they both mentally agree that it’s not worth the price.

But what can they do about it? Best to just enjoy their meal and continue getting to know one another as a few more customers walk inside the restaurant…

…and the young Nickit walks up to them to take their orders. The lunch rush started a little earlier than they had thought, so instead of practice, the two siblings decide to help instead.

“So I notice Plu has a necklace now,” the Pangoro remarks as he places a small pile of dirty dishes on top of a small stack on the sink. He turns and smirks at the grumbling Eevee. “Are you really sure nothing’s going on between you two?”

“I swear, I’m gonna stab you in your sleep.”

The Pangoro laughs as he ruffles the annoyed Eevee’s furry head. “I’m looking forward to what will happen later tonight once you two return.”

“Daaaaaaaaaaad!” the Nickit calls from outside the kitchen, her face burning a bright red. “It’s not like that!”

The Pangoro’s laugh resounds through the restaurant, adding to the lively chatter of their diners. The Nickit happily welcomes customers, takes their orders, and occasionally boasts about her badge and necklace to the curious few. The Pangoro brings out their meals with a large grin on his face, and clean up their tables as his daughter bids them goodbye. The Miltank cheerily handles the cooking, manning multiple cooking pots with practice and ease. And the Eevee washes and cleans the dirty dishes with a frown on his face, which worsens with the Pangoro’s every visit, and breaks into a momentary smile each time the Nickit visits the kitchen.

Inside another restaurant in the lower portion of the city, two dating Pokemon are finishing up their meal, taking their sweet time as they continue learning about each other, growing more and more comfortable with each other’s presence. The white Vulpix happily asks a question, and oftentimes it makes the Sentret blush as he nervously answers, making the Vulpix giggle before she gives her answer to her own question, making the normal-type smile with great interest.

As they continue on, two other Pokemon take a peak inside, happy to know that their friends’ date’s going really well. Sharing a nod, they leave them alone as they walk through the busy crowd, the Shinx listening to the Cyndaquil as she expresses how excited and happy she is that their friend has finally found love.

The sun above the clear sky continues moving sluggishly to some, but quickly to most, especially to those working in the restaurant, as the happy Nickit jumps out of the establishment, greeting the outside world with a wide smile as the chilly afternoon breeze greets her back.

“You still have the key with you, right?” the Pangoro asks.

The Eevee nods before walking out of the restaurant. Standing beside the Nickit, he lets the young dark-type nuzzle his shoulder, making him chuckle. He then looks back at the Pangoro. “Are you guys sure you don’t want to come along?” He frowns. “Can’t you close the place for an hour or two?”

“And lose potential cash flowing in?” The Pangoro laughs. “No can do, kiddo. Besides…” He winks at him. “The rides will still be there tomorrow.”

The Eevee shrugs. “I guess that makes sense.”

The Nickit then tugs his paw with a pout. “Big bro, come on! Come on!” She then smiles wide. “I wanna try riding that roller thing mom and dad kept talking about!”

The Eevee looks at her, his eyes growing wide in a panic. “T-there’s a roller coaster ride?!”

The Pangoro laughs out loud. “Have fun!” He then goes back inside and closes the door behind him, leaving the terrified Eevee to his demise.

“Er…” The Eevee gulps. “They probably need help with washing the dishes and—”

The Nickit tightens her grip on his paw and tries her best to drag him down the road to the lower portion of the city. “Let’s go! Let’s go!”

“Noooooooooo!” he cries as he halfheartedly tries to stop her from dragging him. “Plu, have mercy…!”

The two siblings run down the road towards the lower portion of the city, the afternoon sun shining down on the many Pokemon of different shapes and sizes who go from stall to stall, many of them trying out the many food products the merchants are selling, especially those from outside the city, and even from outside the region as well, the delicious smells being carried by the breeze.

Finally, after asking around, the two siblings finally reach the large open park of the city, where many fun rides now stand, with many Pokemon lining up to try them. The Nickit smiles big and wide as her twinkling eyes marvel at the tall metallic structures of the rides, the screams and shouts of the patrons resound in the air, making the Eevee’s ears droop as he gulps.

“Let’s go!” the Nickit chirps as she grabs the yelping Eeveen’s paw and drags him through the moving Pokemon, worming their way towards the young dark-type’s target.

After a few loops and twists and turns, the train finally stops, and the workers lift the safety bars and help a few of their customers to remove their safety belts. One nauseous patron wobbly walks off the platform, collapses on all four, and starts unloading his lunch on the ground, making those in line to wince in disgust.

Both Vulpix and Sentret gulp as they take a step out of the line. “Er…” the Vulpix voices out. “W-wanna go to the carousel instead?”

The Sentret quickly nods his head and—

A pair of paws grab them both, rooting the nervous couple in place.

“Where do you two think you’re going?” the Cyndaquil asks with a smirk.

Sharing her wicked smile, the yellow Shinx forces the Vulpix to move as the workers let those next in line to move up the platform and help them take their seats on the train.

“C-Cindy, please!” the Sentret begs as the fire-type forces him to sit on one of the seats of the train.

“We’ve changed our minds!” the Vulpix yelps as the grinning electric-type forces her to sit beside her date. “Shino, please!”

The Sentret is about to ask again, but shivers when both Cyndaquil and Shinx smile very malevolently at them, complete with a dark twinkle on their eyes. The normal- and ice-type hug each other out of panic and sense of self-preservation from their evil friends, not realizing that the workers have fastened their belts and brought down the safety bar on them, locking them to their fate.

“Don’t worry, you two,” the fire-type whispers menacingly, as she and her partner slowly move to the seat behind the frightened couple. “We’ll be right behind you.”

Somehow, that sounded even scarier than the ride itself.

“We’re gonna die,” the Sentret whispers to her.

The Vulpix slowly nods, and the two then let out a frightened yelp as the train starts moving, shaking them to their very core, while the other couple a seat behind them is having the time of their lives as they laugh at the nervous wrecks in front of them.

Needless to say, after screaming their hearts and some of their lunch out for three minutes straight, which felt like forever, the new couple swear never to ride the roller coaster again as they each fill a paper bag with the rest of their lunch while their two other friends rub their backs in a mixture of mirth and disgust.

“Wanna ride the other roller coaster?”

For some odd reason, there are two of them! The new couple pull their sickly faces from their bags to throw death glares at the other couple. The yellow Shinx and the Cyndaquil share another laugh as their friends busy themselves with their bags.

“Plu, can we please not?”

The Shinx blinks and turns toward the voice, and sees the Eevee trying but failing to stop a very excited Nickit from jumping into the seat of the train.

“Big bro!” the Nickit yells at him with a pout. “Stop being a baby and get inside already!”

“But I don’t want to!” the Eevee cries in protest.

After a few more seconds of their little banter, the Shinx and the Cyndaquil look on as the Eevee finally gives in and reluctantly takes a seat beside the very excited Nickit.

“Yey!” she chirps as she hugs him. “See? I knew you could do it!”

“Is it too late to convince you to ride something else?”

The workers then wrap and lock the belts around them. The Eevee’s eyes grow wide as his pupils turn to pinpricks as the Nickit grins up at him.

“Too late!” she says and sticks her tongue out at him as the workers lower the safety bar, which she then grabs ahold of.

And then the train starts moving, making the nervous Eevee yelp. “Plu!” he cries. “If I die, I’ll haunt you forever!”

And he starts screaming along with a few others as the train starts climbing up its first hill.

“Huh…” the Cyndaquil voices out with a smirk, turning to the Shinx. “Who knew he’s a scaredy cat like these two?”

The Shinx chuckles as their ears are bombarded with the screams of the riders. “I’m just as surprised as you are.”

Their other friends have finally recovered, and wants to take a breather but the other two stops them and informs them why. Soon, the train slows and stops, and the Nickit jumps out with a big smile on her face.

“That was so amazing!” she exclaims as she turns to her dead brother, and blinks. “Big bro, what happened to you?”

“Uuuuuuuuurgh…” the Eevee urgh’s as he slowly moves past her in very slow and shaky paws. He eventually blinks very slowly, looks down very slowly, and blinks very slowly at the grassy ground. A very dead smile creeps through his dead features, and he then collapses on the ground. “I love you, ground…” he mumbles.

Five pairs of eyes blink at him. The fire-type then leans closer to the electric-type to whisper, “Is he dead?”

Frowning, the Nickit walks up to him and starts poking him. “Big bro! What has gotten into you?!” She pouts and pokes him some more. “Big broooooo!”

“Plu…” he slowly mumbles. “I’m dead…”

Frowning, she jumps and lands on his back, eliciting an ‘oof’ from the normal-type. “Well, stop being dead! Come on!”

“Should, uh,” the Vulpix starts as she turns to her other friends. “Should we wait to make sure he’s okay?”

The Cyndaquil and the Shinx share a look, and then turn back to the other two. “Nah,” the Cyndaquil says with a shake of her head. “You two go on ahead.” She smiles at them. “Shoo! Go be all lovey-dovey with each other!”

“We’ll stay here with them until they’re good,” the Shinx tells them with a smile of his own.

“You guys sure?” the Sentret asks with a concerned frown.

The Cyndaquil waves a paw at them. “We’ll be fine. Now go!” She smirks. “Before I force you two to ride the other coaster.”

The Sentret lets out a yelp. “No thank you!” He then turns to the equally-terrified Vulpix. “S-shall we?”

She nods at him. “We shall!”

With that, the two scamper away, leaving their two other friends behind. The Cyndaquil then lets out a sigh as he gingerly lifts the Nickit off of the Eevee.

“You okay, bud?” the Shinx asks as he helps the normal-type back up on four wobbly paws.

“N-never again…” the Eevee mumbles to himself, making the electric-type chuckle. His droopy ears slightly twitch, and he slowly turns to see his little sister listening attentively to the Cyndaquil. “W-what…?”

The Shinx sits beside him, looking at the two females with a smile. “Cindy’s explaining what’s wrong with you.” He chuckles as he turns to him. “I still find it hard to believe that you’re the same Eevee who’s always angry at us.”

Frowning, he hangs his head, his gaze on a blade of grass.

“Hey, you alright?”

He closes his eyes and sighs. “I will be, eventually.”

The Shinx blinks at him. Huh. He didn’t expect him to answer his inquiry. Should he push his luck? “So uh, I’m curious. If you’re here, then who’s washing the dishes back in the restaurant?”

The Eevee slowly shakes his head. “Probably that damn Pangoro,” he grumbles. He’s still feeling a bit nauseous, but not as worse as a few minutes ago at least.

The Shinx frowns at him. “You, uh, want us to help you back to the restaurant?”

He shakes his head. “No.” He slowly lifts his head up and blinks at his sister still talking to the Cyndaquil. “It’s Plu’s first time to enjoy the festival.” He frowns. “And here I am, ruining it.”

“Hey, hey,” the Shinx says as he pats the Eevee’s shoulder. “No need to beat yourself up over this.” He smiles at him. “This is normal, and you’ll be back to normal in no time.”

“I know,” he grumbles, and sighs. “But right now, I hate feeling like this.” He glares down at the blade of grass. “Feeling so helpless.”

The Shinx frowns, and nods in agreement. “Yeah. I know that feeling.” He shrugs. “But hey, that’s what friends are for, right?” He smiles, and smiles even wider as the Eevee looks at him. “Friends help each other out!”

He frowns at him, sighs and closes his eyes. “Don’t get ahead of yourself.” He reopens his eyes and looks at his sister, who glances at him with a worried frown. “…let’s start with being acquaintances.”

The Shinx blinks. However small it may be, progress is still progress. He smiles and nods. “I think we’re okay with that.”

“Big brooo,” the Nickit says in a worried tone as she approaches him and nuzzles his paw. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have pushed you to ride it with me.”

He chuckles as he wraps his paws around her, pulling her in a hug. “Don’t worry about me, you little devil,” he tells her with a small smile. They then break the hug and he smiles down at her frowning face. “What’s important is you had fun,” he says as he boops her nose.

“Weird,” the Cyndaquil says as she stands beside the Shinx, the two watching the siblings having a quiet exchange. “He looks like a completely different Eevee.”

“I know, right?” He shakes his head. “And guess what?” he asks as he turns to her. “He’s friends with us now.”

She arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Your pulling my leg.”

“Well, acquaintances, but it’s better than nothing, right?”

She frowns at him, but shrugs. “Eh, I guess. So what now?” She frowns. “Don’t tell me we’ll have to continue babysitting these two.”

He shakes his head. “Nah.” He then approaches the Eevee. “You feeling better, bud?”

The Eevee looks at him with a frown. “…I guess, yeah.” His frown stretches further down. “And don’t call me that.”

The Shinx chuckles. “Would you like me to call you by your name instead?”

“You can call me bud if you want,” the Eevee immediately answers back.

The yellow Shinx blinks, and laughs. “Alright, bud.” He looks back at the fire-type, and then back at the siblings. “You want us to tag along, or…?”

The Eevee shakes his head. “You two can shoo away now.”

“Shooing away now,” the Shinx then turns around and walks back to his girlfriend. “See ya later, bud!”

The Eevee grumbles under his breath, making the Nickit frown at him.

The three pairs continue to enjoy the rest of the afternoon with the other rides, and meeting one another in passing as they continue towards their next destinations. The Nickit finds the other rides boring compared to the roller coaster, but doesn’t want to ride the other one because she doesn’t want her brother to feel sick again, even though the Eevee suggested that he’ll just sit it out and wait for her. They take a curious peek at the Swanna-shaped boats, but the Nickit finds it boring, so the siblings then decide to check out one of the large tents as one of the boats approach a dark tunnel, making the Sentret and Vulpix feel nervous, their red faces looking elsewhere.

Taking a peek inside the very large and tall tent, the Nickit blinks and yelps out, making the Eevee wonder what’s up with her. He takes a peek inside and chuckles as his ears hear the screams of terror from the scary-looking haunted tunnel. He steps out of the tent and smiles at his frowning little sister.

As they draw closer to the dark tunnel, the Sentret’s and the Vulpix’s blushing faces burn brighter and brighter, their eyes barely meeting one another. Who even suggested for them to take this ride in the first place anyway? Neither of them can remember. All they know is that they simply picked the next ride at random and immediately fell in line, only to realize later one what this ride is.

Should they do it? Do they even want to do it? In the dark?

Why not, right? They’re in a date anyway, so it’s only natural.

…right?

As the darkness slowly consume them, they finally manage to lock their gazes on each other. As they slowly lose sight of one another from the darkness, they slowly lean their faces toward each other, feeling the breath of the other brushing against them, and then…

Their boat eventually emerges from the other side of the tunnel. A worker grabs the wing of the boat, pulling it for the two to jump back down on the ground, their blushing faces barely turning to one another.

“S-so, um…” the Sentret starts, his voice trembling. “Wanna go, uh, grab a bit to eat?”

She nods. “That sounds good.”

“Right, um, let’s go.”

Why are they back to being nervous wrecks once again? They were already comfortable with one another, so what changed this time?

The white Vulpix takes a breath and exhales. It’s probably just nerves, and as they take a seat under the shade of the tree and eat their snacks together, they eventually rediscover their sense of comfort with one another as they share a topic to talk about.

“So,” the Sentret says, “hypothetically speaking, if you were to only date either Shino or Cindy, who would you pick?”

She blinks at him. “Shino, of course. Because he has…” She blushes. “…erm, you know.”

The Sentret chuckles and scratches his head. “Yeah, I guess that was a stupid question.”

She glares at him. “Hey, no fair. You didn’t answer!”

“I kinda thought it was already obvious.” He shrugs. “Cindy, of course, even though she’s too much to deal with sometimes.”

They continue talking about random things, not realizing the sun has already set until the chilly night air brushes against their furs.

“Holy shit,” the Sentret exclaims. “It’s night already?!”

“Time flies fast, huh?” she tells him with a smile. “When you’re with good company?”

He smiles back at her. “Heh, you know it.” They share a smile, the silence between them warm and comfortable…until he awkwardly looks away with a blush. “So um… W-want me to walk you home?”

She chuckles. “Aww, no dinner?”

“I’d love to, really, but…” He sighs. “My team is assigned to patrol the city during the night.”

She blinks. “Really? But you’ve been up for a while now!”

He shrugs. “Eh, nothing I couldn’t handle.” He smirks at her. “What? Don’t tell me you’re worried.”

She blinks once again, and shakes her head, a faint blush on her cheeks. “Erm…”

He chuckles. “I’m only teasing.” He stands up and smiles at her. “So, let me walk you home.”

She smiles back at him. “Sure.”

The evening sky suddenly lights up, and then the sounds of fireworks soon follow. The night sky lights up in bright and colorful fireworks, making the audience ooh and ahh in awe.

“Pretty,” the Vulpix whispers.

The Sentret looks at her with a smile, and takes a breath to steal himself. “N-not as pretty as you though.”

She blinks, and slowly turns to him, his smile lighting up with the fireworks.

And slowly, their faces lean towards each other again, their eyes slowly closing, and then…

On the inclined road on the face of the cliff, the Eevee, along with the rest of the Pokemon on the road, stop and stare at the light show in the night sky. He smiles, appreciating the show for a short moment before he shakes his head and resumes his walk up the road, with the Nickit sleeping soundly on his back.

Inside one of the car of the ferris wheel, the Shinx and the Cyndaquil stare in awe at the fireworks. She turns to him, smiles, and the two lean towards each other for a kiss.

They pull away, panting, their eyes locked on each other. The Sentret then smiles at her as he scratches his head. “Um… That was…”

She looks down on the ground and nods. “It was…”

“W-wanna go now?”

“I…” A sly smile. “…could go for another.”

And they share yet another kiss under the fireworks.






36. 03 - 13


Darkness…

Everywhere you look, all you see is the blackness of nothingness.

Cold…

Dark…

And quiet…

Where are you?

And where is this place?

You don’t know. No one does.

“Brother…”

A voice? From whom? And from where?

It was a voice. You’re sure of it. But how?

Perhaps it was merely your imagination. A trick of the mind.

That is probably it.

But it sounded so real…

So…alive…and warm…

…and familiar.


The Eevee slowly opens his eyes, staring hazily at the ceiling of a dark room.

Plu’s room.

Something shifts beside him. Turning in her sleep, the young Nickit throws a paw over his chest, mumbling something in her sleep.

He smiles warmly at her as he gently pats her head, making her ears twitch slightly. He moves his gaze back at the ceiling, and he sighs as he closes his eyes, as he lets sleep slowly embrace him once again.






37. 02 - Deleted Scenes


Author’s Note

As of publishing this chapter, I am suffering from yet another writer’s block. While I have already written 8 chapters for arc 4, as I mentioned before, I am not comfortable publishing new chapters if I’m not 10 or 15 chapters ahead, or if I have finished writing this fic.

Instead of waiting for me to get the writer’s block out of the way, I decided to publish the rest of arc 3. I hope you all have been enjoying the fic so far, but I’m going to have to put the fic on hold until I can get back into writing again. My focus and attention has shifted to digital art lately, where I practice and upload one piece of art at least once a week.

Anyway, I do want to finish this fic, but for now, it’s on hold.

See you all later~


Chapter 02 - 05 Deleted Scene

Plu’s History

The Pangoro carefully puts his sleeping daughter on her bed. He pulls the sheets over her and then places a quiet kiss on her forehead. She smiles in her sleep as he walks toward the door, and looks at the Eevee on the futon staring at him.

He chuckles. “What? You want a kiss, too?”

“Where did Plu come from?” He glares at him when he sees the tall Pokémon’s smile growing wider. “And don’t give me that bullshit.”

The Pangoro chuckles as he scratches his head, his smile fading. “Well, we adopted her.”

“Your wife mentioned something interesting earlier.”

The Pangoro stands quiet, staring at him.

He shrugs. “Slip of the tongue, maybe?” He looks up at him. “But you don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.” He looks down. “It’s honestly not my business anyway.”

The Pangoro takes a deep breath and sighs, carefully sitting on the edge of his daughter’s bed, smiling at her sleeping form. “It’s…not really a story I like sharing, kid.” He looks at him. “But well, I guess I’ll just give you the short version.”

The Eevee nods his head. “Alright.”

The large Pokemon looks back at his daughter, his smile now gone. “She…was a wild.”

The Eevee blinks.

The Pangoro continues: “My team and I were in a dungeon, and we saw her being chased by other wilds. We knocked out her pursuers to rescue her, but turns out she was wild.” He sighs. “Before I could deliver the finishing blow, she spoke.” He looks at him. “Wilds don’t talk. They never do.”

The sleeping Nickit stirs in her sleep, and her soft, quiet snores barely break the silence.

“I told her to join me. Thankfully, she did, and thankfully, the wife was okay for us to have her as our own.”

He looks at him with a sad smile.

“The first year was tough. She was like an infant, barely knows how things work, and at the same time, she was still a wild, so she randomly attacks us and destroys things with little to no warning.”

He chuckles and shakes his head.

“We had to close the restaurant a lot, and I had to work extra hard in the guild just to get by, because we still haven’t paid this place in full yet. Sarah had to endure her. But, in the end…”

He looks at her daughter, and lightly pats her head, making her smile and mumble something in her sleep.

“We were able to send her to school. Can’t seem to overcome her shyness though.”

“Why isn’t she in school?” the Eevee asks.

He turns to the Eevee. “Spring break. School starts the week after the festival.”

“Ah.”

“Well anyway,” the Pangoro starts as he rises up. “That’s the story.” He lets out a long yawn and rubs his eye. “I’m gonna go get some shuteye, kid.”

The Eevee nods his head as the Pangoro closes the door. He then lies down on his back, the small pillow on his small head, and he stares at the dark wooden ceiling of the room.

He closes his eyes, sighs, and tries to go to sleep.






38. 03 - Deleted Scenes


Chapter 03 - 09

Attack of The Wilds

Well, he told him to go, so the Eevee does just that. Turning his back on the fire-type, he walks away and exits the guild. He walks down the wide steps as he tries to calm the annoyance he has bottled up inside—

A loud siren erupts all throughout the large city, alarming everyone inside buildings and outside on the streets. Blinking in alarm, the Eevee looks around as the Pokemon around him start to panic. The sirens are still blaring loudly through the air as guild members and police officers try their best to calm and guide the panicking citizens of the city through the streets, redirecting the others inside the large buildings and even inside the guild.

“What the fuck is going on?!” the Eevee yells at no one in particular.

“It’s them wilds!” the Charmeleon answers him, standing beside him and startling the Eevee a bit. He looks back as a Vibrava hovers behind him. “Go grab that glutton!”

With a nod, the Vibrava buzzes back inside the guild.

“You two!” a Houndoom with a blue collar yells at them. “Go take shelter, now!”

“We’re rescuers!” the Charmeleon shouts back.

The dark-type growls at them. “Then what the fuck are you two standing around for?! Do your jobs!” He then runs through the street.

The Eevee looks back at the Charmeleon, but something else catches his attention. His eyes grow wide as he see a low-hanging dark cloud from the east, rolling through the air towards the city.

No, it’s not a cloud.

“The fuck?!” the Eevee gasps as the swarm of flying Pokemon are heading straight towards the city. “That many?!”

“And that’s only the first wave!” the yellow Shinx shouts as he and his companions arrive.

“The first wave?!” the Eevee shouts in disbelief.

The Cyndaquil turns to frown at him. “Could you stop yelling and just hide already? We’re not here to babysit you.”

The ground starts to shake. Everyone moves their gazes to the dust cloud right under the large swarm.

“Shino!” a Growlithe suddenly shouts as he and his two companions exit through the crowded guild doors. “We need to get back! Our badges aren’t charged to protect us yet!”

“From the west?!” one of the officers yell to another, catching the Eevee’s attention.

The Eevee immediately kicks his paws on the cobblestone street, running through the sea of Pokemon. “Shit!” he curses as he runs through the sea of bodies blurring by.


Chapter 03 - 12 - 01

Palkia In The Festival

He sighs as the duo continue walking. “I can’t imagine what that’s like, feeling lost and hopeless as you were trying to look for me.” He frowns. “I’m so sorry, Plu.”

Oh no, she made him feel really really bad.

“Wanna head back to the restaurant?”

Oh no! This is the complete opposite of what she wanted! She violently shakes her head. “No! No no!”

He blinks, surprised at her sudden shift in mood. “Er…”

“I mean…” She blushes and looks away. “Uh, I’m okay now.” She smiles up at him.

“You sure?”

She nods vigorously. “Yep!” She puffs out her chest, her pink badge reflecting the lights from the street lamps. “I’m a tough Nickit!”

He rolls his eyes in amusement. “Heh, if you say so.”

The parade reaches the eastern gate, and continues marching as the Pokemon up front turn to the road heading down towards the lower parts of the city.

Noticing this, the Eevee turns to the closest stranger. “Hey.”

“Hm?” The Palkia turns to him. “Hello.”

The Eevee nods. “Yeah, so I was won…de…ring?” He blinks, and blinks, and blinks at the pink draconic Pokemon looking at him.

No matter how many times he blinks, the Pokemon is still there, but he’s still having a hard time believing it. One strange thing about this Palkia though is that it’s shorter than he imagined.

“What? Is something on my face?” the Palkia asks as he crosses his eyes, trying to see his own face.

The Eevee tilts his head in disbelief. This Palkia is barely taller than that Charmeleon, but, he has the color scheme, the body structure, the useless flat wings and even the pearls on its shoulder! This is definitely Palkia, but he’s so short!

…wait.

He glares at it. “Are you Mew?”

The Palkia blinks at him. “Mew? What’s that?”

He growls at him, catching the Nickit’s attention. “Don’t play dumb! I know you’re Mew!”

“Oh!” the Nickit suddenly interrupts as she walks in between them, smiling up at the pink legendary Pokemon. “Hi, Soma!” she greets it.

The Palkia smiles down at her. “Plu! It’s great to see you!” He blinks. “But something’s off.”

She chuckles, and puffs her chest out. “I’m Plu alright! And I’m a rescuer-to-be!” she says, her pink badge shining.

“W-whoa…!” the Palkia says in amazement, his eyes sparkling like diam—like pearls. “Plu… You’re so cool now! It’s like you’re radiating bravery and confidence all of a sudden!”

She grins at him. “Hee hee, the old Plu is gone, Soma! The evil-doers will cower in fear as I smack them with my paws of justice!”

As the two kids continue their lively exchange, the Eevee is having trouble figuring out which is more mind-boggling. Is it the Palkia, or the fact that his little sister knows this Palkia? He sighs as he settles on both for his own peace of mind.

“Oh, let me introduce you!” Plu suddenly says. She turns to the Eevee and taps his walking paw to get his attention. She smiles up at him. “Big bro, this is Soma! He’s in one of my classes, and he’s a really good friend!”

The Palkia nervously waves at him. “H-hello. Um…” He nervously looks away. “…hi.”

He can see how these two are friends. Two nervous wrecks gotta stick together, he supposes.

Plu then turns to her friend. “Soma, this is my big brother!” She blinks, and turns back to the Eevee with a confused frown. “Um…”

He chuckles as he pats her head. He hasn’t told her nor anyone else his name yet. He then turns to the Palkia and smiles a weary smile at him. “Hi, uh, Soma.”

And then they have no clue what to say to each other.

“Plu,” Soma suddenly calls, probably preventing the awkwardness from growing. “So when did you get a brother?” He tilts his head a bit. “I don’t remember you ever mentioning it before.”

“Oh!” the Nickit exclaims. “That’s right. I didn’t have one before, but I do now!”

The Palkia blinks. “Really? How did that happen?”

It doesn’t look like the Eevee will be able to ask him of some important things for the time being. It’s probably best to bid his time, help him feel comfortable around him. He nods to himself, and listens to his sister’s tale of how he came into her life.

…

A fast Nickit runs by the alleyway, her eyes glued on the Charmeleon walking along the crowd. She skids to the stop beside him, startling him a bit. “Hi!”

He quickly calms down and smiles at her. “Hello.”

She looks up at him with fire in her eyes. “The coast is clear!”

“Oh?” That took a while, but hey, he shouldn’t complain! “Let’s go then!”

She nods and together, they stand on the sidewalk, away from the parading Pokemon, waiting for their prey, who is currently walking alongside the small-size Palkia.

“So,” the Eevee starts. Best to get straight to the point. “You’re a Palkia, right?”

He blinks at him. “What’s a Palkia?”

He blankly stares at him. “…You’re kidding, right?”

He frowns. “I don’t think so.” He scratches his head. “I really don’t know a lot, that’s why my parents let me attend school.”

His…parents?

He hangs his head. “Sometimes it’s hard, especially with bullies.”

Wait, bullies?

“They always bully Plu and me for being shy.” He shakes his head. “I just don’t get it.”

Something suddenly starts burning deep inside the Eevee.

“I think that’s why Plu and I became friends.” He looks up at the starry early morning sky with a small smile. “She always try standing up to me, even though she’s just as shy and scared as I am.”


Chapter 03 - 12 - 02

Different Chapter Opening

The parade of the dancing grass-types continues moving through the city streets. Pokemon of different species dance and sing along, while others simply busy themselves with knowing one another.

Which an Eevee definitely is definitely trying not to do.

A frown breaks through his features as he rolls his eyes in annoyance. “Could you please just go away already?” He glares at the smiling white Vulpix. “I’m not interested! Go find somebody else!”

A sigh escapes her mouth. With a slight shake of her head, she looks back at him with a patient smile. “Just tell me one thing then.”

“If it’ll get you to leave me alone, then shoot.”

She tilts her head. “Why are you not interested?”

“Because I’m leaving soon,” he quickly answers her. He shakes his head and looks ahead. “Kinda pointless for me, don’t you think?”

She blinks at him. “To where?”

“That’s none of your business.” He throws a glare at her. “Now go away!”

With a defeated sigh, the white Vulpix slows down her pace, letting the Nickit walk pass her.

“Big brother,” she calls as she walks beside the Eevee. “You were being mean again.”

He closes his eyes and sighs. “Can’t be helped, Plu.” He looks at her with a sad frown. “Saying goodbye to you guys is already hard enough.” He shakes his head. “I don’t want to add more people to say goodbye to.”

She frowns at him. “Do you really have to go?”

“Unfortunately.” He manages a small smile as he pats her head. “Let’s just enjoy the rest of the festival.” He looks ahead and blinks. “Oh, look! We’re nearing the docks already.”

A salty and chilly breeze blows through the large crowd as they finally reach the end of their march. Gathering by the docks, the dancing grass-types start moving towards the edge, and places their baskets on the ground in front of them.

The Eevee blinks. “What are they doing now?”

“Praying,” Vixie suddenly replies as she stands beside him. She chuckles after receiving a glare from him, but decides to let it fly as she gestures around them. “Everyone has gone quiet to offer their prayers.”

The Eevee blinks, and then looks around with twitching ears, finally noticing how quiet everything is. He turns to the Nickit, but she is as clueless of the goings on as he is. Frowning, he turns to the Vulpix beside him, who is sitting on the ground with her eyes closed, meditating. He decides not to bother her as he looks at the waking horizon in the distance.

Soon, the first rays of the waking sun breaks through the sleepy sky. Smiling, the grass-types then finishes their meditation, grabs their baskets and starts unloading the contents to the calm sea.

“The gift of giving,” Vixie suddenly says with a smile as she turns to the curious Eevee. “The grass-types carried our prayers of thanks to the sea for giving us life.”

He frowns at her. “Seems like a waste of food to me.”

She blinks, and giggles. “It does look that way, huh?” She shakes her head. “It also has another purpose.”

“Which is…?”

“Giving thanks to the water-types,” she explains. “And as a sort of an apology for always disturbing their peaceful lives with our boats.”

He blinks. “Huh… I guess that makes sense.” He frowns. “But now everyone is hungry. I was kinda-sorta expecting the food to be what everyone will be eating once this whole thing is over.”

“Everyone!” the Tropius announces as he glides above the crowd, and lands before them with a smile. “Thank you all so much for joining us in our opening ceremony of our spring festival.”

“The fuck?” the Eevee mumbles. “That was the opening ceremony?”

Vixie chuckles as a huge body of water starts to form from the sea behind the Tropius. The Eevee and the Nickit take a step back in fright.

“The fuck is that?!” the Eevee yelps as he feels the Nickit hiding behind his lowered tail.

Chuckling once again, the white Vulpix turns to him with a smile. “You’ll see.” She winks. “Just watch.”

The wall of water finally falls back down to the sea, revealing a large Lugia smiling down at the gathered crowd. The might beast then slowly extends a wing, and waves it through the air, the tiny droplets of water raining down on them and reflecting the waking sun’s gentle rays, creating a rainbow that makes the crowd awe in amazement.

With a nod, the large Lugia then extends both its wings, and flaps them, creating a gentle gust of air that blows through the crowd as the mighty beast flies through the air and towards the sky. From its great height, it folds its wings to its side, allowing gravity to pull it back down to earth.

A pillar of swirling water starts to rise from the sea, and Lugia dives inside of it. The water tornado starts to weaken, and soon it falls back down to the sea, leaving the crowd cheering.

The Eevee blinks and frowns. “The ending was kinda anticlimactic.”

“That was amazing!” the Nickit cheers.

The Vulpix chuckles. “At least one of you enjoyed it.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes as the Tropius gives a short message, before telling everyone that the festivities will start later in the morning.

“So what now?” the Nickit asks as she looks up at him.

He shrugs. “I guess we can return to the restaurant to eat some breakfast.”

She frowns at him. “But dad said we can return later!” And then an idea. She then runs up to the blinking white Vulpix and smiles at her. “We should go eat somewhere!”

“Plu,” the Eevee says with a frown. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Don’t listen to him,” she tells her with a smile. “I know a great place that serves great food!”

“Whoa…!” she says in awe, her eyes twinkling like stars. “Where? Where?!”

Vixie turns to the frowning Eevee with a grin. “Care to join us?”

“No I—”

“Big bro, please?” Plu begs him with pleading eyes. “I wanna try eating food made by other Pokemon.”

Vixie snickers. “Yeah, come on, ‘big bro.’ Don’t be such a stick in the mud.”

“What’s a stick in the mud?” Plu asks her.

She smiles at her. “It means a boring person, or a person who hates fun.”

The young Nickit blinks, and hums in thought. “Hm… That does sound like my brother.”

“I take offence to that!” the Eevee suddenly says. He then glares at the smiling ice-type. “Alright, fine!” He sighs. “I’m too hungry to continue arguing.”

“Yey!” Plu hugs his paw. “You’re not a mud stick!”

He rolls his eyes in mild amusement. “If only you weren’t so cute.”

The trio then starts walking with the ice-type leading them, unaware of a frowning Cyndaquil who is watching them leave.

“Damn it,” the fire-type curses. “Why is that grumpyhead hogging her?” She shakes her head and turns to the frowning Sentret.

Linik scratches his head. “M-maybe we should just—”

“Ah ah ah! No!” She immediately shuts his down. “Let’s go follow them.”

“Cindy,” the Sentret says, frowning at her. “I really appreciate the help, but…” He closes his eyes and sighs. “Even I can tell she’s interested with your Eevee friend.”

“That’s nonsense!” She shakes her head. “His attitude stinks, and the only reason he’s going along with her is because of that Nickit. Sooo…” She grins.

He blinks, and frowns. “I don’t like that look on your face.”

“Just trust me!” She then punches his shoulder. “And don’t leave her alone next time!” 


Chapter 03 - 12 - 03

Totodile

“We should probably start heading back,” the Eevee says as he walks through the busy traffic of Pokemon.

She nods in agreement.

“But we can stop and check something out if you see something interesting.”

“Like that?” the Nickit asks as she points at something. She then smiles down at her brother. “Let’s go check it out!”

He chuckles and walks toward the stall she finds interest in, unaware of the young Totodile blinking blankly at them as it stands in the middle of the busy street, a yellow Shinx walking by with a sigh.

…

She points at him. “It’s not lunch rush yet, so we practice!”

Another blink. “…practice what?”

She beams at him. “Swift! The meanies will think twice if they try getting you away from home again once you get stronger, right?”

And yet another blink. What has gotten into her little head? “Uh…”

“So come on!” She turns around and points at the restaurant. “To the backyard!” And she then runs through the traffic, leaving the confused Eevee behind.

Shaking his head, he smiles in amusement as he runs after her just as a young blue Totodile finally reaches the end of the inclined road, sweating and panting for breath. It looks ahead and sees the energetic Eevee running towards the restaurant. With a big sigh, the young water-type collapses on the road, its tired gaze on the cloudy sky, its cold raindrops barely soothing its tired body.

A large Pokemon stops beside it and looks down at it. “Hey there,” the Flaaffy says with a smile. “What’s a young Pokemon like you lying in the busy street like this one?”

The Totodile says nothing, just panting and looking at her as another walks up to the pink sheep.

“He probably got separated from his folks and is just running back home,” the Nuzleaf says.

The Flaaffy sighs. “Right, I suppose that’s the case.” She then smiles at the young water-type as she kneels down, her badge twinkling in the sunlight poking through the cloudy heavens. “It’s alright, little guy. We’ll help you find your parents.”

Still not saying anything, the Totodile shifts its tired gaze on the white and gloomy clouds…

…walking by him. The Sentret blinks as he looks at the white Vulpix climbing up her seat and smiling at him.

“Sorry for the wait,” she tells him.






39. 04 - 01


“I can’t believe I fell asleep during the ride!” the Nickit says with a pout, her glaring eyes burning holes on her meal. “It was fun, too!”

The other three around the table chuckle at the young dark-type.

“What ride was it, dear?” the Miltank asks before taking a bite of her meal.

The Nickit blinks, and slightly tilts her head. “Um… I don’t remember,” she tells them, making the Eevee roll his eyes in amusement.

The four continue their breakfast, with the Nickit sharing yesterday’s fun activities she and her brother had. The Pangoro bursts out laughing after the Nickit tells them what happened to the Eevee after the roller coaster ride, and the normal-type can only try his best to ignore the large Pokemon’s outburst.

After breakfast, the two smaller Pokemon clean up while the other two walk up the stairs to get ready for their date.

“Why not go with them, Plu?” the Eevee asks as he rinses the suds off of a dish.

The Nickit shakes her head and smiles up at him. “No! We’re gonna practice!”

“Practice what?”

“Swift!” the Nickit happily chirps, her tail wagging a bit. She then frowns at him. “So that the meanieheads won’t take you away from your home again.”

The Eevee sighs. “…yeah, I guess you’re right.”

She nods. “So hurry up! Time’s a wasting!”

The Pangoro and the Miltank walk down the stairs and enter the kitchen just as the Eevee finishes cleaning the last dish. After listing off the things they’re allowed and not allowed to do, they then say their goodbyes and walk out the building.

The Pangoro looks back and smirks at the frowning Eevee. “You got all that, right?”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “What? You want to see a list or something?”

He laughs and shakes his head. “Right, right.” He nods. “Good luck with your practice.” A sly grin. “Don’t be too loud now, you hear?”

“Get your mind out of the gutter.”

The Nickit blankly looks at them. “I don’t get it.”

The Eevee sighs. “You will when you’re older,” he tells her with a roll of his eyes.

The Nickit frowns at him.

With one last laugh, the Pangoro gives the young dark-type a pat on her head, and the couple then head down the road towards the lower portion of the city.

After waving a paw goodbye, the Nickit then brings her paw back down and then smirks at the Eevee. “Okay, rookie! Let’s get to training!”

He blinks at her. “What?”

She puffs out her chest. “You heard me! Now get to the backyard!”

He rolls his eyes, smirks, ruffles her furry little head and runs back inside before she can bite his paw in retaliation.


Closing the apartment door behind her, the smiling white Vulpix takes a deep breath and lets out a warm and happy sigh, greeting the morning with the brightest of smiles.

Leaning on a fence, a Cyndaquil is smirking at the approaching fire-type. “Look who’s blooming today,” she says with a smirk.

“Good morning, Cindy,” the Vulpix greets her as she approaches and nuzzles the fire-type’s neck. She pulls back with a smile. “Such a wonderful day, isn’t it?” she asks, her six tails wagging slightly.

Cindy stares at her for a second or two, and then chuckles. “You’re really glowing today.” A sly smile. “Did something happen last night?”

The white Vulpix looks away with a small hint of a blush on her cheeks. “I know what you’re thinking.” She shakes her head and starts walking on the sidewalk, her friend walking beside her. “But no, we didn’t.” She looks at her with a frown. “It’s too early in our relationship, don’t you think?”

Cindy stares back at her. “Vixie, you’re seriously asking me that, huh?”

Vixie blinks, chuckles and shakes her head. “Right, right.” She smiles at the road ahead, where many Pokemon are busy cleaning and taking down their stalls. “But, I dunno.” She shrugs. “Linik and I will get there eventually.”

“How old are you this year again?”

Vixie blinks at her. “Huh? Why do you ask?”

Cindy shrugs. “Just humor me.”

Vixie blinks once more, shrugs, and looks at the road ahead. “I’ll be turning nine this year.”

Cindy smirks at her. “You two better hurry then. You’re only a year away from getting the so-called midlife crisis if you two won’t do it yet.”

Vixie rolls her eyes, making her friend snicker. She then throws a sly smile at the fire-type. “Speaking from experience, Cindy?”

“Fuck you.”

They both laugh as they continue heading towards the guild, talking about random things along the way. They eventually reach the guild, where a smiling yellow Shinx is standing on the wide steps toward the building.

“Hey, you two,” he greets them, and then blinks at the smiling white Vulpix. “Wow… Is it just me, or are you radiating today?”

Vixie blushes as she chuckles. “Blooming, and then glowing, and now radiating?” She shakes her head in amusement. “Did everyone eat a thesaurus while I was asleep?”

“Maybe while you and Linik were at it,” Cindy quickly says, and jumps out of her friend’s swiping paw.

The Shinx smirks. “No wonder Linik looked tired.”

Ignoring the fire-type’s laughter, Vixie glares at the electric-type.

The Shinx’s smirk grows even wider. “What? Am I wrong?”

“We didn’t do ‘it’, Shino,” Vixie hisses.

“Not yet, you mean?”

The ice-type sighs in frustration, her ears drooping slightly. “Seriously, you two. Knock it off.”

“Right, right,” Shino says, and chuckles. “Backing off, but seriously, Vixie,” he says with a smile. “I’m really happy for you both.”

Vixie returns the smile. “Thank you. I’m really happy, too.”

The trio then share a group hug.

“I feel left out,” a familiar voice suddenly says.

Breaking the hug, the trio then turn to the tired and smiling Sentret.

“Linik!” Vixie quickly runs up to him and gives him a hug, which the normal-type quickly returns with a chuckle.

“I feel better already,” he says with a sigh.

“Yo! Linik!”

The two break their hug and turn towards the voice.

Up a few steps, a Snivy is smiling at them with a small Joltik on his head. The serpentine grass-type then winks and gives him a thumbs up. “Great job today, buddy!”

The Joltik nods in agreement, although it’s barely noticable from a distance. “But don’t push yourself too much next time!” she squeaks, her tiny voice barely reaching the others.

The Snivy chuckles. “Yeah! Like, seriously, dude!” He shakes his head and takes his leave. “Well, enjoy the rest of your day, you two!”

“But not too much!” the Joltik squeaks, and the two walk away, blending with the traffic of Pokemon on the road.

Blushing, the Sentret scratches his head as he turns back to the smiling ice-type. “I should introduce you to my teammates next time.”

“Looking forward to it.” The white Vulpix then frowns a worried frown at the normal-type. “But you look really tired. Want me to walk you home?”

His blush intensifies. “Er… S-sure!” he says with a goofy smile, but disappears in a blink. “But, will that get in the way of your work?”

“Ah…” Vixie says, her ears drooping as she looks back at her teammates.

“Oh! Don’t worry about it!” the yellow Shinx suddenly says, winking at the Sentret. “Vixie can just catch up later anyway.”

Cindy smirks at the couple. “But don’t take too long, you hear?”

Vixie blushes as she glares at her two smirking friends. “You guys are really…!” She groans and shakes her head. “But seriously, is it really okay?”

Shino dismisses her worries with a wave of a paw. “You two just go already.”

Vixie smiles and nods. “Thanks, guys.” She then turns to the Sentret. “Come on, sleepy head.” Her smile grows sweeter. “It’s my turn to walk you home.”

Blushing, the Sentret chuckles and starts walking alongside the ice-type. “If you insist. I’m kinda hungry though…”

“Should we get breakfast first?”

“Maybe takeout. I know a place.” An excited smirk. “You should try their burritos there, ‘Xie!”

A sweet smile. “Maybe I will.”

The Shinx and the Cyndaquil are all smiles as they watch the happy couple go. The fire-type lets out a happy sigh as she turns to the Shinx, and squeals. “Oh my gosh, Shino! I’m so happy for them!”

Shino chuckles. “Heh… You’re not the only one.”

Cindy then throws herself to hug the startled electric-type. Recovering, he smiles and hugs her back. They soon break the hug, and the fire-type chuckles. “We should start doing our job now.”

Shino shrugs, and the two then walk up the steps and enter the large guild building.


Two frowning faces stare at the small white orb floating in between them. Ears drooping, the Eevee closes his eyes and lets out a sigh as he wipes his sweaty forehead with a paw. He then reopens his eyes and blinks. “How the fuck am I able to sweat anyway?” he mumbles under his breath as the Nickit grabs the white orb, and the duo then watch it slowly fade to nothingness.

“I wonder why you can’t do it,” the Nickit asks as she throws a confused look at the Eevee.

He shrugs. “How about you explain as best as you can on how you do it.” He smiles. “Maybe I can get some sort of clue.”

Her frown goes further down as her ears droop. “But, I don’t really know how to explain it!” She closes her eyes, takes a breath, shakes her head, and exhales as she reopens her eyes, looking up at him with a determined look. “But I’ll try!”

The Eevee smiles and nods.

“Okay, so um…” She blinks, and closes her eyes. “I uh…” Her ear twitches. “Erm…”

A white and star-shaped energy suddenly appears in front of the young dark-type. Small at first, but quickly grows and brightens in a split of a second, startling the normal-type.

The Nickit reopens her eyes and smiles. “Like that!”

He blinks at her, and frowns. “Either I’ve gone deaf or you forgot the explanation part.”

She blinks back, and blushes as she scratches her head. “Oh, oops.” She shakes her head as the Eevee grabs the star-shaped energy and starts studying it. “Well…” she starts with a frown. “I guess I just focus my energy to go out of me.” She blinks. “Does that make sense?”

It does, the Eevee thinks, but that’s already obvious though. What kind of energy, exactly, and how does one just will it out and take shape?

Well, he is able to do it. Sorta.

As the star fades, he looks at her. “So, how exactly to you let it out?”

She blinks. “Um… I just do?”

He shakes his head. “I mean, before you get it out, do you like, store the energy on your head first, or chest, or paw?”

She tilts her head, blinks, and looks down at herself as she places a paw on her fluffy chest. “I guess here?” She shakes her head. “I never really wondered about that before.” She smiles. “So I’ll try again and see if I’m right!”

She closes her eyes and concentrates on the feeling of her energy flow as best as she can, sensing a warmth inside her chest, making her smile. She is so used to it that she doesn’t really think about it much. But now that she’s paying attention, holding the energy in, she frowns when she suddenly feels the warmth in her chest start to feel slightly uncomfortable, so she decides to let it out, feeling the warmth slowly dying down as she quickly thinks of a star out of pure instinct, but as soon as as realizes what her mind is thinking, the gathered energy within herself is totally gone.

Opening her eyes, she sees the familiar star-shaped energy hovering right in front of her. She then smiles at her brother. “I got it!” She jumps on all four and starts hopping in place. “I got it I got it I got it!”

He can’t help but smile at how cheery and energetic she is. He chuckles as the star starts fading. After her sister settles down a second or two later, she explains what happened to the best of her abilities. He blinks. “Huh… So, like, store a good amount of energy in your chest, and then release it while your mind shapes it?” he repeats, mostly to himself.

She nods with a smile. “Yep!” she says as she sits back down. “Wow, I can’t believe I figured it out!”

He chuckles and pats her head. “Great job, Plu.”

She smiles proudly. “Now you try!”

He still doesn’t know how to just release energy, but he’s able to do it for some reason, so he supposes that he’ll just do what he’s been doing, but this time, he gathers his energy in his chest first.

He closes his eyes and…

How can he gather energy though? Or rather, how can he gather his energy on one certain spot? Can he like, visualize it? Plu said that she felt her energy gathering in her chest, so perhaps he can feel it, too?

He shakes his head. He should stop doubting himself and, like that shoe’s tagline mentioned, just do it. He concentrates on his chest. He breathes in, and then out, and repeats the process, until he starts feeling light-headed.

“You okay?” Plu asks as she helps him sit upright again.

He chuckles and pats her head. “I guess I kinda overdid it.” He takes a breath, closes his eyes, and exhales. “I’ll try again.”

She frowns at him. “Don’t scare me like that again, please.”

He simply smiles back, but it fades a second or two later as he focuses on his chest once again, and not on his lungs and his breathing, as something tells him Plu will smack him if he teeters once again. Right, focus on his chest, and move his energy and gather them there. Don’t question, just do it.

How exactly?

He quickly shoves the question out of the way as he continues his focus. Why is his chest feeling warm all of the sudden? Wait… Is that it? Probably. So how can he release it? How does he do it?

His closed eyes twitch. Stop questioning yourself and just do it, he mentally tells himself. Okay, so release it, let it out, and mold it with his mind. Star. Turn it into a star. Shape it like a star.

Does it have to be a star?

Wait, why is his chest no longer warm? Did he finally do it?

He quickly opens his eyes, blinks, and frowns at the white orb floating in front of him. He closes his eyes once again, his ears drooping and his head hanging.

“Well,” Plu starts, tilting her head and blinking at the white orb, “it’s bigger than last time.”

Wondering what she meant by that, he quickly lifts his gaze up at the orb. It is bigger than his previous ones. If he’s to give a guess, it’s almost twice the size!

He smiles as he grabs the orb with his paws, the warmth radiating off of it. “Progress is progress,” he says with a smile as he looks at the smiling dark-type. “Thanks, Plu!”

She grins at him.
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After locking the front door with his key, he places the item back inside his bag and smiles down at the Nickit. “Ready to go?”

She smiles at him. “Yep! Let’s go, let’s go!”

He chuckles, and the two then walk towards the busy road under the early afternoon sun. Pokemon of differing species move along the traffic while others busy themselves with taking down the decorations and stalls from yesterday’s festival. As they’re passing by the large gates of the large school, the Eevee frowns as he recalls the things he has learned about his sister’s and her friend’s school life. His ears droop as he can’t do anything about it after he leaves, but…

He pushes the thought aside for now as they continue on. Best not to put a damper on the young Nickit’s happy mood as she talks up a storm about how she’s looking forward to the next festival.

“You better visit next year for the festival, okay?”

The Eevee chuckles. “I’ll try, Plu.”

She glares up at him. “You better!”

They continue on until they reach the wide steps of the guild building. Walking insire the large structure, the Eevee allows the Nickit to look around in awe.

“This place really looks cool!” she says with a big smile.

He smiles and pats her head as they stand by the entrance, his ears twitching to two Pokemon approaching.

“Barely any wilds this year, huh?”

“Most didn’t even manage to get past the teams waiting outside the nearby dungeons.”

“Serves those bastards right.”

The Eevee looks over his shoulder with a frown, watching the duo walk out the guild.

“Oh, hi, you two!”

The Eevee blinks and turns to the owner of the familiar voice, and sees the smiling white Vulpix approaching them.

“Oh, hi!” the Nickit greets her back. “You’re Vixie, right?”

“That’s right, Plu,” she says as her smile turns warmer. “Is your brother giving you a tour of the guild?”

The Eevee frowns and cuts the Nickit off. “You know you can just ask me directly, no?”

She blinks at him. “Oh, sorry.” She grins at him. “I kinda already knew you’ll just tell me to mind my own business.”

He rolls his eyes, while the Nickit blinks blankly at them both as the yellow Shinx and the Cyndaquil approaches them.

“Getting friendly with mister grumpy, I see,” the Cyndaquil says with a smirk.

“Heya, bud,” the Shinx greets him, and then looks down at the Nickit. “And hey, bud’s little sister.”

The Nickit looks up at the frowning Eevee with a look of confusion. “Big bro, why do you have so many names?”

The Eevee closes his eyes and sighs as the other team chuckle.

“We really should hang out some time,” the Shinx says with a smile.

“We’ll see,” the Eevee quickly answers.

The Shinx nods. “Looking forward to it!”

The Cyndaquil looks at the electric-type. “Do you really?”

The Shinx blinks at her. “Well, yeah?” He smiles at her. “The more friends the merrier, you know?”

She shrugs. “If you say so.” She then turns to the Eevee. “Well, I guess you can be my friend as well if you’re friends with my pervert of a boyfriend.”

The Shinx frowns. “You really need to stop calling me that.”

“I will when it stops being true.”

The Shinx rolls his eyes. “Well anyway, let’s get going.”

The Cyndaquil nods. “Right.” She then turns to the siblings. “Be seeing ya, I guess?”

The couple then walk out of the guild, leaving behind their ice-type friend who’s smiling apologetically at the siblings.

“I’d like to apologize for calling you by your name back at the restaurant,” she says.

The Eevee closes his eyes and shakes his head. “Water under the bridge.”

The Nickit then smiles up at the white Vulpix. “You and your friends are rescuers, right?”

The Vulpix smiles down at her and nods. “Yep.”

“Cool! So are you guys doing a mission?”

“Sort of,” she tells her. “We’re escorting a few Pokemon back to their homes.”

The Eevee blinks. “Outside the city?”

She nods. “Yep. The festival’s a very big deal, and a lot of merchants from other towns have made a profit, I think.” She frowns. “And they’re perfect targets for bandits.”

“Bandits?” That’s a thing in this world?

“Yeah,” the Vulpix says with a nod. “Well, I better catch up to my friends.” She smiles. “Have fun, you two!”

The Nickit nods and waves a paw at the Vulpix walking out of the guild. “Bye, and good luck with your mission!”

The police probably only has jurisdiction inside the city, and not outside, from what he can guess, but it’s not really his business anyway. He looks down at the Nickit. “Let’s head to the library.”

She nods, and they walk up the stairs and head towards the library.

“I wonder how many floors this place has,” the Nickit asks as she looks around the hallway they’re in.

The Eevee blinks. “Huh… I actually don’t know.” It’s such a huge and tall structure, plus the fact that the height of the floors he’s been in is way taller than the ones back home.

The duo enter the library.

“You can look around, Plu,” he tells the excited Nickit. “But remember to keep your voice down, okay?”

“I know, I know,” she says, smiling up at him. “This is a library, after all.” She then scampers off, looking up at the many books on the shelves.

Smiling, he shakes his head and heads toward the desk, where the Mew and the blue-ringed Umbreon are busy working on many forms.

Noticing his approach, the Mew looks up and smiles at the Eevee. “Oh, you’re here!” She grins. “So how was the roller coaster?”

He blinks, and frowns. “It was horrible.”

She chuckles as she places the forms she’s holding down on the desk. “Heheh… I was in line and wanted to help, but there were already some helping you.” She chuckles once again. “So anyway…” She frowns. “You’re here for that dungeone exploration, huh?”

The Eevee nods, blinking. “Yeah. Something wrong?”

“There is, unfortunately,” the Mew confirms with a nod. “Your ranking.”

“What about it?”

Her frown stretches further down. “I checked and found out it’s in the negative. It was agreed that rescuers joining an expedition should at least have a positive ranking.”

He blinks, and frowns. “I…see.”

“I’m gonna try and persuade them to reconsider but…” The Mew closes her eyes, sighs and shakes her head. “I doubt I can convince them any further though. After all, they originally wanted the minimum requirement to be silver ranks.”

He blinks once again. He’s quite impressed that the Mew manages to convince whoever high-ranking snobs running this place to lower the requirement.

It is still problematic for him however.

Even so, he manages to smile. “Thanks, Mew.” He shrugs. “So all I have to do now is to bring my rank above zero, right?”

She nods. “Yeah, so just pick an easy mission that you think you can handle.” She smiles at him. “A lot of rescue teams are doing escort missions at the moment, so there should be a lot of easy missions for you to take in the bulletin board.”

He tilts his head with a confused frown. “Escort missions?” Oh wait, that Vulpix did mention something about that. Come to think of it, he did notice the main lobby having less Pokemon today.

She nods as she levitates a few forms from the desk and starts studying them. “A lot of Pokemon from all over the region visited our city for the festival, and many of them are merchants—”

“They need protection from bandits as they go back home,” the Eevee suddenly says. “Why not just teleport them back to their homes?”

She blinks at him. “With what?”

He shrugs. “I dunno. Badges can do it, so maybe there’s another non-rescuer sort of magical item thingie for fast-travel purposes?”

The Umbreon suddenly chuckles. “You have a fascinating way with words,” he says as he adjust his glasses.

He rolls his eyes.

Smiling in amusement, the Mew shakes her head. “Sorry, but while the idea is impressive, we don’t have that here.”

“But it is a fascinating idea,” the dark-type suddenly adds, looking at him. “It warrants a research, at the very least.”

The Mew turns to him in amusement. “Oh no… He is interested in something!”

The Umbreon frowns at her, making her chuckle.

“What about taxis?” the Eevee asks, ignoring their little moment.

She turns back to him and blinks. “What are taxis?”

He blinks back. “Er, nevermind.” He shakes his head. “So anyway… I guess I’ll be taking a few missions that I’m sure I can handle.” He smiles as he looks to the many shelves in the room. “Plu’s gonna have a blast.”

“Who’s Plu?”

He turns to her, but then catches a glimpse of the frowning Umbreon. “She’s my…uh…” His ears droop. “My sister. Sort of.”

She nods. “I see. It’s great to know that you’ve made a few good friends here.”

He closes his eyes and sighs. “I guess so, yeah…” He shakes his head. “Anyway, I guess I’ll be going now.”

“Before you do,” the Mew says, stopping him from turning around. “The expedition is going to be an official thing soon. We’re just going to iron out a few more details while the teams are busy helping visitors return to their homes.” She smiles. “Thanks for the name suggestion by the way.”

“No problem, I guess.” He frowns. “So when can we get to explore the dungeon?”

“Probably in two or three days,” she tells him. “The escort missions should be over around that time frame, and we’ll then announce it a day after, so make sure your ranking is in the positive before then.”

He nods. “Thanks. I’ll do my best.”

“And while you’re doing missions,” she adds, “maybe you should also think about who you want to bring along with your expedition.”

He blinks. “Huh, yeah, I guess I should.” He looks up at the ceiling. “Hm… I have a few individuals in mind.”

She blinks, and frowns. “I don’t think we’ll allow non-rescuers to join.”

“I’m just picking one member from a team to join me.”

“Ah,” she says. “I guess that’s okay, as long as their team agrees to it.” She scratches her head. “I’m not sure how to reward the points to their team though if only one of their members join.” She shrugs. “But I’m sure we can work it out later during the meeting.” She blinks at him. “So who do you have in mind?”

“Some that I had in mind are,” the Eevee says, “you and your husband.”

The duo look at him.

“Uh…” the Mew uh’s. “I think I already told you that I’ve already retired.”

“And I am quite busy already as it is,” the Umbreon says with a frown. “Between the guild and the upcoming opening of classes next week, I simply cannot afford to do exploration missions.”

The Eevee smiles at the Mew. “Palkia though. I’m sure you want to see with your own eyes of its existence.”

“I prefer to know about it from the safety and comfort of home or in this library, thank you very much.”

He sighs. “It was worth a shot.”

“Anyway,” the Mew says, catching the normal-type’s attention. “I’m sorry, but Obie and I will not be joining you with your expedition.” She smiles. “But, you’ve been here in our world for quite a while, so I’m certain you can enlist someone to help you.”

The Kecleon merchant suddenly comes to his mind, and wonders if he’s as overpowered as he think he is, but something tells him that he can’t pull the salesman out of his stall even if his life depends on it.

“If not,” the Mew adds, “I can get a few teams to form the expedition with you.”

“I see,” the Eevee says. “Thanks. I guess I’ll be back in two days.”

The Mew nods, and waves a hand goodbye as the Eevee calls the Nickit and the siblings then leave the library.

“So what did you guys talk about?”

The Eevee shrugs. “Just some boring adult stuff.”

She frowns at him. “Is it about you leaving soon?”

He blinks at her. “…Yeah, it’s about that.” He frowns. “…kinda.”

She frowns as they walk down the stairs. “I heard a few of what you were talking about, and it sounded like you need their help. Is your home dangerous?”

“Huh… Good hearing.” Well, with ears like hers, he can’t blame her. “Well, kinda, yeah.” Not as dangerous as a city full of magical creatures that can summon lightning or breathe out fire in a blink anyway.

Which is weird now that he thinks about it. He hasn’t heard nor felt any attacks within the city. He supposes that the Pokemon living here are more civil and don’t resort to violence.

Or maybe the city is sturdier than he gives it credit for.

They reach the main lobby and approach a few bulletin boards, the Eevee trying to make the Nickit participate in picking a mission for him to no avail. She tries to, but with her brother leaving her soon in her mind, she can’t really focus.

The Eevee eventually picks a mission and after the Kirlia registers it to him, the siblings exit the guild building.

The Nickit quietly sighs, trying her best not to let her ears droop. Nothing she can do about it, it seems. She just has to accept it, and hope her brother visits her from time to time.

Something glinting catches her attention, and she looks down to the pearl dangling around her neck. She didn’t even notice she is wearing it until now. She then looks up at her brother walking beside her.

Noticing her looking at him, the Eevee blinks down at her. “Hm?”

She smiles, closes her eyes and shakes her head. “Nothing.”

He frowns a worried frown. “Are you sure?”

She pouts at him. “I said nothing!” She looks away, but stops and blinks as she realizes they’re in front of the large open gates of the school. The dusty afternoon air brushes against her fur as she stares at the school buildings up ahead.

She’ll be attending school soon. She wasn’t really looking forward to it, but she understands why she should.

If only the school isn’t full of meanies.

She touches the pearl with a paw, looking at the school with a glare. He will be leaving soon, but he will still be her brother. He’ll be facing hardships soon, and so will she, but she will stay strong, for him, and with the promise of his visits, well…

…there’s something to look forward to in the future.

She smiles up at him.

He blinks down at her in confusion. “What?”

She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “Mmm.” Reopening her eyes, she then runs through the traffic heading back to the restaurant, her confused brother calling her as he gives chase.
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After saying his goodbyes, and after receiving a very big hug from the small Nickit, the Eevee closes the door and greets the waking morning with a determined smile. A chilly morning breeze brushes against his fur as the waking sun’s gentle rays casts his shadow on the quiet cobblestone street he’s walking on. Pokemon of differing species walk along the light traffic, with some gliding through the air, and many exchanging greetings as they pass others by.

His small smile disappears as the guild comes into view. He spots three familiar figures on the wide steps of the guild, with a fourth talking with them. Seeing no reason to bother them, he keeps on walking towards the eastern gate—

“Oh, hey! Dude!” the yellow Shinx calls, waving a paw at him. “Good morning!”

He stops and sighs, and half-heartedly returns the wave with a frown. “Morning, I guess,” he says, his ears drooping as the four approaches him. “Aaand of course you all are gonna walk up to me.”

“Better get used to it, mister,” the Cyndaquil tells him with a grin.

“Oh, and let me introduce you to our other friend,” the Shinx says as he turns to the Sentret.

“Do you have to?” the Eevee asks.

The Shinx ignores his comment as he introduces the two of them. “Linik, this is our friend who shall not be named.”

Linik blinks at the electric-type. “Uh, what?”

“Just call him mister grumpy,” the Cyndaquil says with a snicker.

The Eevee rolls his eyes as the electric-type turns to him. “This is Linik, our friend and Vixie’s boyfriend.”

The ice-type blushes as she nods and smiles, leaning her head on the smiling Sentret.

“Gratz, I guess,” the Eevee says as he turns to the electric-type. “Anyway, I better get going.”

“Are you going to be escorting someone, too?”

The Eevee blinks. “Ah, right. That’s still a thing.”

The Shinx smiles. “If you are, then the meeting place is here if you’re waiting for your client.”

The Eevee shakes his head. “No, I’m doing another mission.” He can barely stand his ground against wilds, so what chance would he have against bandits?

The yellow Shinx’s smile turns into a curious frown. “Is it in a dungeon?” he asks, and receives a nod from the Eevee.

“Good luck,” the Cyndaquil says. “You need it. Like, seriously.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “Right. Going now.” He turns and starts walking towards the eastern gate, but stops when a thought hits him.

He turns back to look at them. They seem to be a good team, plus he already knows them somewhat anyway. He can pick their team to go with him in the expedition instead of a random team. That should reduce the chances of him making more connections.

But that’s something he should think more later.

Noticing him from the corner of his eyes, the yellow Shinx breaks away from their conversation as he blinks at the Eevee. “Something wrong?” he asks, catching his other friends’ attentions.

The Eevee closes his eyes and shakes his head. “Nothing.”

Frowning, the Cyndaquil steps forward. “Spill. If you want to say something, just say it.”

The Eevee frowns at her. “…later.” He turns and walks away.

The Sentret scratches his head. “Well, he seems…pleasant to talk to.”

“Yo! Linik!”

The four turn towards the voice and see a Snivy walking up to them with a small yellow Joltik on his head. “Our client’s here.” He smiles at the ice-type. “Sorry, but we’re gonna be taking him away now.”

The white Vulpix chuckles and nuzzles the blushing Sentret’s neck. She pulls back and smiles at him. “Be careful, okay?”

Linik smiles back at her. “You too.” After a quick kiss, he and his team head towards the eastern gate with their client, him waving a paw goodbye at her and her team.

At the eastern gate, the Eevee stops and blinks at the large crater meters away. “Was that always been there?”

“Yep,” the Hitmonlee confirms, startling the normal-type. “We got lucky it didn’t hit the city.”

He was here before, teleporting from outside that forest after their investigation, but then again, he was facing the city, and not outside the gate, and he went straight to the guild after he got here the first time.

“You one of the escorts?” the guard asks.

The Eevee shakes his head. “No.” With nothing else to say, he continues on his way, heading north.

The Hitmonlee scratches his head as he watches the Eevee leave. “Weird guy.”

As the sun continues rising out from the horizon from behind him, the Eevee continues marching north on the grassy plain, walking away from the earthen path. “Just continue walking north, is what that Pangoro told me,” he mumbles to himself, his voice being carried by a breeze drifting by, brushing against the blades of grass, creating a soft rustling noise to accompany his every pawsteps.

He soon spots rolling hills from the distance, making him smile a bit.

“Oh hey, there it is.”


“Another day, another escort mission,” the Cyndaquil says with a sigh as she and her two companions sit on the wide steps in front of the large guild building.

The yellow Shinx chuckles. “Hey, these are easy points.” He winks at her. “After this, we’re finally silver rank.”

“There’s that, at least,” the fire-type says with a smile, which quickly vanishes with a sigh. “It’s just sooo boring.”

The white Vulpix chuckles and shakes her head. “Isn’t that a good thing though?”

“Ugh…” the fire-type groans. “What I’d do to beat some bandits right about now.”

The yellow Shinx rolls his eyes as the Cyndaquil leans on his shoulder with a huff. Smiling, he nuzzles her before turning to the ice-type. “So, Vixie, how are you and Linik?”

Vixie blinks at him, and smiles. “Well, my dear Shino, if you must know…” she says, her six curly tails wagging a bit. “We’re going on a date in a few days.”

“Whoa, really?” the Cyndaquil asks with a growing smile. “That’s great to hear, Vixie! Where though?”

Vixie shrugs. “I have no clue. He said it’ll be a surprise.”

Shino rolls his eyes. “Of course it is. He loves surprises.”

“Does he now?” Vixie asks as she mentally stores that information for later.

The Cyndaquil shoves the startled Shinx away. “How come you never give me surprises these days?”

He smirks at her. “Do you want a surprise later tonight?”

“I want you three to stop slacking off and start doing your job!”

Glaring at the trio, a Farfetch’d slaps his leek on the steps and quickly points it behind him, where two large Pokemon ‘carefully’ place his bags behind the glaring duck.

The Farfetch’d’s eyes twitch. “Stop looking like dumb asses and get to work, you lazy good-for-nothing—”

The Cyndaquil angrily cuts him off: “Why don’t you shove that stick of yours up your—”

The duck strikes her head with his leek in blinding speeds, knocking her back. “Do NOT talk unless I tell you to! Now then,” he turns to the other two, ignoring their angry looks. “I hope you two have better manners than your…friend over there.”

Rising back up on her feet, the fire-type growls at him—

—and gets knocked back once again. “I am starting to wonder if I hired rescuers or some sort of wild animal.”

As the yellow Shinx helps the Cyndaquil rise back up on her feet, the Vulpix takes a breath to calm herself down…

…and apologizes for her friend’s—

The leek stops mere centimeters from her startled face.

“Are rescuers these days daft or something?” the duck asks as he glares at the ice-type. “I will repeat this for the last time. Do NOT talk unless I tell you to.” He withdraws his leek and nods at the trio. “Now then, time’s a wasting.” He looks back at his two ‘bag carriers’. “You two, follow me to Pato Lawa.” He turns back to the trio of rescuers. “You three shall escort us back.” He slaps the steps once again with his leek. “Make haste!” he yells as he marches down the large steps, the two Pokemon carrying his bags following him close behind.

Biting their mouths shut, the trio share angry looks as they follow their client and his group, all the while ignoring a few rescuers around who are giving them sympathetic looks.

“Is it too late to back out?” the Cyndaquil whispers.

Shino sighs and shakes his head.

“Damn it.”

Vixie sighs, her ears drooping. “Let’s just get this over with.”

“This is gonna be a long day,” Shino grumbles under his breath as they catch up with their client.


Walking through the tall grass in the valley of rolling green hills, the Eevee stops for a moment to look around. Barely above his neck, the Eevee tries but fails to see anything else but the tall and swaying grass. Ears drooping, he closes his eyes and sighs, but then an idea suddenly comes to mind. Keeping his eyes closed, he lifts his ears up and concentrates on his hearing.

The quiet whistle of the constant breeze…

The noisy rustling noise of the tall grass and leafy trees…

…and the faint sounds of running water.

Reopening his eyes, he turns and walks toward the sounds of water until he reaches a river breaking through the green grassy earth. Smiling, he follows the direction of the water, until he spots a large and dark cave sitting right in the middle of the river, a few rocks poking above the water surface, as if they’re steps leading to the dungeon’s entryway.

“Strangely convenient,” the Eevee comments as he steps on the first rock, hops on the next ones, and blinks at the dark entryway. He turns his attention to the wooden sign post by the entrance, and confirms that he has found the correct dungeon. “Two floors, for two rescue missions.” He takes a deep breath, and exhales through his nostrils. “Welp,” he mutters to himself as he turns to the darkness. “Here goes nothing.”

He closes his eyes as he walks through the darkness, and quickly feels water all around him. Startled, he reopens his eyes and quickly finds himself in an underwater cavern…

…filled with water.

Eyes widening in shock, he quickly holds his breath and puts both front paws on his mouth and nose as he looks back in a panic.

There’s no exit there. Nothing but an underwater cavern wall.

Frantically looking around, he spots a few fish Pokemon swimming by, a few taking notice of him, but he ignores them as he searches for a way out. He feels his lungs start to burn, his mind telling him he needs to breathe, but he can’t. Not yet.

A Wishiwashi quickly swims toward him and tackles his back.

He barely notices the attacking wild as his lungs start screaming for air. He clenches his eyes shut; he can no longer hold his breath for long.

‘Shit,’ he mentally curses, ‘I can’t die like this!’

He reopens his eyes as the Wishiwashi tackles his chest, but he ignores it as he sweeps his gaze in his surroundings one last time until…

Wait! His badge! He can teleport himself out of this place?

Gritting his teeth, he frantically grabs his bag and opens-

He exhales, his hopeless and clear gaze on the opened flap of his bag, the bubbles rising towards the ceiling of the underwater cavern. ‘…sorry, sis,’ he mentally weeps as he inhales, the cool air soothing his aching lungs, making him smile as he slowly closes his eyes. ‘Here’s to hoping the badge saves me once again…’

The Wishiwashi tackles his head, making him yelp.

“Damn it!” he yells as he throws a glare at the fish. “Go away!”

It attacks once again, tackling his chest, but he quickly grabs it with both paws before it can swim away, and slams it on the ground as hard as he can.

And he slams it again. And again. And again.

Red blood starts oozing out from the dead fish, drifting in the water as the Eevee angrily pants…

…and blinks.

“Wait a minute…” Taking a few steps back, he sits down as the realization finally hits him. “…I can breathe?” he asks no one in particular, ignoring another Wishiwashi repeatedly tackling his back. Glaring, he looks up with a frown. “Another bullshit game mechanic that doesn’t make sense in real life!”

A blink…

“…is this even real life?”

He then looks down, a paw on his chin, ignoring the soft thuds of the Wishiwashi attacking his back.

“Hm… Or maybe it’s because of the badge?”

He pulls out his badge from his bag and stares at it, but sees nothing out of the ordinary.

“It’s not even shining.” He closes his eyes and sighs as he returns his badge inside his bag. “So it’s a bullshit game mechanic then.”

Shaking his head, he stands back up on all four paws and frowns.

“Whatever. I’ll just—”

His eyes grow wide as the Wishiwashi tackles him under his tail. He quickly turns around and slaps the fish with his paw, knocking it out.

He blinks and slowly looks at his paw. “…I can even move as if this water doesn’t exist. No drag or anything…” He sighs and starts walking. “Whatever… Let’s just get this over with,” he says with a frown as another Wishiwashi spots him and starts swimming towards him.

He slaps the fish away, and the many more he encounters along the way until he sees the Pokemon he is searching for. After approaching the unconscious Magby with a frown, he fishes out his badge and taps it on the fire-type.

“I swear to god, if this is another sleeping wild…” He closes his eyes and sighs. “Return, rescue,” he lamely says, and watches his shining badge engulf the Magby in light. A second or two later, a pillar of light surrounds the fire-type, teleporting the fire-type out of the dungeon. With that done, the Eevee puts his dimming badge back in his bag, swats another annoying fish away, and starts looking for the stairs.

Stashing three or so random items that he finds, he eventually finds the infamous out-of-place staircase and climbs down. He suddenly finds himself warped in a similar environment, with a number of Wishiwashis swimming around him. Rolling his eyes, he swats them away like flies as they start attacking him.

“Okay,” he grumbles after swatting the last of the fishes. “How the fuck did these two end up here anyway, and got knocked unconscious?”

Shaking his head, he starts walking, searching for the Snorunt that he needs to rescue. After walking out of the hallway-like path, he spots yet another large number of Wishiwashis swimming all around the room. A few take notice of him, and start swimming towards him, with the others following a second later.

The Eevee lets out a frustrated sigh as he starts swatting the fishes swarming him. “This is getting ridicu—mmmrf!” He goes crosseyed, glaring at the fish that swam in his mouth, its scaly tail sticking out and slapping his cheeks. He growls, but stops himself from biting the thing in half. He instead spits it down on the ground and stomps on it.

He eventually knocks all of them in a minute or two, and he continues on his search, panting and grunting, his tired paws aching from the impromptu exercise. And after going through a few more rooms and collecting a few items and knocking out a few more fishes, he finally spots a hint of white in the next room. Smiling tiredly, he walks up to the unconscious ice-type. After swatting a fish away, he grabs his badge from his bag and taps it on the Snorunt.

“Return…” he trails off with a blink, staring at his shining badge. He squints his eyes at it. “Hm…” He closes his eyes and shakes his head as a dark shadow looms over him. “…rescue,” he continues as he reopens his eyes, and watches the light surrounding the Snorunt’s entire body. A pillar of light falls on the ice-type, teleporting the unconscious Pokemon out of the dungeon.

As the light disappears, the Eevee sighs in relief, but blinks when he notices how dark it has become. Looking up, his eyes grow wide as a large and monstrous creature looms above him, its large jaw open, swimming slowly but surely towards him.

“Shit!” he yelps as he raises his badge up. “Return, rescuers!”

His badge lights up, and a pillar of light falls down from above, through the gargantuan fish and onto the Eevee, teleporting him out of the dungeon, leaving the large creature behind.

Its prey gone, the creature stops its slow descent, and soon, tiny fishes swim out of its body until the school of Wishiwashi is no more.
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A pillar of light shots down from the heavens, landing on the riverside, summoning a frightened Eevee from the dungeon behind him. The cool afternoon breeze brushes against him, startling him and making him look this way and that.

Finally realizing where he is, he lets out a sigh as he collapses on the ground, his badge landing beside him as the splish splash sounds of the river helping him calm down.

He rolls on his back, staring at the rolling clouds up above, blocking the intense sunlight that would have been shining down on him.

“That thing was probably the reason why those two needed help.” He frowns. “How did those two end up there anyway?”

His ears twitch to the sounds of faint footsteps, getting louder and louder as the seconds fly by. He turns his head towards the noise and sees a trio of Pokemon walking towards him.

“You okay over there?” an Espeon asks.

The Eevee looks back up at the clouds. “Yeah. Just resting for a bit.”

The trio stop a few paces from him. Among them, a Gifarafig frowns at him. “You’re not thinking of going inside, are you?”

“I’m a rescuer,” the Eevee quickly says.

The Girafarig blinks, and then spots a badge on the ground lying beside the Eevee. “Oh. Uh, sorry. I thought you weren’t.”

“He can take care of himself,” the Meowstic says as he turns to his two companions. “Let’s be on our way.”

The other two nod in agreement. They bid the Eevee farewell before they continue walking, their retreating footsteps getting fainter until the sounds of nature is all the Eevee can hear.

Still on his back, he grabs his badge and raises it up towards the heavens. “Re…” he trails off, blinking and squinting his eyes at his badge, its soft and round edges reflecting the faint sunlight poking through the thick clouds. “Hm…” He closes his eyes and lightly shakes his head. “Return, Tabindagat City, eastern gate.”

A beam of light from the heavens surrounds him, teleporting him outside the eastern gate of the cliffside city. The Hitmonlee gate guard blinks at the teleported Eevee lying on the ground on his back.

Ignoring the fighting-type and a few other Pokemon in the vicinity, he rolls on his paws, stands up on all four and walks straight towards the guild.

“E-excuse me…”

Blinking, the Eevee stops and turns toward the feminine voice…

…and suddenly the world seems to go in slow motion as he marvels at the tired and panting beauty before him, her cream- and purple-colored fur radiating under the cloudy afternoon sun.

He quickly closes his eyes and shakes his head, telling himself to get himself under control. He reopens his eyes in time to see the Delcatty dainty wiping the tiny roll of sweat off of her soft cheek.

She smiles and blushes in embarrassment. “I’m so sorry that you had to see that.”

He blinks, feeling his cheeks a bit warmer than usual. “Er…”

She slowly nods an apology, and looks back at him with the sweetest of smiles. “And I’m so sorry to bother you, dear sir, but may you perhaps direct me to the guild?”

Oh, shit. This babe’s heading towards the guild, too! Wait, what is he thinking?! He awkwardly smiles at her. “Er…” He’s going there, too. Should he offer the two of them to go there together, or just point her to its general direction and he go the other way?

He blinks. He’s been doing the latter a lot back home, focusing not on himself but on his sister…

He turns his attention towards the direction of the guild, mostly to hide the sad frown on his face. “I’m…going there myself.”

“Oh?” the Delcatty says, her ears perking up. “Do you mind if I ask you to take me there, good sir?”

He closes his eyes and sighs. “Yeah, sure, as long as you stop calling me sir.”

She smiles and nods. “Sounds fair, but what should I call you?”

“Nothing.” He reopens his eyes and starts walking on the busy street, the Delcatty following close behind him.

“Oh, but that won’t do,” she tells him with a frown as she quickens her pace until she’s walking beside him. “Perhaps an introduction is in order?”

“Just call me Eevee,” he quickly tells her. He always shuts them down back home. He can’t afford to be distracted, not as long as his sister needed him.

“You seem to be troubled with something.” A small smile. “Do you want to talk about it?” She chuckles. Such a wonderful sound. “I have the ears for it,” she tells him as she moves her ears.

Life is never easy, at least that’s what he convinces himself to believe. No point in talking about unimportant things, especially not in this world. He has made too many connections already.

“We’re here,” he announces as he stops before the wide steps of the guild.

The Delcatty looks up, up and up at the tall and magnificent structure before her, an awestruck smile on her sparkling face. “Oh my… This place is…!” She then blinks and quickly composes herself. “Apologies. I, uh, don’t go out often…” she trails off as she spots the Eevee already up and entering the guild’s entrance. She tilts her head in confusion. “…Such a weird fellow, that one.” She closes her eyes and slightly shakes her head. “I do hope he finds someone who he can open up to.” A small smile. “Like I did.” A determined nod. “Right…” She takes a deep and brave breath as she takes her first step on the guild’s wide steps.

Inside the guild, the Eevee sighs as he walks through the large and spacious and busy lobby. “I can’t believe I can fall for a Pokemon,” he mumbles to himself.

For better or for worse, he can fall for a Pokemon if he ever decides to stay and live a life in this world. He finds the idea both comforting and horrifying. He quickly kicks that line of thought aside. He has a ticket back home, so it’s pointless to be even entertaining such an idea.

He enters the mission room and takes a seat opposite of the Alakazam, who looks up from his work and smiles at him.

“Ah, greetings, friend,” he greets him. “How may I be of service? Or are you here to share another one of your fascinating theories?”

Despite it all, the Eevee manages a small smile as he closes his eyes and shakes his head. “Sorry, but no theories for today.” He then blinks as he recalls something. “Well, I do have something but it’s not worth sharing.” He looks up at the psychic-type. “Not yet anyway.”

“Oh, I didn’t think you’d be such a tease!” The Alakazam lets out a laugh. “I will anticipate the day you share it then. So!” He smiles wide. “You are here to report a completed mission, yes?”

With a nod, the Eevee fishes out the two mission letters from his bag. As the Alakazam takes it with his telekinesis, he blinks as a thought just hits him. Why are the letters, his bag, and heck, even himself weren’t wet when he got out of that dungeon?

Ears drooping, he sighs and shakes his head.

“Two rescues in one go? And all by yourself?” the Alakazam remarks as he continues working on the forms. “That is quite impressive if I do say so myself.” With his work down, he smiles at the normal-type. “Great work today, Jay.”

His eye twitches.

“Your rank will be updated shortly.” The Alakazam winks. “I added a little boost to it. I hope it is enough to get you out of the negative.”

“T-thanks, I guess?” He wants to tell him not to call him by his name, but decides not to make a scene out of it, be it big or small. “The ones I rescued are in the recovery rooms, right?”

“If the reward money is something you are worried about, do not fret, my good friend!” the Alakazam says. “It will be sent to your bank account.” He blinks, his smile fading somewhat. “You…are aware of this, yes?” He looks down at the forms on his desk, twirling his mustache in thought. “I do remember it being mentioned in the handbook.”

Oh, right. The handbook. He hasn’t really read through it yet, but… “No, I just wanted to ask them a question or two.”

“Ah, but of course.” The psychic-type nods with a smile. “Curious how they ended up in the dungeon, yes?”

“You read me like a handbook.”

The Alakazam laughs. After exchanging goodbyes, the Eevee exits the large room and sees the Delcatty standing by the stairs leading up to the second floor.

She notices him and smiles at him. “Oh, hello again, my good s…” She blinks and chuckles. “Oh, my apologies.”

“You’re waiting for someone?” Gee, isn’t it obvious? He mentally slaps himself.

She nods. “Mhmm. I haven’t seen him in quite a while.” Despite the smile, her tone carries a hint of remorse. “I… I was hoping to…” She sighs, her ears drooping. “Let’s just say that I have not been fair to him.”

The Eevee supposes that it was a good call to stop himself from falling for her, even though he really shouldn’t fall for anyone in the first place. “Well, good luck, I guess?”

Not in this world at least.

“Thank you.” She smiles and nods. “I see that you’re busy. Please, don’t let me hold you off.”

With nothing else to say, the Eevee climbs up the stairs. As he stands by the entrance of the recovery room, he blinks and wonders why he cares about how those two ended up in that underwater dungeon anyway. Perhaps it’s his curiosity?

He enters—

“A moment.”

Startled, he whips his head towards the voice and sees the blue-ringed Umbreon standing beside him. “Jesus Christ, don’t sneak up on me like that!”

The Umbreon arches a non-existent eyebrow. “…Right. My apologies.” He then walks toward the library. “Please follow me.”

The Eevee sighs. Well, he just rescued the two Pokemon from the dungeon, so it’s safe to assume that they’re still unconscious and are still recovering. And there are more than one recovery rooms, so they’re probably not in this one.

His curiosity now hooked on another, he frowns as he follows the dark-type to the library, where the Mew manages to smile and wave at them before going back to her work behind her desk.

“What’s her name, by the way?” the Eevee asks as the Umbreon leads him to the spot by the window.

“Hm?” the Umbreon hums as he takes his seat.

“Your wife,” the Eevee clarifies as he takes the seat opposite of him.

“Puppy.”

The Eevee blinks at him. “Uh… Is that a nickname or something?”

The Umbreon frowns a curious frown at him.

“Right. So what do you want?”

“I have done a bit of research on the side,” the Umbreon says, adjusting his glasses.

“About what?”

“You.”

The Eevee blinks. “Er…what? Is there a book about me?”

The Umbreon shakes his head. “Have you ever wondered how you got here?”

“Not really.” He blinks. “Well, I did, but it’s kinda pointless if I’m going back home anyway.”

“You are betting all this on this Palkia person?” The Umbreon frowns. “But what if they’re not there, or if they cannot send you back?”

“I…” the Eevee trails off, his ears drooping. “…I’d rather not think about it.”

The Umbreon nods. “Fortunately, I did thought about it. I believe that if we learn how you got here, we can at least investigate from there and figure out a way to send you back.”

There’s something about him that just ticks the Eevee off, but, the Umbreon seems to care about him, in his own way anyway. Best to control himself.

The Umbreon frowns. “From the research I did, you humans bring catastrophe to our world, so it is in our best interest to be rid of you as soon as possible.”

The Eevee frowns back at him. “Gee, and here I was thinking you’re a goodie-goodie.” He blinks. “Wait… I’m not the first?”

The Umbreon closes his eyes and slightly shakes his head. “And you are probably not the last.”

“I see.” He glares at him. “So… Instead of helping me, why don’t you just…”

The Umbreon frowns. “…I prefer not to get my consciousness tainted in red, directly or otherwise.” He adjusts his glasses, the afternoon light reflecting off of it. “And because of the two latest news about your kind.”

He blinks. “Two…latest news?”

The Umbreon nods. “Indeed. While catastrophe did follow them, they weren’t the cause. On the contrary, they were the key, or at least a part of, in stopping or fixing the disasters.” He frowns. “From these, I have concluded that the ancient writings about your kind have been misunderstood and have not been given proper investigation.”

The Eevee frowns. “Okay. So… What? I’m here to stop whatever danger’s coming?” He closes his eyes and shakes his head. “Because believe me, I am not gonna be of any help.”

“That remains to be seen.”

“I can barely hold my own against wilds!”

A curious blink. “Is that so? How curious…” The Umbreon closes his eyes and sighs. “Regardless, the fact that no danger has presented itself is proof that, perhaps, you’re not here to save us.”

“And I hope it stays that way.”

“And speaking of wilds…” The Umbreon stares at him. “I have a theory, if you can call it that. Have you ever wondered whose body it is you are using?”

The Eevee blinks, and frowns. “…I’d like to believe that it’s still my human body, just transformed into a Pokemon.”

“Yet we can’t deny the possibility that you are merely ‘borrowing’ someone else’s body.” He taps his chin with a paw. “Perhaps even a body of a wild?”

The Eevee opens his mouth to retort, but no words are coming out.

The Umbreon nods. “Think about it. Or the lack of it.” He shakes his head. “Wilds are mindless creatures. What say will happen if someone else’s consciousness transfers to a wild, otherworldly or otherwise? There are wild Eevees in the forest where you were found, after all.”

The Eevee closes his mouth.

“There are no records as to how humans got here,” the Umbreon continues. “At least not yet from my research. I am hoping that the three of you can shed some light on that.”

“Three?”

“You and the two from the news of which I have mentioned.”

“Oh…” His ears droop, and he lets out a sigh. “Sorry, but I’ve no clue how I got here.”

The Umbreon nods his head. “I see. As I said, perhaps it is best to learn how you got here.” He slides off of his seat. “Do give it some thought.” He then walks away, leaving the Eevee alone under the rays of the afternoon sun.
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As the hot air whistles by his feathery features, the Farfetch’d wipes the rolling sweat rolling down his beaked face. Glaring at the afternoon sun, he grunts as he tilts to the side, gliding down until he’s a foot or two above the grassy ground.

“Get a move on!” he snarls as he turns around and hovers in the air, piercing his gaze at the five grounded Pokemon. “I am not paying all of you to sight-see!”

The Cyndaquil hisses through gritted teeth, her patience running thin. She and her two rescue team companions form a triangle: her and the Shinx in front, the Vulpix behind and the two bag-carriers in the middle.

As the flying-type continues his angry rant, the yellow Shinx glances at the seething fire-type, hoping against all hope that she doesn’t explode, figuratively and literally.

It has been hours since they began their journey towards Pato Lawa, the Farfetch’d destination. Aside from the onslaught of verbal abuse from their client, their journey so far has not encountered any major problems. Perhaps one or two wilds, but those were handled pretty easily.

The white Vulpix sighs, hoping that this escort mission will go as smoothly as their previous ones. But as she looks up at their snarling client, it’ll only be a matter of time before a bandit or two shows up.

She wonders if that will turn out being a good thing. With nothing else to do, she decides to entertain the idea to drown their client’s tirade.

She closes her eyes and lightly shakes her head. Despite it all, she is still currently doing her mission, so it is best to stay alert at all times.


“So what did you guys talk about?” the Mew asks as she takes a seat opposite of the studious Eevee.

“Nothing much, really,” the Eevee lies as he tears his gaze from the book he’s reading, and blinks at the frowning Mew looking back at him. “Is something wrong?”

She closes her eyes and sighs. “I suppose I should just say it outright…” She looks back at him with an apologetic frown. “The requirements to join the expedition got bumped to gold.”

A slow blink.

The Mew continues: “I tried, I really did, but the others argued that with the minimum rank being gold-”

“The expedition team will consist of experienced people that can handle themselves well,” the Eevee suddenly cuts in with a disappointed frown. Ears drooping, he closes his eyes and sighs. “And newbies who just formed a rescue team can’t instantly join.”

The Mew frowns an apologetic frown as she nods her head. “Yeah… That’s the gist of it.”

“It’s…understandable.”

“I’m really sorry.”

He shakes his head and looks back at her with a strained smile. “Don’t be. You tried your best.” He turns his gaze to the city through the window beside him. “Truth be told, I’d be more surprised if the guild did go with the no-rank requirement.”

His lips curve into a frown as he stares at the orange hues on the ocean beyond. So many things to think about, many of them not going his way. He cannot defend himself efficiently, he needs to come up with another approach in case Palkia cannot help him, he needs to figure out how he got here, and now he needs to work more to get to gold rank. He really doubts that little “boost” the Alakazam gave him will be enough.

Progress is progress, right?

But it’s still a little too slow.

He grits his teeth.

The Mew frowns an apologetic frown. “Jay?”

But there is another option…

If he cannot rank fast enough, and if he cannot defend himself against the wilds, then…

Then it seems he has no other choice.

A small smile. A sad one.

A sigh escapes his nostrils as the Eevee turns to the Mew. “I have an idea.”

A curious blink. “Somehow, I feel like I shouldn’t be surprised.”

“Can I have that form again.”

A curious tilt of her head. “You mean the rumored dungeon where Palkia might be?”

A bob of his head.

“Sure, I suppose…” Extending her arm towards her table, she uses her telekinetic powers to pull open a drawer and pull out a form. She smiles at the frowning Umbreon behind the desk as she pulls the levitating form towards her. Reading through it, she confirms it’s the correct one before handing it to the Eevee.

“Thanks.”

After a quick glance, the Eevee then hands the form back to the confused Mew.


After saying his farewell to the librarian and returning the book he was reading back to its proper shelf, the Eevee walks down to the all-too-familiar office and takes a seat on the chair opposite of the busy Bellossom.

Closing his eyes, he takes a deep breath, holds it in for a few seconds, and lets out a heavy sigh.

“I’d like to dissolve my team, if that’s okay.”

The Bellossom pauses from her work long enough to give him a confused glare. “Did I hear that right?”

The Eevee sighs once again, ears drooping. “I prefer if we can get this over with as soon as possible…”

“Odd…” Placing her pen on its holder, she regards the normal-type with her full attention. “And what brought this on?”

“Do you have to interview me about this?”

“No,” she tells him with a small shake of her head. “But I was not expecting a human to give up being a rescue team.”

His ears perk up in surprise, his eyes widening in shock. “H-how did…?”

“Your age.”

“H-huh?”

The Bellossom shakes her head. “Born and raised in the Air Continent. Worked in the guild until that large meteor almost wiped us off the globe.” She frowns at him. “I moved to the Grass Continent and was hired in a guild until time itself stopped. I believed that I was just an ordinary person living out her ordinary life just like any other ordinary person. And then I moved here.” She sighs. “After I met you, I started wondering if I was just unlucky enough for the world to toy with… I have already packed up so I could leave the very moment another crisis presents itself.”

“Uh… I… I don’t follow.” A curious frown. “What does all that got to do with you knowing what I really am. Or was.”

“Your ages.” The grass-type sighs. “On your registration forms, you three have put your ages way beyond your species’ life span.” She frowns at him. “For your case, no Eevee in recorded history has lived beyond twenty years.”

Silence…

…until the Bellossom pulls open a drawer and hands the Eevee a form. “If you’re set on dissolving your team, then please fill out this form.”

With nothing else to say, the grass-type grabs her pen and goes back to her work.

Sighing, the Eevee grabs a pen and hesitates. “…did you tell anyone?” he quietly asks.

“It didn’t look like you wanted anyone else to know, so I didn’t.” A pause. “Word of advice, if you’re going to apply for something, use an actual Eevee age.” She looks up from her work to give the normal-type a quick look over. “By my estimations, you’re maybe nine years old, almost ten judging by the faint brown coloration on your white fur.”

“Oh, uh, thanks.”

Nodding, she goes back to her work.

Looking down at the form, the Eevee frowns as he reads through it. Sighing through his nostrils, he slowly starts filling it out.


“We camp here,” the Farfetch’d announces as a chilly breeze brushes against his feathers. He looks back, his glaring eyes reflecting the last hints of the setting sun’s orange rays. “You two, gather some wood.”

After carefully placing the merchant’s belongings on the grassy ground, the two Pokemon salutes and immediately run towards the nearby forest.

“As for you three,” he continues, glaring at the trio of rescuers glaring back at him. He takes a breath and sighs. “At ease…”

A chilly breeze blows between them, dancing with the blades of grass under the twinkling night sky.

The Farfetch’d frowns at them. “…that means you can talk and rest.”

“I’m gonna-”

The yellow Shinx immediately stops the angry Cyndaquil from taking another step. “Cindy-”

“Did you forget what he did-”

“He’s still our client-”

“He can kiss my ass for all I care-”

“Guys, please!” the white Vulpix begs. “We’re better than this!”

Seething, the Cyndaquil lights up her back and takes aim at the cloudless sky above-

The Farfetch’d sighs, rubbing his head. “That’s one way to let the bandits know where we are.”

“Fuck you!” the fire-type snarls. She hates to admit it, but he’s right. Gritting her teeth, she stops her flames on her back, pushes the yellow Shinx back and turns her back on them.

His ears drooping, the yellow Shinx turns to glare at the flying-type. “You cannot blame her after what you did back at the guild.”

“Indeed I cannot.” He suddenly bows so low his head is almost touching the ground. “And I cannot apologize enough for what I did.”

The Shinx and the Vulpix are taken aback at his sudden change of attitude. The Cyndaquil takes a glance, but is not impressed.

He raises himself up once again, meeting their gazes. “But please understand. I am a merchant, and I needed to keep my image up.”

The ice-type tilts her head in confusion. “Image?”

“My reputation,” he clarifies. “So many eyes were there. I cannot risk the chance that some of my rivals’ people are watching me.” He turns toward the forest. “I cannot even trust my own people these days.”

“I…don’t understand.”

The Farfetch’d sighs as he looks at the yellow Shinx. “And I envy you for that.” He bows once again, this time more modest than the previous one. “As your client, I ask you to keep up the act.” He raises himself up once again. “I tell you this in advance, in case I cannot get another chance of telling you.” He looks at the fire-type. “In case I cannot get another opportunity to apologize.”

“Tsk, whatever,” the fire-type comments as she walks away.

“You all will be compensated properly, of course,” the Farfetch’d adds, looking at the electric-type. “For keeping up with my act.”

“Well why didn’t you say so sooner?” the Cyndaquil quickly asks with a bright smile, suddenly standing beside the startled Shinx. “Heck! You can beat me how many times you want!”

The electric-type frowns at her. “I prefer if he doesn’t.”

“Shush, Shino. Easy money!”

The Shinx’s frown goes further down. “Cindyyy…”

The Farfetch’d frowns and turns to the ice-type who’s rolling her eyes. “I’m afraid I’ve hit your friend here a little too much.” Seeing shadows from the dark forest, he clears his throat and glares at the returning duo. “And what took you so long?!” He suddenly snarls, startling the three rescuers. “I’m not paying you to let us freeze here to our deaths!”


“What are you reading, big bro?” the young Nickit asks as she curiously glances at the studious Eevee sitting on the wooden floor, his back against the side of the bed.

“Hm?” The Eevee looks up at the dark-type peeking over her bed. “Ah, well…” He looks back down at the small book on his paws. “Just reading through the rescuer handbook.” He looks back at her with a smile. “I haven’t read through it yet.”

She smiles back, but her gaze then shifts to her big brother’s rescuer badge lying on the floor beside him. She blinks, looking back at the reading Eevee. “Big bro?”

“Yeah, Plu?”

“Why is your badge not shiny?” she asks. “Is it dirty?”

The Eevee’s ears droop. “Ah,” he whispers as he moves his gaze to his dormant badge. Frowning, he closes the handbook, puts it on the floor and grabs his badge, its gray surface barely reflecting his reflection. “It’s, well, deactivated.”

“Huh?”

He closes his eyes and lets out a sigh. After he dissolved his team and handed his badge back to the Bellossom, he didn’t realize how much he cared about it until one of the Kirlias deactivated it right in front of him.

It felt like a part of him was removed from him.

Through the slightly open door, a Pangoro stops by to take a peek as the Eevee takes a deep breath, trying to ease the stinging sensation of loss.

“My badge is no longer connected to the guild.”

The young Nickit tilts her head in confusion. “I don’t get it…”

The Eevee sighs. “I’m no longer a rescuer.”

The dark-type lets out a gasp. “What?” She frowns. “But why? What happened?”

Smiling a sad smile, the Eevee lifts a paw and pats the young and worried Nickit’s head. “I couldn’t rank up fast enough on my own.”

“Why not ask other Pokemon to join you?” she asks in genuine curiosity.

Smile faltering, the Eevee sighs through his nostrils as he pulls his paw back. “I…don’t want to do that.”

The Nickit frowns. “Why not?”

He looks away. He doesn’t think she’ll understand his reason. “…you’ve seen how I act with other Pokemon, Plu.” He closes his eyes and sighs. “I’ll just end up arguing and fighting with them.”

“Then don’t!” she sternly tells him, glaring at him. “You’re good!”

“Not really.”

“Then why are you nice to me?”

“Because you remind me of my sister.”

“I don’t believe that.”

He blinks, and looks at the glaring Nickit. “…what?”

“I remember when we first met!” she tells him, still glaring. “You didn’t have to help me, but you still did!”

The Eevee tilts his head, looking really confused. “I…what?”

“Don’t you remember?” she asks, pointing at him. “The breathing exercise!” She smiles. “We didn’t know each other back then, but you still helped me!”

“Oh…”

He recalls the first time he entered the restaurant. Plu was still a nervous wreck back then, barely able to utter an audible word. The only reason he told her to breathe was to calm herself as he was getting annoyed by her shyness.

But it seems it made some sort of impact on her, because here she was now, glaring and yelling at him for being forgetful.

“…huh. That was a long time ago…”

She frowns. “It wasn’t that long!” She shakes her head. “Okay, you were a meanie head before, but you were still good, and you still are good!” She smiles. “You just need to open up to people more, the same way you opened up to me!” She frowns once again. “I don’t really understand why you don’t like talking to other people, but…” She smiles yet again. “You did, and you have more friends now! Like that yellow…thing.” She blinks, her smile faltering. “And that long nose…Pokemon. Hm, maybe not the Charmeleon… Oh!” She brightens. “And that Vulpix, too! And—” She suddenly blushes, looking away. “And um, S-Soma, too.”

Before he can tease her, she clenches her eyes shut and violently shakes her head. Soon after, she glares at him, freezing him in place.

“So just let other Pokemon join your team!” she tells him with a smile. “Let them help you!” She blinks, and rubs her chin with a paw. “…or maybe you can just join dad’s team?” she suggests with a blink. “They’re really strong.”

“Can’t,” he quickly replies with a small shake of his head. “A team’s limit is three members, and his is already full.”

“Oh,” the Nickit says, ears drooping. “Then let others join your team?”

The Eevee lets out a chuckle as he pats her head once again. “Don’t worry your cute little head, Plu,” he tells her with a wink. “I don’t need to be in a team to get to that dungeon.”

“Really?”

“Yeah…” He pulls his paw back as he turns toward his bag. “I only became one because I wanted to have this.”

The young Nickit blinks a blank blink. “…huh?”

His gaze still on the bag, his smile slowly turns into a frown. “…I’ll be going soon.”

Her ears droop. “…Promise you’ll say goodbye.”

He blinks at her. “Of course I will!” he tells her in surprise. “I’m not just gonna disappear, Plu. I promise.”

She glares at him. “You better.”

Smiling, he pulls his paw back, and then boops her nose. “I promise.” He stands up and wraps the Nickit in a hug.

The Pangoro quietly walks back down the stairs.

A big yawn escapes from the tired Eevee’s mouth as they break their hug. After wiping the sleepy tears off of his eyes, he moves toward the open door and flips the light switch off, the soft silver rays of the moon pouring through the window, painting the dark room in soft gray hues.

“Time for bed, Plu,” he says as he closes the door.

“I’m already on it, silly,” she tells him, but then a sudden thought pops in her head. “So what is your home like?” the young Nickit suddenly asks him.

“Hm?” the Eevee hums as he approaches the bed. “My home?”

“Mhmm.” She scoots away as her brother climbs up the bed and settles down beside her. “Is it as big as this city?”

“Hm…” He rolls on his back, blinking at the dark ceiling. “I think this city’s bigger,” or maybe it’s only big because he’s small? He can’t be sure. “…but overall it’s the same.” Minus the biggest obvious difference, he thinks to himself.

She rolls on her side, her back on him. “Mmm… So, why don’t you and your sister just move here?”

He lightly shakes his head. “Can’t,” he simply says with a frown as he gently pats her head. “She’s…sick.” He sighs. “She’s been bedridden for the longest time now.”

“Oh…” Plu quietly breathes out through a sad frown. No wonder he wants to go home so badly. She can’t imagine what that would be like, and she was trying to prevent him from going back to his home, too.

What a bad sister she is.

The Eevee blinks as his twitching ears hear her sobbing quietly. He turns to her. “Hey, hey… What’s wrong?”

She rolls to face him and buries her teary face in his fluffy white collar fur. “I’m sorry…”

For what, he mentally asks himself. “Shh, shh…” He wraps her into an embrace, gently running a paw on her back to calm her. “It’s okay, Plu.”

“I’m gonna miss you…”

Smiling a sad smile, he places his head over hers. “I will miss you, too, Plu.” He closes his eyes as he takes a breath. “I will really miss all of you, but most especially you…”

She wraps her paws around him as she continues to sob in his collar floof.


A large wooden boat sails through the open sea, heading towards the many distant lights in the dark and misty horizon up ahead. On its deck stands a smiling orange figure, her fur glowing under the soft silver rays of the evening moon as she gazes towards the cliffside city still a distance away.

Closing her eyes, she takes a deep breath, letting the cool and salty air fill her lungs, and exhales through her nostrils. She reopens her eyes, her gaze on the city in the far-off distance.

“I have returned, love.” Her smile brightens. “I hope you didn’t miss me too much.”


Author’s Note
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“An expedition, huh?” the Pangoro asks before he takes a sip of his coffee.

The Eevee nods as he takes a bite out of his meal. He and the Pangoro’s family are seated around a table, enjoying a quiet breakfast.

“That sounds interesting.”

“What’s an expedition?” the Nickit asks, blinking.

The Eevee shrugs. “It’s just what they’ll call a group of rescue teams that will do missions together.”

“Whoa…!” the Nickit gasps in awe, her eyes twinkling.

“But kid, why are you telling me this?”

The Eevee turns to the Pangoro. “Mew said that they’ll announce it later today.” He frowns. “And she has been holding off a particular dungeon just for me.”

“Oh?”

The Eevee nods. “…I wanted to ask if you’d want to join my expedition.”

“Just for you?” the Nickit asks, tilting her head. And then she blinks. “Wait… Is it…? Is that dungeon your home?” she asks with a curious tilt of her head.

The Eevee shakes his head. “Nah, but I need to get through it to get home.” Hopefully anyway.

“Oh…” the Nickit says, her ears drooping as she frowns at him. “So you’re going home already? Today?”

The Eevee sighs. “Probably not today,” he tells her as he pats her head. “But soon once I assemble a team that will come with me.”

“Oh,” the young dark-type says, hanging her head.

The Eevee smiles a sad smile as he continues patting her head. “I’m sorry, Plu, but I really need to get back home.”

The Nickit says nothing.

“Aw, Plu dear…” the Miltank says as she approaches and hugs her daughter. “It can’t be helped… Jay here needs to be with his family, too.”

The Eevee sighs, his ears drooping more.

“Well,” the Pangoro starts, scratching his head. “I don’t think I got a choice now, do I?” He smirks at the Eevee. “You’re part of the family, like it or not. So of course I’ll help.”

The Eevee smiles. “Thanks, Maz.” He blinks. “Uh, I can call you that, right?”

The large dark-type gives him a thumbs up. “Or dad, whichever you want to call me,” he tells him as the Miltank breaks the hug.

The Eevee rolls his eyes in amusement. He then smiles at the smiling Miltank. “Thanks to you, too, Sarah.”

The Miltank sniffs and wipes a tear out of her eye. “Of course, dear. And thank you as well. We’ll miss you, but do visit us from time to time. You’re always welcome here.”

“I’ll try.” He then turns to the sniffing Nickit and leans toward her to pat her head. “There, there, Plu.”

She looks up at him with a tearful glare. “You promised! So you better visit us! And me!”

A fractured smile. “I… I’ll try.”

He pulls his paw back and sighs. He never told them about who he really is. Should he? He’s been keeping it a secret for the longest time, and only two, wait no, three Pokemon knows of him being a human.

The Pangoro scratches his neck. “I should go tell my team so they can at least prepare, too.”

The Eevee blinks and nods. He originally wanted to recruit Maz and only him from his team, but…

“So I’m guessing you have other people in mind, too?”

The Eevee frowns and shakes his head. “I did, but…”

With the minimum rank being gold, he can’t recruit Shino’s team.

“If there are no others,” the Pangoro says, “I have a few friends who I can ask, if you want.”

The Eevee sighs. “We’ll see…”

“Dad’s team is really strong!” the young Nickit chirps. “And I’ve seen some of his other friends, too!” she quickly continues with her tail wagging excitedly behind her. “You should definitely ask for their help, big bro!”

The Eevee can’t help but smile back at her.


“We’ll be back soon!” the Pangoro shouts back before walking down the street.

“Bye bye!” the Nickit waves a paw at them before closing the restaurant’s front door.

The Eevee sighs. “Why am I on your shoulder again?” he asks with an annoyed frown.

“It’s better than me carrying you in my arms, or would you prefer that?” he asks with a smirk.

The Eevee grunts in frustration, but he does like the view from up here, as it reminds him of when he was still a human. “At least the view here’s nice.”

The Pangoro lets out a laugh as he continues walking down the cobblestone street, heading towards the guild.

They walk by the open gates of the school, and the Eevee glances at the large school building, contemplating.

“Kinda sucks that you’re not gonna be here once school starts,” the Pangoro says. “I was hoping you’ll be walking Plu to and from school.” He sighs. “Aw well, can’t be helped.”

The Eevee frowns. “She’s being bullied.”

“Yeah, I know.” He scratches his head. “Nothing Sarah and I can do about it though, what with my rescue job and Sarah manning the restaurant on her lonesome.”

“Hm…” the Eevee hums in thought.

The duo eventually reaches the guild, where once again a large crowd has gathered outside the large structure.

“What do you think they’ll announce this time?” the yellow Shinx asks.

The Cyndaquil groans. “Who cares?” She grunts in frustration. “And here I was hoping to sleep the entire day off.”

The white Vulpix sighs. “I could use a proper sleep, too…”

Shino turns to his two companions. “Tell you guys what,” he starts with a tired smile. “Why don’t you two go home and rest. I’ll stay here and report our mission to the office.”

Cindy shakes her head. “Nah. I’m not letting you earn more handsome points, handsome,” she tells him with a smirk, and gives him a nuzzle.

“And I’m going to wait for Linik,” Vixie says with a smile.

“Oh?” Cindy says as she and the Shinx look at her. “Is your date today?”

Vixie blushes and looks away. “N-no, but…” A shy smile. “I think it’ll be nice if he sees me waiting for him.”

Before the Cyndaquil can say anything, the large speakers come to life. The Infernape holding the microphone taps it a few times to check if it’s working.

“Testing… Ah, it’s working.” He clears his throat and smiles at the gathered crowd. “Good morning, everyone. I know most of you just got back from your missions and are tired. On behalf of the guild, we sincerely apologize and promise to make this announcement brief.”

He steps aside and hands the microphone to the Lopunny, who waves and greets at the crowd, who seem to have suddenly become livelier than a few seconds ago.

“Rescuers and explorers,” she address the crowd with an excited smile. “It has come to our attention that one team is sometimes not enough to handle rescue and exploration missions. This does not mean that we do not believe in your capabilities, but rather we are simply concerned for your well-being. With that said, we are happy to introduce the expedition system.

“As the name implies, this new system will allow more than one team to perform missions, be it rescues or explorations!” She winks. “But don’t think this is a chance for you to get your ranks boosted in a quick manner! The rewarded points will be based on your current rank and your performance!”

As the crowd erupts into murmurs, the Lopunny then gives the microphone to the Keldeo, where he then shares the basics which the majority of the crowd has ignored as they continue talking among one another. With nothing else to talk about, the unaware Keldeo thanks the crowd and informs them to see him if they wish to form an expedition.

The Pangoro then puts the Eevee on the steps as the crowd disperses. “I’ll be talking to my team, kid,” he tells the Eevee with a smile. “Afterwards, I’m heading back to the restaurant.”

The Eevee nods and approaches a trio of familiar Pokemon who are heading towards the guild’s entrance.

The Eevee nods and watches the large Pangoro walk up the stairs towards two other tall figures. With nothing else to do, he turns and walks up towards the entrance, but blinks after seeing a familiar yellow Shinx alongside his other friends talking with one another by the large building’s entrance.

How will he break the news, he wonders. They’re still silver rank, and who knows how long it’ll take for them to reach gold.

Can he even wait? He has lingered in this world for far too long already.

He shakes his head and quietly continues on his way towards the entrance, hoping none of them will notice him—

Noticing a familiar brown figure from the corner of his eye, the yellow Shinx blinks and turns to him. “Oh, hey there, dude,” he greets him with a tired smile. “How have you been?”

The Eevee bites his tongue. There’s no avoiding the issue, apparently.

“Er, is this a bad time?”

The Eevee closes his eyes and shakes his head. “We need to talk.”

The trio of friends blink at him in unison.

The fire-type then sharply turns to the electric-type. “Is there something I should know about, Shino?”

“About the dungeon,” the Eevee quickly adds with a frown, making the nervous Shinx sigh in relief.

The Cyndaquil ‘blinks’ at him. “…Oh, okay,” she quietly says as the white Vulpix chuckles and pats the Shinx’s shoulder.

“I’m gonna go freshen up,” the white Vulpix tells them. “Or do you need the three of us?”

The Eevee shrugs. “Doesn’t really matter.”

“Great!” the Cyndaquil suddenly exclaims as she grabs the startled Vulpix. “Now if you guys will excuse us.”

“Cindy? What’s gotten into you?!” the white Vulpix exclaims as she finds herself being pushed by the fire-type inside the guild.

The yellow Shinx chuckles and shakes his head. He then turns back to the Eevee with a small and tired smile. “So what’s up?” he asks as he and the Eevee sits on the steps.

“You’ve heard about the expedition just now, right?”

The electric-type nods. “Yeah. Looks like the Mew managed to push it through.” He blinks. “Wait… Does this have to do with that dungeon she has for you?”

“Yeah.” But the Eevee shakes his head. “Not right now though. I still have a few things to iron out, so it might be a while,” he explains as he spots the electric-type’s silver badge.

Taking notice, the Shinx looks down and pulls off his badge. “Well, my team and I still need to work hard to reach gold,” he says, staring at his own reflection on his badge. Blinking, he looks back at the normal-type. “…you as well, right?”

Ears drooping, the Eevee closes his eyes and shakes his head. “I’m not a rescuer anymore.”

The yellow Shinx blinks in surprise. “Wait, really?” After receiving a nod from the Eevee, the Shinx frowns a concerned frown. “Dude, what happened?”

“Nothing, really.” He turns his gaze up on the rolling clouds up above. “I can’t reach gold on my own, and I don’t want to recruit nor do I want to join another team.”

“But how can you get to that dungeon now?” the yellow Shinx asks in conern.

With a smirk, the Eevee recalls his conversation with the Mew yesterday…

…where after she pulled the form from the desk with her telekinetic powers and after she confirmed it was the correct form, she handed it to the Eevee.

“Thanks,” the Eevee said, and then handed it back to the confused Mew with a chuckle.

“Uh, what are you doing?” she asked him.

The Eevee smiled. “I’d like to hire rescue teams to escort me to this dungeon, if that’s okay.”

The Mew’s eyes grew wide in realization. “Ooohhh…” She smirked. “Yeah, okay. I get it now.” She shakes her head. “But you’ll have to do that tomorrow because, well…” She shrugs. “The expedition isn’t a thing yet.”

Reopening his eyes, the Eevee turns to the Shinx with a small smile. “…I’ll be hiring other rescue teams to escort me there.”

The Shinx blinks, and smirks. “Yeah, okay. I guess that works, too.” He chuckles. “Damn, you really are clever.”

Frowning, the Eevee looks back up at the heavens. He might as well break the news to him now.

“I guess my team and I should work harder to get to gold faster, huh?” the yellow Shinx suddenly says, and he chuckles after earning the Eevee’s gaze. “We don’t want to make a client wait too long,” he adds with a wink.

The Eevee’s frown goes further down. “I … suppose not.”

“Don’t worry, dude!” the Shinx says, placing a paw on his shoulder. “We’ll get to gold before you even know it, and once we do, we’ll quickly go to you, so just sit tight, okay?”

Ears drooping, the Eevee closes his eyes and sighs. “We’ll … see.”

The Shinx laughs. “There you go again.” He shakes his head, and smiles a tired but friendly smile. “Listen, dude. Just between you and me, you really need to loosen up.”

“I can help with that, love.”

Startled, the Eevee turns back and immediately finds himself nose to nose with a familiar Buizel. Smirking, she quickly kisses his nose, making him reel back.

He glares at her as he wipes his nose. “I see you’re back.”

“I hope you didn’t miss me too much, love.”

“I didn’t,” he quickly tells her with an annoyed frown.

Chuckling, the Buizel sits on the wide steps beside the confused yellow Shinx. “I see you have found a cute friend,” she says, winking at the electric-type.

Smirking, the yellow Shinx brushes the nonexistent dust off of his shoulder. “Appreciate the compliment,” he says, winking back at her. “I’d take a sexy girl like you out if I didn’t have a girlfriend already.” Wait… Will Cindy be against that?

“A shame,” she tells him with a smirk. She suddenly chuckles. “And I am guessing our little Eevee friend is no longer with us.”

Blinking, the electric-type looks over and around them, but sees no sign of the Eevee anywhere. “Huh…” Frowning, he looks back at the water-type. “Probably went inside the guild.”

“That is a safe assumption, yes,” the Buizel agrees with a nod. She stands up and turns to the large entrance of the large structure. “Perhaps I should go follow him.”

“Before you do,” the Shinx suddenly says, stopping her from moving towards the entryway. He slightly tilts his head in curiousity. “Do you like, like him, or…?”

The orange Pokemon simply shrugs. “More or less.”

“Really?”

“Mhmm…”

“It didn’t look like he likes you though.”

An amused chuckle. “And water is wet, love.”

“Can I ask what you see in him?”

Her smirk slowly morphs into a small and longing smile as she moves her gaze back to the large entryway, where a large number of Pokemon are walking in and out. “He reminds me of a friend I fell in love with a long time ago, who fell in love with another.” She closes her eyes as she lets out a sad sigh. “I was too late to tell him how I truly felt.”

The yellow Shinx blinks. “That sounds awfully familiar,” he mumbles mostly to himself as a Cyndaquil walks out of the large structure, ‘blinking’ at the duo as she approaches them.

Smiling at the Shinx, she sits down beside him and looks up at the rolling clouds in the morning sky. “I was too heartbroken to stay, so I moved away, to here, to start anew.”

Another sad sigh.

“Did I fall for your friend?” She slowly shakes her head. “Who’s to say? Perhaps I’m still chasing after the phantom of my first love.”

A sad frown. “I’m… I don’t know what to say,” the Shinx slowly says, his ears drooping slightly. “Sorry.”

The Buizel closes her eyes and chuckles.

“I think you need to sort that out,” the Cyndaquil says after feeling it’s now appropriate to let her presence be known to the two.

“Mmm, perhaps,” the Buizel mumbles, mostly to herself.

The Cyndaquil turns to the smiling Shinx. “Who’s your friend?”

“Mister grumpy’s secret lover, apparently,” the Shinx replies.

The Buizel turns to the couple with a confused look. “…Is that his name?”

The Cyndaquil laughs. “Nah, but I wish it was.”

The Buizel smirks in agreement. “The nickname suits him.”

“Right?”

The three share a laugh.
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A closed door is pushed open, if only slightly, and is then followed by a frowning beak poking inside. “What’s taking you so long?” the bird yells, his voice bouncing around the tiled room.

“J-just a minute!” a female voice answers back from inside a stall.

“Well, hurry up!” the bird shouts back, his angry voice resonating inside. With a huff, the beak retreats back, letting the door close.

A small chuckle echoes inside the room. Shaking her head, the white Vulpix looks back at her smiling reflection on the comfort room’s mirror. She tilts her head and lifts a paw to fix her already-perfect head curls.

A flushing of a toilet, a stall door pulls open, and out comes a sighing Rattata. “I swear to Arceus,” she mumbles as she walks toward the faucets. “I’m not eating in that place ever again.”

“Bad food?” the white Vulpix suddenly asks.

“Worst food of my life,” the Rattata grumbles as she washes her paws. “Don’t ever visit Olusa’s Corner Stone Cafe unless you have a strong stomach.”

The Vulpix gives her a strained smile. “Er… I’ll keep that in mind.”

The Rattata shakes her head and then looks at the ice-type. “Sorry about my friend,” she tells her with an apologetic smile. “He’s real impatient sometimes.”

“It’s no problem.”

Now that she’s having a good look at her, she can’t help but notice how … good looking the fox is. “Wow,” she breathes out. And then a knowing smirk. “Lucky guy.”

A small hint of a blush burns through the white Vulpix’s cheeks. “T-thanks.”

“Gonna do the deed?”

The blush intensifies a bit. “N-no. Um, maybe?”

“Ah,” the Rattata says with a knowing nod. “First date. Been there, but daaamn, girl.” She smiles at the shy Vulpix. “You’re gonna kill him just by your good looks alone!”

The blush has consumed her entire face now, making the rodent chuckle. After a few more words of encouragement, she steps out of the room and turns toward the frowning Taillow.

“Arceus above!” the bird yells as he flaps his wings, going airborn. “The food wasn’t that bad!”

She rolls her eyes. “Yeah, for you, maybe!” she retorts as the bird lands on her back. “What was their food made out of anyway? Bugs?!”

“I wouldn’t have invited you if that was the case!”

The duo continue their back and forth as they enter the main lobby of the guild, the two getting more and more heated.

“Okay, okay, I’m sorry, okay?” the Taillow finally gives up and sighs. “My bad. I keep forgetting that you have a sensitive stomach.”

“Nah,” the Rattata says with a shake of her head. “It’s my fault, too. I should have known better, cuz y’know…” She shrugs. “My body and all that.” She looks back, smiling at him. “You looked really excited, and I was roped into the moment, y’know?”

Frowning, he suddenly pecks her snout, making her yelp in pain. “So it WAS your fault after all!”

The purple rat growls. “Why I outta—!”

“Hush,” a male voice silences them.

The pair turn towards the source and find themselves under the cold stare of a certain blue-ringed Umbreon. They gulp and clam up.

A second of two later, the Umbreon looks around. “Nothing to see here.”

And the onlookers go on with their lives.

Sensing the many eyes no longer on them, the duo let out a sigh of relief.

“I suggest you both not to make a scene,” he tells them before the dark-type excuses himself and heads toward the stairs.

“Brr,” the Taillow shivers. “I really hate that guy.”

The duo resume their walk through the light stream of Pokemon walking around the lobby, passing by a waiting Delcatty by the entrance.

“Wow…” the Rattata suddenly says in awe, staring at the long line of Pokemon in the hallway up ahead.

The Taillow lets out a low whistle. “Damn. So many teams really want to try out this whole expedition thing, huh?”

The duo continue to converse about the expedition as they work their way towards the library on the second floor. Entering the room filled with many shelves and books, the Rattata stops and blinks.

“Sky, look,” the Rattata whispers as she stops, staring at an Eevee seated by the window, his attention on a book he’s reading. “You think we can recruit him?”

Sky frowns, and sighs. “Fay, really? You’re still hung up on this?”

“Oh, com’on…” she starts, looking over her shoulder to look at the frowning bird. “We need a third member.”

“It doesn’t need to be an Eevee, Fay.”

“B-but…”

“Quit it,” the bird grunts with a glare. “We can check the list of Pokemon we can recruit with the Bellossom later.”

She pouts.

“Stop that. That’s not gonna work.”

Her eyes start to water, her pouty mouth start to quiver.

His eye twitches. “F-Fay…!”

She starts to sniff.

He slaps a feathery wing to his face. “Ugh… Fine. We can try recruiting him.”

“Yay…!” the purple rodent quietly squees.

Another sigh escapes the bird’s beak as his Rattata ride approaches the studious normal-type.

“Should we smile?” the Rattata whispers.

“Might as well,” the Taillow responses with a shrug.

The duo approach the normal-type with their bestest of smiles…

…which creeps the Eevee out the moment he takes notice of them. “…the fuck do you two want?”

The Taillow flinches. “So much for a good first impression.”

The Rattata coughs a few times in the hopes to redeeming their bad entrance. “Uh, hi!” she greets the frowning Eevee with a more normal-looking smile this time. “I’m Fay!”

The Taillow on the purple rodent’s back extends a wing to grab the Eevee’s attention. “I’m Sky, and we’re the TLC!” He leans forward and winks. “That’s Team Love and Care.”

The Eevee arches a non-existent eyebrow. “Horrible team name.” Ignoring their hurt looks, he blinks and realizes what’s going on. “Are you two trying to recruit me?”

“Yep,” the Taillow quickly says with a nod. “We, uh, figured we could use another team member after, well…” His smile falters. “…after we realized we needed a third member.”

The Eevee blinks.

The Rattata chuckles quietly. “We, uh, love exploring and helping out other Pokemon, but,” she frowns, “we find it really hard to do with just the two of us.”

“And we’re wondering if you’d want to join our team,” the Taillow says. “That is, unless you’re already in a team…?”

The Eevee frowns, eyeing his reflection on the smooth silver surface of their badges. “Not interested,” he tells them as he returns to his book. “Now please leave me alone.”

The Rattata’s ears droop. “Oh, sorry to bother you then…” Head hanging low, she slowly turns around and walks away.

“…well, that went well,” the Taillow remarks. Shaking his head, he gently pats his partner’s head with a feathery wing. “Hey, we at least tried, right?”

She slightly nods.

“Right. So cheer up,” he says, ruffling his feathers. “Now let’s do a little research on that dungeon we’re about to go to, and then we can go see Bellossom.”


The morning sun continues its morning climb in the morning sky, shining its morning rays on the seaside city basking under its morning glory.

Three Pokemon are climbing up the wide steps toward the tall and grand guild building. One of them notices two familiar figures seated on one of the steps. Waving his two companions goodbye as they head inside the guild, the Sentret makes a beeline towards his two other friends.

“Hey, guys,” the Sentret greets the duo.

“Linik, hey!” the Cyndaquil greets him back with a big smile. “Vixie’s in the washroom, getting ready for your…” she pauses for dramatic effect as her smile morphs into a sly one. “…special day.”

A fierce blush burns through the normal-type’s cheeks, making his two friends burst into laughter. “O-oh, but we don’t have anything planned—” he chokes on his words after noticing a very familiar orange figure smiling back at him. “Oh, uh… H-hi, Skarm,” he greets the Buizel with a very awkward smile and a very shaky wave of his paw. “Long time no see.”

“You’re looking as fine as ever, love,” the Buizel says with a wink.

The Shinx and the Cyndaquil look at the Buizel sitting beside them, and then at the Sentret, and then at each other.

The Sentret awkwardly looks at the Shinx as he scratches his head. “She, uh, is that friend I told you about, who works at the docks.”

The fire-type tilts her head. “Did you two went out for a while or something?”

“Something like that,” the Buizel quickly says, smiling slyly at the blushing Sentret. “You could say we had plenty a great time with exploring each other’s—”

Linik groans. “Skarm, please don’t—”

“Are you two still seeing each other?” the Shinx suddenly interjects, frowning at the normal-type.

The Sentret frantically shakes his paws and head. “No no no! Not anymore, I swear! I promise!”

“Calm down, love,” the Buizel says, chuckling. She then turns to the frowning Shinx. “I was mostly teasing.”

“Mostly, huh?” the fire-type repeats, throwing a smirk at the frowning normal-type.

The Buizel chuckles, and shakes her head. “No, Linik and I never became official, but there have been many cold nights when the alcohol freely flows and the body—”

“Please don’t finish that sentence,” Linik groans.

“I dunno,” the fire-type says with a smirk. “I’m starting to like how poetic she sounds.”

The Shinx rolls his eyes. “Of course you do.”

“Hush, you.”

Ignoring his girlfriend for a moment, the Shinx throws a frown towards the blushing Sentret and suddenly punches his shoulder. “And you never told me this, why?”

Stunned for a bit, he shakes his head and glares at his friend. “What? I did tell you but you were busy with Cindy back then!”

“Are you telling me we could have had a foursome way back then?!”

“Why are you realizing this now?!”

“I DON’T KNOW!”

As they continue shouting nonsense, the Cyndaquil groans and plants a paw on her face. “Boys…”

“Um…” a new voice reaches the two females’ ears.

The white Vulpix stares curiously at the two arguing friends.

“…Should I even ask what’s going on?”

“You’re better off not knowing,” the fire-type tells her.

The Buizel lets out a low whistle as she marvels at the white beauty standing before her. “My oh my, aren’t you a breath-taker.”


“Just some weirdos being weird at each other,” the Eevee says, staring outside the library window.

“Well it sounds like they’ve stopped,” the Mew says as the Eevee looks back at her. “So anyway… Why not you first survey the dungeon?” the Mew suggests.

The Eevee blinks. “Like a trial run?”

She blinks. “Er, no, but… Hm…” She taps her chin, and nods. “Well I guess. Yep.”

The Eevee shakes his head, opens his mouth to argue against it, but then thinks about it. “Huh… Actually, that’s not a bad idea.”

“Of course it isn’t.” She winks. “I used to be an explorer, too, y’know?”

“A reckless one,” the Umbreon quietly adds, earning an angry look from the pink psychic-type.

The Eevee is liking the idea more and more now. He nods to himself. “And if we get lucky enough and reach the end, then maybe I can go back home.”

“That’s a big if,” the Umbreon quietly comments.

The Eevee frowns at him.

The Mew puts the form down and looks at the normal-type. “So when are you planning on going?”

“That’s up to Maz’s team, but I’m hoping we can head out tomorrow.”

The Mew frowns a sad frown. “Aw… So soon?”

The Eevee turns to the window, blinking at the five familiar figures down below. He frowns as he watches the two couples go their separate ways, and the other entering the guild.

He looks back at the couple. “I think their team is capable enough to escort me in this expedition…” A shrug. “And it’s just a trial run anyway.”

“And what of the matter we have talked about yesterday?” the Umbreon asks.

The normal-type blinks at him. “What about it?”

The dark-type frowns at him.

The Eevee frowns back. “I’ll deal with it when I cross that bridge.”

The Umbreon shrugs. “Suit yourself.” He returns to reading.

“Well anyway,” the Mew suddenly says, catching the normal-type’s attention. “We don’t really have any records of what this dungeon is like, so surveying it should do you and us a favor.” She blinks. “I know you said this Maz person’s team is strong, but I suggest you lean on the side of caution. The wilds there could be really powerful for all we know.”

The Eevee nods his head. “Yeah, I hear you. And my badge isn’t active anymore so I can’t really rely on it to save my ass.”

“But you’re the client,” the Mew tells him. “So the badges of the teams escorting you will protect you when need be.”

The Eevee nods. “Yeah, that’s reassuring…”

He’s read about it in the handbook at least. He still needs to finish reading it, but thinking about it some more, does he still need to? He’s no longer a rescuer, or an explorer.

Although…

“Hey, uh, Oban,” the Eevee calls.

“Yes?”

Closing his eyes, the Eevee sighs, his ears drooping. “I need some advice.”

The Umbreon stares at him. “…go on.”

Reopening his eyes, the Eevee shakes his head. “I can’t rely on Maz’s team, or anyone really, to protect me all the time especially if things get too crazy in the dungeon or wherever…” He frowns. “I’ve been practicing but I can’t seem to get Swift right.”

The couple blinks a curious blink.

“Or any move for that matter.” He huffs in frustration, but then wonders why the couple sitting across from him are giving him blank looks. A blink of realization, and the Eevee lets out a groan. “I keep forgetting you guys don’t name your attacks.”

“Should we?”

“It’d make life easier if you guys did.” The Eevee shakes his head. “Anyway, the star-shaped energy attack thingie.”

“Oh!” the Mew suddenly exclaims in realization, and nods. “Obie and you can do that.” Smiling, she puts a paw on her fluffy chest. “And so can I.” Pointing a finger up, she immediately summons a star. “See?”

“Of course you can,” the Eevee mumbles under his breath. He then shares with them his troubles in the past week with the move. “Do you think it has something to do with me being, well, not originally a Pokemon?”

The Umbreon shakes his head. “Doubtful. I’ve not heard of the other two having the same problem.”

The Mew blinks at the sighing Eevee. “It’s really odd that you can’t do it.” She puts a paw on her chin, thinking. “Hm… But you can use your badge when it was still activated.”

The Eevee nods. “Yeah. I’ve read the handbook and aside from being powered by the guild itself, it also borrows some of the user’s energy to cast it’s…” he pauses to find the better words. “…magic stuff.”

The Mew chuckles.

Even the Umbreon manages to crack the tiniest hints of a smile. “You have a way with words.”

“You guys know what I mean,” the Eevee says with a frown.

The dark-type shakes his head. “Your body is most-likely not allowing you to waste its stored energy.”

The Eevee arches a non-existent eyebrow. “And why not?”

“Oh! I get it now!” the Mew suddenly exclaims with a big smile. “You’re about to evolve!”

A blank blink. “…what?”
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“He’s that stubborn, huh?” the Beartic asks.

A heavy sigh escapes the Machamp’s mouth. Frowning, he looks up at the Pangoro as he scratches his head. “You should convince him to bring us along. I mean, come on!” He flexes his muscles on all four arms. “I’m strong! We all are!”

“Yeah, man,” the Beartic agrees with a nod. “It’ll be a breeze if the three of us go!”

It’s the Pangoro’s turn to sigh. “I know, I know, but it’s the kid’s expedition, you know?”

“You should convince him to bring us along!”

“Yeah!” the Machamp quickly agrees with a big grin. “Who knows what sorts of wilds I can get from this place!”

The Beartic frowns at their leader. “There you go again.”

“Hey! It’s just a business on the side, okay?” the Machamp retorts back with a frown. “Just some extra money, you know?”

“I really do not support it.”

“And we’re going off topic,” the four-armed fighting-type shot back with a dismissive frown. Shaking his head, he turns back to the Pangoro, and rolls his eyes. “Agh, let’s just drop it, okay? I don’t want us to go on a heated argument about this whole wild thing again.”

Groaning, the Pangoro lifts a hand and massages the bridge between his eyes. “…anyway,” he starts, looking back at his two teammates. “I’ll try to convince him to let you guys come with, but you two will just have to accept whatever he decides in the end.”

“Tsk, fine,” the Machamp quickly replies with an annoyed look.


“Hmm… Mmm…” the Chimecho hums as she floats in front of the impatient Eevee, whose whole body’s engulfed with the psychic-type’s psychic aura. “Hmm…”

Closing his own eyes, the Eevee lets out a bored and frustrated sigh.

After a few more seconds, the magical aura surrounding him finally fades. Smiling, the Chimecho reopens her eyes and nods at the Eevee. “All done!”

“I noticed…”

Not minding his sarcastic remark, she levitates a pen and clipboard, and starts writing on it. “As you thought, your body is currently in the process of storing energy for evolution.” She pauses from her writing long enough to smile at him and say: “I wonder what will you evolve into?”

“Not a Sylveon, hopefully,” he grumbles, and quietly curses the universe as it’ll most-likely turn him into the pink ribbon demon as a joke.

The nurse lets out a chuckle. “Wouldn’t that be a sight to see?” She continues on her writing.

He blinks. Now that he thinks about it, having extra limbs wouldn’t be so bad. It will feel more natural than having weird mental limbs if he turns into an Espeon.

Another blink. Why is he seriously thinking about this?

“I suggest you stop using your badge for the time being until you’ve evolved.”

The Eevee blinks once again, and then recalls that the badge uses some of the user’s energy. Then again, it’s deactivated now, so…

“You seem to have been preparing to evolve for more than a month now,” the Chimecho continues with a concerned frown. “Which isn’t normal. Did you not notice your body getting ready to evolve before?” She shakes her head. “It’s not healthy to continue your rescue missions during this delicate transition your body is going through.”

“I ah, er, sorry?” the Eevee awkwardly apologizes as he grabs the nurse’s note being handed to him.

“I suggest you take a week of rest,” the Chimecho tells him as the Eevee reads through the note. “After you’ve evolved, you should be able to continue working here.” She smiles at him, but it quickly morphs into a frown as she tells him, “But I suggest you come see me right away before you do.”

With a nod of understanding, the Eevee walks out of the room and spots a familiar orange from the corner of his vision. Frowning, he stops and turns, just in time to see the Buizel entering the library. Not having any more reason for being there, he turns to the other direction and heads toward the stairs. Walking down, he sees the Delcatty standing by the stairs, and wonders if he should say something.

He doesn’t need to wonder for long as the Delcatty’s large ears twitch to his pawsteps. She turns to him, recognizes him, and smiles. “Oh, hello.”

Noticing a number of other Eevees in the lobby, he momentarily wonders how she is able to recognize him. “Hi,” is his quick reply as he walks by her, mentally forcing himself to continue walking.

“Ah, but,” the Delcatty stammers, but the Eevee’s long gone. Ears drooping, she closes her eyes and sighs. “I wanted to know if, by chance, you know him…” she whispers to no one in particular.

“Know who?” asks a sudden voice.

Her ears perk up in alarm, sensing a large shadow looming over her. Taking a quick breath to steel herself, she slowly looks up and sees a tall Pangoro curiously looking down at her.

“Are you looking for someone, miss?”

She then remembers that she’s inside the guild, and quickly tells herself that this tall Pokemon isn’t there to trouble her. So with a smile, she decides not to trouble him with her silly little thoughts. “I am, yes,” she tells him with a cute nod. But she frowns as she looks around. “But you all seem to be so busy. I don’t really wanna trouble any of you.”

The Pangoro chuckles. “Could’ve fooled me. You looked like you wanted to speak to that kid earlier.”

She blinks at him. “…kid?” The Eevee? She frowns in confusion. He didn’t look like a kid.

The tall Pokemon chuckles once more. “Nah, but I like calling him that just to mess with him.”

Oh. It sounds like the two of them are friends. She smiles and nods in understanding.

“Anyway,” the Pangoro continues, and points at a few Pokemon seated behind a large and curved desk. “Just head over to the information desk over there. You can ask about the person you’re looking for.”

Oh, but of course! She smiles and chuckles at her silliness. With a large guild such as this one, of course there’s a help desk for Pokemon like herself!

She turns back to the tall Pokemon and bobs a curtsy to him. “Thank you! I would have stood around for a whole day, and Arceus-knows how many more days if it weren’t for you!”

“Yeah well,” the Pangoro starts, frowning as he scans the crowd. “Some would have preferred that,” he mumbles to himself as he notices quite a number of Pokemon quietly checking his small companion out.

“Please give my thanks to your friend as well.”

The Pangoro looks down and blinks a curious blink. “Huh?”

“The Eevee.” Her smile sweetens. “Despite him being busy, he went out of his way to guide me to this guild.” She closes her eyes and sighs. “I’ve yet to thank him properly.” She looks back at him. “So, would it alright to ask you to send my thanks to him?”

The tall Pokemon shrugs. “Sure. But I have a better idea,” he tells her with a smirk.


Two steaming plates are served on a wooden table where two Pokemon are seated.

“Here you are!” the young Nickit chirps with a very bright smile. “Please enjoy!”

“Don’t mind if I do!” the Cyndaquil answers back before chowing down on her meal.

The yellow Shinx rolls his eyes as the Nickit places their bowls of water. “Thanks,” he tells the young waitress with a tired smile.

Bowing, the Nickit then heads toward other newly-seated customers to take their orders.

“She really has changed,” the Shinx says to no one in particular. “It’s really hard to think that it’s all thanks to our friend who shall not be named.”

“Probably gives her a good rutting.”

The electric-types gives her a very disapproving frown. “…I’m really glad I wasn’t eating or drinking when you said that.”

“I was only joking,” the Cyndaquil says with a shrug. “She’s too young for that.”

“That didn’t stop the mental image you gave me.”

“Replace that with you and me then,” she tells him with a smirk. “Later tonight?”

The Shinx sighs. “I’d love to, but I don’t think I’ll have the energy.” He takes a bite out of his meal as the Cyndaquil laughs. “I seriously need a good night’s sleep, Cindy. Or a good day’s sleep. Whatever…” He sighs yet again. “You know what I mean.”

“Gee, you do, huh? And what about poor old me?” She chuckles. “I got most of the lashing, you know.”

“All of the lashing, you mean.”

“Got paid for it, at least.” Her smile immediately turns into a frown. “I hope it doesn’t turn into a kink or something…”

The yellow Shinx shivers. “Arceus-above, please no…”

“And he could have hold himself back a bit, though.” She takes a sip from her water bowl, and cherishes the cool liquid soothing her insides. “But yeah… I could seriously need some sleep, too.” And then an idea. “How about we just cuddle?” she asks with a smile.

The Shinx smiles back at her. “I’d love that. Your place?”

“Hell no! It’s too far and I’m too pooped to move after this.”

The Shinx frowns. “My neighbors could be a problem though…”

“They’re still not kicked out?”

The Shinx sighs, ears drooping. “I’m as surprised as you are.”

The Cyndaquil groans. “Ugh… Well, we should be too tired by then to care. I think.” She ‘blinks’, and taps her chin in thought. “Say Shino…”

“Hm?” he hums as he chews.

“How about you move in with me?”

His sudden sharp take of breath makes him choke on his meal.


“And so he makes a back flip, snap the bad guy’s neck and saves the day.”

The white Vulpix bursts into laughter, tears forming in her eyes as she struggled to control herself. “Arceus above, Linik!”

“I know, right?!” He then joins in the laughter. “That Snivy is so full of shit but he never fails to make anyone laugh.”

Their mirthful laughter mixes with the many other noise in a somewhat busy diner by the city’s eastern gate, where many Pokemon start their day with steaming cups of coffee and all sorts of meals. The smell of grease lingers in the air, but the patrons pay no mind as they converse with one another, sharing stories and other things about the things in their lives.

Two of them happen to be seated by the establishment’s window, where outside are many other Pokemon going out and about.

“I tell you, that Snivy is one weird guy,” the Sentret says as the duo’s laughter dies down. “Whew… And you have a lovely laugh, Vixie.”

Hearing this, the white Vulpix blushes and shyly looks away. “Oh, stop that.”

“But it’s true!” the Sentret asserts. “It’s as lovely as, as… Um…” He blushes as he stumbles for words.

The ice-type quietly laughs at her date’s struggle. “You’re really cute, too.”

His blush intensifies, and he quickly turns his gaze outside the window, making his date laugh some more. He smiles. “S-see? Your laugh sounds really lovely.”

And her blush returns once again. “O-oh stop it…” she mumbles as she struggles to look at his smiling face.

He leans forward a bit with a smile. “So how about you, Vixie? Got any funny stories about your team?”

The ice-type taps her chin in thought. “Hm… Oh! There’s one!” She grins at him. “So we went to this cave, right? There were so many Zubats that swarmed us, and—”






47. 04 - 09


The early afternoon sun shines down on the many Pokemon going about their day in the busy streets of Tabindagat. Walking through the sea of moving bodies is the small couple, who despite their sleep-deprived states, still manages to have a very lively conversation, with the occasional yawns here and there.

“I’m starting to hear my bed calling my name,” the yellow Shinx says after letting out a big and long yawn.

The Cyndaquil chuckles. “At this rate, I don’t think your noisy neighbors will be a problem.”

The yellow Shinx frowns as the duo stops in front of his apartment building. “I’ll just grab a few things and then we can go back to your place.”

“If we still can.”

“Don’t jinx it.”

“Too late.”

Rolling his eyes, the yellow Shinx smirks. “So… We crash at my place instead?”

The Cyndaquil’s about to answer, but she instead lets out a yawn. “D-damn… I don’t really care at this point.”

“You two seem to be having fun, loves.”

Blinking, the couple curiously turn around and see the Buizel smiling at them.

“Oh, hi,” the yellow Shinx greets her. “Skarm, right?”

The Buizel winks. “In the flesh.” She then smiles a sly smile at him. “So, love, I recall you mentioning that you were going to take me out?”

The Shinx blinks at her.

The Cyndaquil frowns at him. “Shino, really?”

“Hey-uh-w-wait! She’s twisting my words!”

“I’m gonna twist something on you, alright.” Seeing the color drain from his face, the fire-type laughs, punches his shoulder and smirks at the Buizel. “You want a piece of my boyfriend, huh?”

The Buizel smirks back at her. “I wouldn’t mind a piece of that fiery ass either.”

“I like her,” the fire-type tells the Shinx, but her smile starts to falter as she scratches her head. “I’m just not sure if I’m okay with having two partners though…”

The Buizel leans her face towards hers with a predatory smirk. “Why don’t we go somewhere and figure that out, love?”

“Can we PLEASE not talk about this out in the open?!” the yellow Shinx yells at them with a reddening face.

As their chuckles die down, the two females follow the embarrassed electric-type inside.

“Nice place you got here,” the Buizel comments as she and the Cyndaquil enter the yellow Shinx’s room.

“We’re really doing this, huh?” the Shinx asks as the Buizel examines the walls.

The water-type places a paw on the wall, and slowly slides it down, all the while smirking at the Shinx who is rolling his eyes. “An investment well spent, I see.”

The Shinx sighs. “Not really, no. It barely works; I can still hear my neighbors, especially when they’re arguing about something.”

Sitting on the bed, the Cyndaquil chuckles, and lets out a startled yelp when she bounces up after the Buizel jumps beside her. Before she can land, two orange paws grab her and quickly pin her on the bed, the smirking Buizel on top of her.

“Well,” the Buizel starts, smiling down at the fire-type with half-lidded eyes. “Perhaps we should send them a message?”

“Someone’s excited,” the Cyndaquil says with a sly smirk.

“I can’t believe I’m saying this, but,” the Shinx says with a frown. “Can’t we at least get some sleep first?”

“Shino’s right,” the Cyndaquil says as she gently pushes the Buizel off of her. “Don’t get me wrong, I’d really love for us to start but…” She chuckles. “We had a long day, and we really need some shuteye.”

The Buizel shrugs. “Alright.” She blinks. “Come to think of it, I haven’t eaten yet.” Spotting the electric-type’s mini-fridge, she walks over it, opens it, and frowns at how dark and empty it is. Closing it, she turns and winks at the yellow Shinx. “Shino, be a dear and fetch poor old me something to eat?”

The yellow Shinx blinks blankly at her.

Catching on quick, the Cyndaquil smirks at the blankly-blinking Shinx. “Me too, please.”

He frowns at the fire-type. “But we just ate!”

“Can you blame a girl for feeling hungry again?”

The electric-type huffs. “Fiiine…” He shakes his head, walks out of his apartment room and closes the door behind him. “The things I do to gain points…” he says to himself as he walks down the hallway. “And I seriously need to make it a habit to buy groceries often.”

Inside, the Cyndaquil chuckles. “I feel kinda bad for him.”

“Don’t be, love,” the Buizel says as she smirks at the fire-type. “Now then…” Grabbing the fire-type’s shoulders, she gently pushes her down on the bed, smirking down at her. “Where were we?”

“Shino’d be so pissed if we started without him.”

She winks. “A great setup for an angry sex, don’t you think?” she purrs as she leans toward her, and kisses the shivering fire-type’s neck, as a paw gently slides down from her shoulder.

A low and sultry moan escapes the fire-type as the orange paw circles a shy above her excited folds, each kiss from the Buizel sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

Slowly, the Buizel’s kisses start traveling down the fire-type’s small body, her ears paying attention to each moan the fiery mouse makes. Finally reaching her destination, she takes a second or two to marvel at the glistening clit mere centimeters before her, its sugary musk hitting her nostrils.

Breathing deeply, the Cyndaquil cherishes the moment of pause, her body still overwhelmed from the Buizel’s simple touch and kisses. It has been so long since she and Shino had a proper sex, that it felt as if her body has completely forgotten what it’s like…until now.

She lets out a surprised yelp, that quickly turns into moans as a warm tongue slides up her winking folds. Her body quakes from each wet lap of that warm tongue, her paws gripping on the bed sheet, as if trying to help her put in place as her moans grow louder and louder until a spark jolts up, and she lets out a cry of ecstasy as she erupts her love juices all over the startled Buizel’s face.

“My, oh my,” the Buizel says as she pulls back with a grin, smiling down at her work. “Someone’s pent up.”

“Arceus above,” the Cyndaquil says in between her laborious panting, a dreamy smile on her face. “Y-you have no idea how much I needed that…”

The Buizel chuckles as she slowly drags a single paw-pad on her wet face, all the way down and puts it inside her smiling mouth.

“D-damn, that’s sexy,” the Cyndaquil comments.

“Not as sexy as you, love,” the Buizel says as she slowly leans down to the fire-type, meeting her mouth with her own—

A loud crash erupts from the other side of the wall, and is followed by another.

The Cyndaquil sighs as the two females start hearing angry shouts and yells from the neighboring room. “There they go again,” she says with a frown. “Always ruins the mood…”

The Buizel sits upright and starts wiping her face with her twin tails. “I can see why your mate didn’t bother replacing the wallpaper with a proper one.”

“Yeah…” the Cyndaquil says as she accepts the offered paw to help her sit upright. “Shino and I do the deed back at my place.” She looks up at her with a frown. “Sorry about this.”

“Don’t be, love,” the Buizel says with a smile. “I’m glad to have helped you.” She frowns a curious frown. “Although it makes me curious why you were so pent up to begin with.”

The Cyndaquil shrugs. “We used to do it all the time until we became a boyfriend-girlfriend kinda thing.”

“Oh?” the Buizel hums.

The fire-type nods, her gaze moving to the door, ignoring another loud crash from next door. “I guess we’re trying to take this relationship thing properly.” She chuckles. “I made it sound like we’re doing this on purpose, but nah…” She shakes her head and smiles at the frowning Buizel. “We just got really busy with guild work after we became official.” She sighs. “Things are dying down now since the festival’s over, so I am really hoping Shino and I can go back to the way we were.”

The Cyndaquil blinks, her gaze slowly falling down on the floor. Back to the way things were… Despite their constant teasing, they never went through with a threesome, or even more than that. It’s just him…

…and her.

And now that they’re officially dating, can she see herself with him, and with someone else as well?

Maybe.

This is the first time they’ve pushed through it, and, well yes, she did enjoy herself, but maybe it’s just because of hormones. They always overtake the mind. At least, that’s what she thinks anyway.

Wait… This doesn’t count though. It was not a threesome. It was just just her and … the Buizel.

…

Is this cheating? Is she cheating on Shino? With this Buizel?

A loud thud startles her out of her train of thought, making the Buizel chuckle. “Welcome back, love,” the water-type teases the Cyndaquil. “Enjoying the afterglow?”

“I…” Frowning, she slides off the bed and heads toward the small bathroom. “I need to clean up.”

The Buizel frowns as she watches the fire-type retreat to the bathroom, closing the door behind her. That’s usually not a good sign, if any of her past experiences were anything to go by. She lets out a sigh as she collapses back on the bed, her gaze on the ceiling, drowning herself in the echoing sounds of arguments from next door, unaware of the yellow Shinx entering the room.

He pauses, his eyes on the Buizel’s spread legs, or what’s between them anyway. Blushing, he quickly closes the door behind him.

“Like what you see, love?”

Of course she’s doing that on purpose. He rolls his eyes but fails to stop a smirk as he approaches the bed and places his bag on it. “Cindy’s in the bathroom?” he asks as he climbs up the bed, and blinks on the very wet spot beside the lying Buizel.

“Yes, she is.”

He frowns at her. “Wait… You guys didn’t… You did, didn’t you?”

She winks at him. “It was an appetizer for what’s to come.”

“And I totally missed it!” He shakes his head. “I’m surprised you two were able to get at it with all this noise.”

“The audience started getting rowdy when I was about to serve your girl the main course.”

“Ruined the mood, huh?” He laughs as the bathroom door swings open. He turns and smiles at the exiting fire-type. “We can move to Cindy’s place if you guys want.”

The Cyndaquil freezes in place. Oh shit, he’s back, and he wants to go to her place for the threesome. What should she do? She needs to tell him. But about what? That she doesn’t want to do it anymore? That doesn’t sound fair to Shino—

“Actually, loves,” the Buizel starts as she sits up on the bed, smiling at the Cyndaquil, and then turning to the Shinx. “I just remembered that I had something to deal with back in the docks.”

Shino frowns at him. “Aw, but I just got back!”

She winks at him. “Well, let’s hope I can finish early so I can come back soon. Until then,” she stands up, snatches a sandwich from inside his bag, and heads out the front door. “I’ve set her up for you, love,” she tells him with a sly smile. “Do enjoy yourselves.”

And with one final wink, she closes the door, leaving the couple inside the rather noisy room.

Shino shrugs. “Duty comes first, I suppose.”

Despite her troubled thoughts, the fire-type manages to chuckle. She knew… She knew what she’s worried about, and she let herself out of the picture as soon as possible, so she can…

…

Shino offers her a sandwich. “You must be pretty famished after your little sexcapade with her,” she tells her with a sly smile.

She grabs ahold of the offered sandwich, her gaze lingering on it long enough for him to sense something’s amiss.

“Cindy?” he calls, sliding off of the bed and placing a comforting paw on her shoulder. “Is something wrong?”

She sighs. “Yeah, with me…”

“What do you mean?”

She looks at him, sighs, and throws her paws around him.

After recovering from her sudden embrace, the electric-type carefully sits himself down and wraps his paws around her, comforting her despite the noisy environment they’re in.


The afternoon rays of sunlight pour through the open windows of a quiet apartment’s room and on a modest bed, where two pairs of closed eyes stare at the tiny specs of dust floating and glittering under the light. Her bluish back against his yellowish chest, the Cyndaquil lets out a contented sigh, gently grabbing the yellow paws wrapped around her.

“Thanks, Shino,” the Cyndaquil quietly says, and her warm smile grows warmer as she feels him gently nuzzle the back of her neck.

“Anytime, Cindy,” the yellow Shinx whispers back.

The two once again falls into a comfortable silence, content to just staring at the twinkling dust under the sunlight.

But males are curious creatures, and most can’t hold their curiosity for long. “Wanna talk about it?” he quietly asks her.

Her smile falters for a short moment, her grip on his paws tightening. “I…”

A short pause… And then…

A sigh. “I guess I should.” Letting his paws go, she carefully squirms in his embrace to face him, her elongated nose bumping on his cheek. “Sorry.”

He chuckles and plants a soft kiss on her cheek. “Need some room?”

She wraps one paw on him as she worms the other between him and the bed, hugging him. “Nah,” she whispers. “I like it better like this.”

Another pause. Another silence.

And another sigh. “I guess I should quit stalling.”

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

She chuckles. “We both know you don’t mean that.”

“Hush,” he quietly scolds her. “It’s the thought that counts.”

“Thoughts…” she breaths out, frowning as her gaze fall on the door. Another sigh escapes her. “Shino…”

“Hm…?”

“I was…” she pauses. She bites her lip. How will she word this properly? Another sigh. Perhaps it’s best to just say whatever’s on her mind. “I don’t think I want anyone else, Shino.”

The yellow Shinx blinks. “What do you mean?”

“Threesome,” she tells him, tightening her embrace. “Foursome. Whatever.” She sighs. “And I really blame you for this.”

The electric-type keeps quiet. Doesn’t sound like he should say anything. Not yet anyway.

She continues after another sigh: “I guess I didn’t mind back then, but now that we’re, well, dating? A couple? Whatever. Now that we’re a … thing, I just, I feel like… I-I don’t…” She grits her teeth. Why is this so hard all of a sudden?

“Monogamy?”

“Y-yeah…” A short pause. “I’m sorry, Shino… I guess I’m just not, well, comfortable with the idea anymore. Of us. With others, I mean.”

A pause.

“Well… Mostly it’s…” She takes a breath and sighs. “I mostly don’t like the idea of you being with someone else…”

Silence.

And then…

“…oh.”

That’s it? That’s his response to her dilemma?

…

…is he … is he disappointed? She kept on teasing him and telling him about it—

Why is he chuckling?

Letting go, he places his paws on her shoulder and pushes her back as he continues laughing. “Damn it, Cindy,” he tells her after his laughter has died down a bit. He wipes a tear from his eyes and smiles at his confused girlfriend. “Is that it?”

She frowns at him. “Well, I’m sorry for sharing what’s been eating at me, Shino!”

He grins. “I can think of other ways to be eating you,” he says and winks.

She ‘rolls her eyes’. “Arceus above, I can’t believe you,” she says, failing to stop herself from smirking as she rolls on her back.

“Nah,” he says as he stands above her, grinning down at her. “I’m above you, and you can believe that.”

She groans at the bad joke, and doesn’t respond to him kissing her neck.

“I guess,” the yellow Shinx quietly says after a brief pause, looking up at his angry girlfriend. “What I’m trying to say is…” He slowly moves up to her face, and pecks her snout. “I don’t mind having only you, too.”

Her face burning, she looks away, but a soft moan escapes her mouth as he starts trailing his kisses down to her chest, stomach, and finally pauses right in front of her winking sex. Panting, she looks over herself in time to see him drag his wet and warm tongue over her folds. She lets out a loud moan, and in a hazy panic, she throws her paws over her mouth as waves of pleasure runs through her body from each lick the Shinx gives.

“Mmm,” the yellow Shinx hums as he sits up straight, smiling down at her. “Tastes like sea water.”

A pillow suddenly flies straight to his laughing face.






48. 04 - 10


The gentle rays of the morning sun caresses the sleeping cliff-side city of Tabindagat. Early risers busy themselves with their morning rituals: opening up shop, sweeping the pavement, and moving on the cobblestone streets.

A cool and salty breeze blows through the sleepy streets, greeting the snow-white Vulpix, making her pause for a moment to appreciate its soothing embrace.

Smiling, she continues on her way towards the tall and magnificent building up ahead. As she climbs the steps, she spots her two friends standing by the large entryway of the guild, her ears picking up their soft voices.

“Morning!” she greets them.

The couple turn and smile at their friend.

“Morning, ‘xie,” the yellow Shinx greets back.

“Looking great today,” the Cyndaquil compliments with a smirk. “Trying to kill your lover boy with your looks alone, huh?”

A faint redness burns through white cheeks. “M-maybe…?”

“He’s still doing night shifts?” the electric-type asks.

Thankful for freeing her from the fire-type’s focused grin, the ice-type nods. “Mhmm… Linik said they’re taking a day off after they’re done for today, and then they’ll go back to taking missions again.”

“Speak of the devil,” the Cyndaquil says, eyeing two figures climbing up the steps, and a small one on the other.

Blinking, the white Vulpix turns around and smiles after seeing the Sentret waving at her. “Linik! Good morning!”

“Morning, sunshine,” the normal-type greets her back, and freezes in place after receiving the ice-type’s hug. Recovering quickly, he hugs her back, running a paw on her curls as his teammates go inside the guild.

“Ooooh…” The fire-type leans toward the electric-type. “They’ve moved to nicknames now.”

The yellow Shinx chuckles as his two friends break the hug.

“Huh?” the Vulpix turns to her friends in confusion. “Nicknames?” After a blink, it clicks, and her cheeks reddens once more. “O-oh! Uh…”

“You uh…” the Sentret awkwardly scratches his head. “Sorry. I’ll stop if you want.”

“No no!” she hurriedly tells him. “I liked it! It’s just…” Her gaze falls down. “I… I haven’t thought of one for you…”

The fire-type blows a raspberry and laughs, earning a punch on her shoulder from the yellow Shinx.

After letting out a hearty chuckle, the Sentret shakes his head and smiles at the embarrassed Vulpix. “Don’t sweat it, ‘xie.” After nuzzling his love’s neck, he turns to the others. “So are you guys going to be taking up mission requests?”

The yellow Shinx nods. “That’s the plan, yeah.”

“Whose turn was it to pick again?”

The electric-type blinks at the Cyndaquil. “…Uh, I don’t remember.”

The ice-type taps her chin in thought. “Hm… Let’s see…” She looks at her friends. “I think we did—”

“Linik!” a melodic voice calls from the streets. Smiling, the Delcatty quickly walks up the steps towards the surprised Sentret. “I’m so glad that I’ve finally found you!” she says and quickly throws her paws around him, wrapping the nervous Sentret into a hug. “I’m so sorry,” she quickly says, her voice cracking a bit.

“U-uh…” The Sentret manages to stammer.

The Cyndaquil looks on in confusion. “Uh, what’s going on?” She points at the larger normal-type. “And who is she?”

“The girl Linik was trying to flirt,” Shino says with a frown.

“Was trying to flirt?” the fire-type repeats, and then suddenly recalls something. “Oh… Right…” She then glances at her ice friend.

Breaking the hug, the Delcatty tearfully smiles at the still-surprised Sentret.

“Uh,” the Sentret quietly says as he starts to sweat. “H-hey there, Olu—”

The Delcatty places a dainty paw on his mouth, silencing him. She shakes her head. “No. Let me say something first,” she says with a sad frown. “I want to apologize for not being fair to you.” She looks away with a faint hint of a blush on her cheeks. “I… I wasn’t sure if I felt the same, so I…tried to ignore it. To ignore you.” She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “But I realized that I was denying what I truly feel, and I longed for you when you stopped showing up.” She smiles at him as a fresh tear rolls down her face. “I missed you, Linik, and I like you, too.” She suddenly leans toward him—

A white paw blocks both lips from meeting.

Confused, the Delcatty pulls back and blinks a confused blink at the glaring white Vulpix. “Oh, um, I’m sorry…” She smiles a shy smile. “I ah, I suppose showing affection in front of the guild is forbidden?”

“No no, it’s fine,” the Sentret quickly explains. He yelps and decides to shut up after a pair of ice-cold eyes glare at him.

The Delcatty slightly tilts her head in confusion. “Oh, but then why…?” She turns to the sweating Sentret. “Are they your friends, Linnie? Oh!” She gasps and bows an apology. “I’m so sorry for suddenly appearing like I did! I should have introduced myself first.”

“Yeah, I guess,” the Cyndaquil agrees with a frown before turning to the Sentret. “So, Linnie, you mind introducing us to your friend here?”

“O-oh, uh…” His ears droop as he turns to the confused Delcatty. “Guys, she’s Olusa.” He then proceeds to introduce the Delcatty to his other friends. As the Delcatty greets his three friends, he closes his eyes and takes a breath to steel himself. Opening his eyes, he turns to the Vulpix. “Olusa is, well…” He scratches his head. No use hiding the truth, he thinks to himself. “She was the girl I was, well, flirting with before I…y’know…went out with you.”

“Oh…” is the Vulpix’s simple answer.

The Sentret gulps. “You, uh…” he trails off. He takes another breath, and smiles a hopeful smile at the ice-type. “Y-you’re okay with this, right?”

A polygamy, where someone has multiple partners at the same time…

…where someone divides their love and attention to their partners.

“Wait… Linnie,” the Delcatty calls the Sentret with a soft glare. “Correct me if I’m wrong in my assumption, but are you currently going out with this Vulpix?”

The Sentret turns to her. “Y-yeah, sorry…” He closes his eyes and sighs. “I uh, gave up in trying to make you love me back then…”

“I see…” Frowning, the Delcatty walks up to them. “I’m not really comfortable with this arrangement,” she says as she stands beside the Sentret. Closing her eyes, she sighs, smiles, and reopens her eyes. “But it’s my fault, and I do like you,” she says as she nuzzles the blushing Sentret’s neck. “And if this is what you want, then I suppose I can give it a try.” Pulling back, she then turns to the white Vulpix and smiles at her. “Hello, Vixie,” she says with a nod. “I hope the three of us can get along.”

The Shinx and the Cyndaquil share a look.

Closing her eyes, the Vulpix takes a breath, and exhales through her nostrils. Reopening her eyes, she looks at the Delcatty who is smiling sweetly at her, and then at the Sentret who is smiling nervously at her. She nods. “…Sure,” she says. “I think I’m okay with this,” she tells them with a small smile.

An unsure smile.

As if a heavy weight has been lifted off of his shoulders, the Sentret sighs a big sigh of relief as the Delcatty’s eyes twinkle.

“Vixie,” the Cyndaquil quietly calls as the Delcatty and the Sentret engage in a lively conversation. “Are you really okay with this?”

The white Vulpix smiles a small smile at her. “I…think so?” She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “I mean, I’m…well…” She turns and looks at the two normal-types. “…maybe it’ll turn out okay,” she says as she smiles at her two teammates.

“It’s settled then,” the Delcatty says with a smile and a nod. She then turns to the Vulpix. “The three of us should get to know each other more.” Her smile sweetens, making even the white Vulpix and her friends blush upon seeing it. “How about we go eat somewhere together?” She places a dainty paw over her fluffy chest. “My treat, of course!”

“Wait,” the Sentret immediately says, blinking at her. “You don’t have to do that.”

“Oh, none of that, Linnie.” She boops his nose. “It’s the least I could do.”

The white Vulpix blinks. “Ah but—”

“Go ahead, ‘xie,” the yellow Shinx cuts her off. He smiles as the ice-type turns to him. “Don’t let some silly little guild work stand between you and those two,” he tells her, forcing himself to keep his smile up.

The ice-type frowns. “Shino…” She then turns to the shrugging fire-type. “Are you guys really sure it’s okay?”

“Why not?” the Cyndaquil tells her with a smile, but it immediately morphs into a worried frown. “But what about you though? Are you really sure you’re okay?”

Ears drooping, the ice-type shakes her head. “I don’t know.”

“Then all the more reason to go with them!” The yellow Shinx pats his friend’s shoulder. “Don’t let your dates wait, ‘xie.” He winks at her. “Go and enjoy your day.”

The white Vulpix smiles and nods. “Thanks, Shino.” She gives him a hug, and then turns to the Cyndaquil to hug her as well. “And thanks for worrying about me, Cindy.” Breaking the hug, she smiles at them both. “I think I’ll be fine.”

The fire-type nods. “Well, if you say so.” She smirks. “Just tell me if he breaks your heart, cuz I’m gonna break something very dear to him if he does.”

The electric-type shivers, his ears drooping.

Vixie chuckles. “I’ll ah, keep that in mind.” After nuzzling her fire-type friend, she then walks down the steps and joins the two normal-types.

The yellow Shinx and the Cyndaquil watch them go until they become one with the traffic.

The fire-type lets out a sigh. “I’m sure she’ll be fine.”

The electric-type frowns, feeling his cheeks hurt a bit after keeping up a forced smile for so long. “I sure hope so. She’s been through a lot…”

The two continue staring at the flow of traffic down the street.


The morning sun shines down on the busy streets of the busy cliff-side city of Tabindagat, where many Pokemon of different shapes and colors and sizes walk and float and glide through the traffic of bodies going through the cobblestone streets.

A trio of Pokemon walk through the traffic, their lively conversation mixing with the many sounds in the drifting salty air as they head towards a restaurant for them to dine in.

Well, two of the trio are having a lively conversation, at least. The Delcatty is sharing a tale of something about her cafe that the Sentret is attentively listening to as the duo walk side-by-side, with the white Vulpix walking behind them. It’s not so much a conversation, the Vulpix thinks to herself, and the Delcatty at least looks back to her and asks for her input of her tale before she continues with it. The Sentret seems happy about it, so she tries to be, too. The story is somewhat interesting anyway, so there’s that.

They soon arrive in front of a restaurant. A frown graces the Delcatty’s features upon laying her eyes on it. Not something she’s used to, but she turns her frown into a smile after a promise from the Sentret that they’ll love the food. After placing their orders, the Sentret immediately excuses himself to the restroom to at least make himself look decent.

“Oh, right… You just finished your work,” the Delcatty voices out her realization.

With a nod, the Sentret leaves the two females on their lonesome.

After watching him enter the restroom, the white Vulpix turns to the Delcatty, who’s smiling sweetly at her.

“I got to admit,” the taller Pokemon says, looking around the place. “This place’s a little messy, but I’m starting to appreciate it.” She looks up and eyes the patterns on the ceiling. “It gives off a certain story.”

The ice-type tilts her head in confusion, and then decides to look up. “So uh,” she starts, trying to steer the conversation to something she’s more comfortable with. Or at least has any ideas on how to respond anyway. If she’s going to be with them, she might as well get to know her more. She looks back to the Delcatty. “How did you and Linik meet?”

The Delcatty smiles at her. “Oh, our meeting isn’t really out of the ordinary. He just walked in my cafe one time and I served him coffee.” She chuckles. “But the times he spent helping me in my cafe…” Her smile widens as a faint hint of a blush appears on her cheeks. “…would be a good story to tell over a meal.” She winks at her. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

She blinks at her. “I guess so.”

The Delcatty nods. “I’d love to hear your story, too, Vixie.” She slightly tilts her head, smile still as serene and lovely as ever.

A soft blush reddens the white Vulpix’s face. No wonder the Sentret fell for her.

The Sentret returns, looking somewhat more presentable than he was earlier. Not long after, their meals arrive.

Breakfast goes well.

Or at least, that’s what the white Vulpix thinks anyway, as she takes another bite from her meal all the while the Delcatty shares another tale that has happened in her cafe. It’s not that there’s a problem with that, it’s just that the entirety of their meal so far has been spent with listening to the Delcatty’s stories, and the Sentret seems to be content with that as he listens and responds whenever appropriate.

The Delcatty pauses from her tale as she takes a sip from her cup, the aroma of her tea making her smile. “You’re right about this place, Linnie,” she tells him as she places her cup down, smiling sweetly at the blushing Sentret. “It may not look wonderful, but their food is divine.”

The Sentret quickly waves it off with a paw. “Oh, it’s nothing, really.” He chuckles. “I guess I just have a talent for scouting out places with good food.”

A small hint of a blush graces the Delcatty’s cheeks. “O-oh?” She manages to chuckle lightly. She then turns to the white Vulpix, who suddenly stiffens under her attention. “Oh, Vixie dear. How do you find your food?”

“Er, it’s quite alright, I guess?” she tells her with a small smile. She blinks. Wait… Why is she talking like her?

“Isn’t it?” The Sentret asks with a smile. “I’m really happy that the three of us are here.”

“So am I,” the Delcatty agrees as Vixie nods.

The trio continue eating their meal as they listen to the Delcatty’s continuation of her tale.

But only for a few minutes.

“Hold that thought,” The Sentret says after the Delcatty asked him a question, sliding off of his chair. “Need to visit the bathroom.”

The Delcatty frowns. “Again?”

“Don’t miss me too much,” he tells her, and then turns and winks at the ice-type.

The white Vulpix rolls her eyes in amusement.

The Delcatty chuckles. “We’ll try not to.” She watches him go for a second or two.

“So,” the white Vulpix suddenly says, catching the taller Pokemon’s attention. She smirks at her. “What are the chances that he’s gonna ditch us so he doesn’t have to pay for the food?”

The Delcatty lets out a gasp. “Vixie! Do you really think he’ll do something like that?”

Silly jokes doesn’t seem to work on her. She sighs. There goes her attempts at breaking the ice. “I was joking…”

“I do hope so…” The Delcatty’s ears droop as she lets out a sigh of her own.

The white Vulpix blinks at her curiously. “Is something wrong?”

The Delcatty looks at her with a small smile. “Vixie dear, be honest with me.” A pause, and then, “am I trying too hard?”

The ice-type tilts her head. “Uh, I’m not sure I understand.”

The Delcatty’s smile falters. “But you noticed. Surely you have.” She shifts her gaze back on her teacup. “This is supposed to be a date, for the three of us to get to know each other.” She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “No. This is supposed to be for the two of us to get to know each other.” She reopens her eyes, her frowning reflection looking back at her. “But my jealousy wouldn’t let me.”

A surprised blink. “Jealous? You?” She points at herself in disbelief. “Of me?” The ice-type quickly shakes off the shock. “But why?”

The Delcatty looks at her with a small smile. “Why wouldn’t I be?” She closes her eyes and lightly shakes her head. “I pushed Linnie away, but you welcomed him with open paws.” She reopens her eyes and looks up at the ceiling. “I was afraid to love him, thinking that maybe he’s just like those exes that my friends all have, but there you are, taking a risk and giving him a chance.” She looks back at her with the sweetest of smiles. “And you’re giving me a chance, too. That takes a lot of courage to do!” She lightly tilts her head. “So why wouldn’t I be jealous?”

A blush burns through the white Vulpix’s cheeks as she shyly looks away. “I… Y-you shouldn’t be.” She closes her eyes and shakes her head. “If anything, I should be jealous of you.”

The Delcatty blinks a confused blink, her ears perking up a bit. “Why so?”

“You’re beautiful,” she quietly says, glancing at her. “And not just on the outside, either. I think any guy, or even girls, can easily fall for you.”

The Delcatty sighs. “And that’s part of why I fear romance, Vixie.” She frowns at her. “They only love me because of my looks, and I feared Linnie was the same.”

“Is he?”

A blink. A tilt of the Delcatty’s head. “Well…” A small smile. “We’re here now, aren’t we?”

The ice-type reflects her smile. “We are.” A light shake of her head. “So I think we shouldn’t be jealous of each other.”

“Why not?” the Delcatty asks with a gentle smile, making the ice-type blink in confusion. “The two of us are trying to get dear Linnie’s attention.” A soft chuckle. “I think it’ll be fun to have a little bit of competition, wouldn’t you think so?”

The white Vulpix frowns. “I’m… not sure if I like that idea.”

The Delcatty chuckles once more. “I suppose it’s the business-side of me talking.” She winks at her, making the ice-type’s breath freeze for a short moment.

“Hey, girls,” Linik greets them as he walks up to his seat. “I hope you didn’t miss me too much.”

“We did,” the Delcatty tells him. She throws a teasing wink at the Vulpix and then smiles sweetly at the Sentret. “But I missed you more.”

The white Vulpix rolls her eyes and takes a bite out of her meal.

“And Vixie here thought you’ve run away to avoid paying.”

“Wait huh?” the Sentret looks at the startled Vulpix.

“It was a joke!”


A Sentret lets out a big and long yawn, his pace getting slower and slower as he and his two dates walk through the traffic in the streets.

A frown graces the Delcatty’s face, looking down at the smaller normal-type. “Linnie?”

“I’m fine, I’m fine,” he quickly tells her with a tired smile.

Her frown stretches further down. She opens her mouth to say something, but something catches her eye, gaining her attention for a moment. “Perhaps we should take a small break?”

Following her gaze, the Sentret sees a few empty benches on a grassy lot between two large buildings. “Sounds good,” he says, his smile growing as he makes a beeline towards the benches, the two females following close behind him.

The three settle on a bench, the Sentret seated between his two dates. The Delcatty frowns at him with worry.

“Are you not feeling well?”

The Sentret chuckles. “Nah,” he says, shaking his head. He throws a tired smile at the confused Vulpix, and then turns to the Delcatty. “My team and I just got back from our night shift watch when you showed up in the guild.”

“I’m sorry,” she says, her long ears drooping.

The Sentret shakes his head. “No, it’s kinda my fault.” He turns to the Vulpix. “I originally wanted to just have a quick breakfast date with Vixie, and then calling it a day.”

“Oh,” the Delcatty breathes out. “I didn’t mean to mess your plans, Linik, and Vixie.”

Alarmed, the Sentret quickly turns to her in a panic. “Oh no no no! You didn’t mess it, I swear!”

“Well, I am now feeling bad for the both of you…” The Delcatty shakes her head. “Perhaps we can end the date for today?” she asks with small yet sweet smile. “And perhaps we can go out again some time?” She turns her smile to the white Vulpix. “The three of us.”

A sigh escapes his mouth as he leans on the backrest. “I guess, yeah.” He frowns. “I don’t really want it to end so soon.”

The Delcatty chuckles, and leans down to nuzzle him. “Can’t be helped, Linkie.”

“Linkie?”

The Delcatty smiles at the white Vulpix. “Mhmm. Doesn’t it sound cute?”

A blink. “I thought it was Linnie?”

She winks at her. “Better come up with a nickname soon, else I might make claim to all of them.”

The white Vulpix rolls her eyes.

After a hearty chuckle, the Delcatty then looks down at the Sentret. “I’ll let you decide the date for the, well, date. I think it’s more convenient that way, since I’ll just be at my cafe most of the time anyway.”

The Sentret nods. “I guess.” He turns to the white Vulpix. “Vixie and I will be at the guild most of the time, so we can plan a good day for our next date.” He looks back at the Delcatty. “Does that sound okay?”

“More than okay,” the Delcatty agrees with a nod.

“Then it’s settled,” the Sentret says with a big smile, and then he lets out a long yawn. “Damn… I don’t know about you guys, but I think I’m hearing my bed calling my name.”

“And I better return to my cafe as well,” the Delcatty says as she watches the Sentret slide off of the bench.

“You have great Pokemon working for you,” he tells her. “So I think it’ll be okay.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t know about that,” the Delcatty says with a huff, and then turns to the ice-type. “Shall we walk together?”

The ice-type shakes her head. “I should maybe go back to the guild now.”

“Oh,” the Delcatty says with a frown, but then smiles when an idea pops in her head. “Well, we should walk you there!”

The ice-type blinks. “Oh no, you don’t have to,” she quickly says, shaking her head, and smiling at her. “I don’t think Linik can stay awake for that long either.”

“Yeah,” the Sentret agrees with a nod, and chuckles. “I might end up passing out on the road.”

“Wouldn’t that be a good thing?”

Both Vulpix and Sentret blink a confused blink at the smiling Delcatty.

“Vixie and I could carry you!”

“Can you even carry me though?”

The Delcatty blinks, blushes and looks away. “W-well Vixie can help.”

“I don’t understand…”

The smiling Sentret turns to the confused Vulpix. “Olusa here can barely carry a—”

“Linik, hush!” the blushing Delcatty shushes him, much to the Sentret’s amusement.

“Sorry, sorry,” the Sentret says, and sighs as his ears droop. “I can’t think properly when I’m sleepy.”

The Delcatty shakes her head and huffs. “Honestly, don’t expose me like that…” After another shake of her head, she then turns to the ice-type and smiles. “Vixie, you should visit me in my cafe sometime. After all…” She pauses as a faint blush appears on her delicate cheeks. “…we’re going to be spending a lot of time together down the line. We might as well start breaking down a few more barriers, don’t you agree?”

The white Vulpix blinks at her.

The Delcatty winks. “I have a few dresses that I think would look really lovely on you.” She closes her eyes, puts both paws on her cheeks, and squeals in delight. “Oh, I can imagine it now! You’re gonna look so cute!”

“Eh heh heh…” is the ice-type’s awkward response.

“No clue what you guys are talking about, but,” the Sentret says, and pauses as he lets out yet another yawn. “I really need to sleep.”

The Delcatty sighs dreamily. “Alright.” She nods at him, and then smiles at her. “But really, do visit me in my cafe whenever.”

“No dresses?”

She winks at the ice-type. “No promises.”

The ice-type lets out a quiet chuckle, shakes her head, and smiles at the taller normal-type. “Alright. I’ll visit your cafe soon, Olusa.” She turns around, but looks over her shoulder, smiling at the both of them. “I’ll see you guys later.”

The Delcatty nods her head. “Good luck with your guild work, Vixie.”

The white Vulpix nods her head, and waits…

…as she watches the Sentret sleepily walk down the street, with an amused Delcatty looking after him.

Watching them go for a few seconds, the ice-type then walks toward the opposite direction. As she walks through the sea of Pokemon on the cobblestone streets, she is trying her best to stop herself from frowning as waves of thoughts flood her mind.

She fails.
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Three pairs of eyes blink blankly at the Eevee.

Ears drooping, the Eevee closes his eyes and sighs. “So, uh, yeah…” He looks back at them once again. “I’m sorry for keeping it a secret from you all.” He looks away. “I just, I thought it would be best to not let you guys know that—”

“Hold up,” the Pangoro cuts in. He scratches his head. “What’s a hyu-mahn?”

It’s the Eevee’s turn to blink blankly at them, and then notices they all look confused. “Er…”

“Is that a Pokemon?” the young Nickit asks before taking another bite of her meal.

The four are seated around a table in the currently-closed restaurant, enjoying breakfast until they noticed the Eevee was being oddly quiet. He then shared with them his secret.

Which, now that he thinks about it, makes him feel stupid for assuming a human is common knowledge in a world of Pokemon. He smiles an awkward smile at the curious Nickit. “Eh, kinda? Maybe?” He blinks. “I’m honestly not sure…”

Are humans considered Pokemon in this world? An anomaly?

“Gotta be honest with you, kid,” the Pangoro says with a smirk. “I was honestly really worried back there, but us not knowing what you really are, or were, well…” He shrugs. “Kinda ruins the whole ‘big, dark secret’ reveal, if it even was one.”

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “I didn’t say it was dark.”

“You kinda implied it though.”

The Eevee groans and rolls his eyes.

The Miltank frowns. “So, you were a hooman before you became an Eevee?” She tilts her head. “Is it like, what’s the word…?”

“Transformation?” the small dark-type asks.

“Reincarnation?” the tall dark-type suggests.

The Eevee sighs as he feels that this is starting to become a hassle. “Both, kinda, but not really.” He shakes his head. “Another possibility is, as Obandech said, that maybe it’s just my consciousness that was transferred here.”

The Pangoro blinks at that. He asks—

“Consciousness?” the Nickit asks.

The Eevee awkwardly blinks at her, and then takes a glance at the Pangoro. After seeing the tall Pokemon shrug, he looks back at the young dark-type. “The, uh, the thoughts.” He taps his head. “You know, the thing that makes us think, and that weird voice inside our heads whenever we think about something.”

“Voices in our heads?” The Nickit makes a face. “Eek… Sounds creepy.”

The Pangoro chuckles.

“There’s one thing that I don’t get,” the Miltank says, catching everyone’s attention. “So you and this expedition team will go see this Palkia person in a dungeon, and he’ll send you, or your consciousness, back to your home?”

The Eevee nods.

The Miltank frowns. “Then what happens to you?”

The Eevee shrugs. “Hopefully return to my human body.”

“No, I mean…” The Miltank’s frown stretches further down. “What happens to the you that you leave behind?”

The Eevee blinks, and then lifts a paw to look at it.

Silence.

The Eevee suddenly shrugs. “Put me on display, maybe.”

The Pangoro lets out another laugh. The Miltank glares at the Eevee.

The Nickit frowns. “I don’t get it…”


“So you’re going to take my team, huh?”

The Eevee nods his head as he washes the dishes. “Yeah, but I’m probably gonna hire one more team though.” He pauses as he looks up. “Hm… I think I still have enough money on me to pay two teams at least.”

“Hopefully that’s not from my wallet.”

“I don’t even know where you hide your wallet,” the Eevee shots back. “Like seriously. I never saw you carrying a rescuer bag. Or anything!”

The Pangoro blinks at him, smirks, and gestures at himself.

The Eevee rolls his eyes. “An apron doesn’t fucking count.”

The Miltank pauses from her cooking to sigh. “Language…”

The normal-type rolls his eyes once more.

The Pangoro chuckles as he walks out of the kitchen, but pauses by the entryway. “Oh yeah…” He looks back at the Eevee. “What about those other three?”

“What other three?” the Eevee asks, still washing the dishes.

“The yellow kid and his crew.”

Oh, them. The Eevee shrugs. “They’re not gold ranks.”

“Ahh… Well, maybe you should tell them about it.”

The Eevee shakes his head. “I don’t see the point anymore.”

The Pangoro blinks. “Huh?”

The Eevee shrugs and continues washing the dishes. “I mean, you guys don’t know, so I doubt even they know what a human is anyway.”

“I meant you taking my team and leaving soon.”

The Eevee pauses and looks back at him. “Why?”

The Pangoro smiles. “They’re your friends.”

“Not really…”

“Yes, they are,” the Nickit suddenly cuts in as she walks into the kitchen. With a spin, she throws a dirty washcloth hanging from her tail towards the laundry basket. “They’re really nice, especially the white one!” She hops in front of the normal-type and smiles, her tail wagging. “You should definitely tell them, big bro, so they won’t miss you too much!”

The Eevee sighs. “Fiiine…”

The Nickit nods, and glares at him. “And you better fucking do it, or else!”

“PLU!” the Miltank shouts in alarm. “LANGUAGE!”

The Pangoro burst into laughter as the Nickit gasps and covers her mouth with both paws.

The Eevee smiles a proud smile as he pats the Nickit’s head.


The rays of the morning sun shines on the cliffside city, but the citizens easily brushes it off thanks to the constant cool breeze from the salty blue ocean drifting through every corner of the large city. Pokemon of different species glide above and stomp through the cobblestone roads and pathways, heading towards their destinations, with a few exchanging quick greetings to those they pass by.

Some stop by stores and stalls, inspecting the various items on display. Customers discuss among themselves while others are inquiring with the merchants. Some carry bags and baskets to hold their purchases with ease as they continue on their way, while others pull wagons behind them as they go through the traffic on the roads.

The energetic voice of the Kecleon as he sells his wares to his many customers ring through the salty air, reaching the twitching ears of the Eevee as he joins the sea of Pokemon, heading towards the guild.

Closing his eyes, and if the Eevee ignores the obvious telltale sounds of Pokemon, he can almost fool himself into believing that he’s back in his home world, in the city, walking along with the sea of people on the sidewalk as he heads toward his destination…

…as a human.

Now that he thinks about it, there actually is quite a very large difference. The air may be saltier, but it is fresher, and more soothing compared to the city air back home. And the cars, their rolling rubber wheels screeching down roads, their horns and alarms blaring through the dusty and smoky air.

He reopens his eyes and frowns. “Those can go to hell for all I care,” he whispers to himself.

As he walks through the morning traffic, the Eevee can’t help but notice a number of grass-types floating by. A little more than usual. And if he looks hard enough, he can see each one of them that floats by are leaving behind tiny dust-like…dust falling towards the traffic of Pokemon below.

“You’ll be seeing a lot of them in the coming days,” says a familiar female voice from behind him. Stopping herself from chuckling, she smiles at the annoyed Eevee. “Good morning.”

“Don’t sneak up on me like that.”

“Sorry,” the white Vulpix says with a small nod of apology. “I didn’t mean to, but you were walking slow and I kinda, well, caught up to you.” She looks up and eyes a Hoppip floating by. “Do you want me to tell you about them?”

“My curiosity’s going to kill me one day,” the Eevee says, and sighs with a nod.

“Nothing wrong with that,” the white Vulpix offers as the two continue walking. “The curious part, I mean.” A small frown. “Well, first of all, they’re wilds.”

The Eevee blinks at that.

“Most of them anyway.” She looks ahead. “The guild and the city police department release controlled ones to, well, remove the scent of heat, basically,” the ice-type explains rather awkwardly.

The Eevee mulls it over, but ultimately gives up. This world is simply too illogical for him. “Hot weather has a smell now?”

Despite being covered in fur himself, he never really felt hot in this world. Or at least in this city anyway.

The Vulpix blinks at him, and laughs.

And somehow, her laughter sounds so—he blocks the thought out. He frowns. “Look, I admit I don’t know a lot, okay? Sue me.”

“Sorry, sorry…” She takes a breath to compose herself, and the duo then continue walking. “By heat, I meant the, well, you know…” She shifts her gaze awkwardly. “The scent we females give off during spring.”

Oh. He gets it now.

But the mischievous side of him is telling him to—

He gives her a confused look. “I don’t understand how spring has any connection to you females,” he tells her.

A soft red hue burns through her white-furred cheeks as she looks ahead, trying to wrack her brain for ways to explain it to him while ignoring the embarrassment of the topic.

While a stray thought is mentally kicking her for bringing this up in the first place.

“It’s um, usually the season where, er…” She glances at him and notices a smirk from him. Blinking, her facial features quickly morph into annoyance. “You knew all along!”

The Eevee laughs. “You should have seen yourself,” he says and continues to laugh.

She glares at him for a few short moments until she realizes something. As the Eevee’s laughter dies down, she blinks and tilts her head. “I hope you don’t mind me saying this but…” She smiles before continuing, “you seem to be livelier than usual today.” She only saw him this lively when he interacts with his sister, so seeing him like this without her is odd.

Odd in a good way.

The Eevee blinks at her for a moment or two and then shifts his gaze ahead, contemplating. Minus the dish washing, his day has started better than usual. Maybe it’s because of a huge weight that’s no longer on his shoulders? Of him sharing the fact that he’s a human?

He’s not entirely sure.

He was surprised and got annoyed when she suddenly popped out of nowhere, but it quickly went away, at least that’s what he thinks anyway.

He looks back at her, and her looking back at him with a small smile. He slightly shakes his head. “I’m a… No. Vixie, I was a human.”

She blinks at him, looking confused. “Hooman?”

“Nevermind.”

She frowns. “Hey wait. You brought it up, so now I’m curious, too.”

The Eevee shakes his head. “Really, just forget about it.”

She sighs. Best not to push him further else he gets angry again. “You’re really weird.” And he didn’t even answer her question. Best not to push him.

He chuckles. “I’ve heard worse,” he tells her. “Are you heading to the guild?”

She shakes her head. “Not yet. I’m going back to my apartment to…” She trails off, suddenly remembering two certain normal-types. She frowns. “…to freshen up…”

He blinks at her. “…You do look rather tired. Did you just got back from a mission?” He slightly tilts his head. “Did your team pick a hard mission?”

He’s actually having a conversation with her instead of quickly ending it. And he’s concerned? She smiles a small smile and shakes her head. “No. Just, well…” she trails off once more, and then notices that they’re about to pass her apartment by. “Oh, I’m here.”

Does she really want their conversation to end here?

On one hand, the Eevee’s chipper than usual and actually is holding a conversation, which is rare, but on the other, he still has an unpredictable mood swings, and it’s almost like walking on thin ice when talking with him.

He blinks and stops with her. He looks at the building and notices that it looks almost the same as any other neighboring building in the area. Only major difference is the big sign that says it’s an apartment.

He looks back at her and nods. “Well, have a good rest, I suppose.”

Rest? She smiles and nods back. “Thanks. I guess I’ll be seeing you?”

“We’ll see.” And he walks away.

She watches his retreating form until he’s swallowed by the sea of traffic. She closes her eyes, sighs, and retreats to her room as her mind reminds her of earlier events.


Entering the guild, the normal-type quickly goes to the library and work on the planning and preparation with the Mew.

“So you’re actually going to take my advice?” the Mew asks with a smile.

The Eevee nods. “Yeah. I’m taking Maz’s team, and hire another one for good measure.”

“Do you have a team in mind?”

The Eevee shakes his head. “No. I was hoping there’s a list somewhere for me to pick one.” He shrugs. “If none, then it doesn’t really matter which team goes with me, really.”

“What about your friends’ team?” she asks.

He blinks. “Shino?” He shakes his head. “They’re not gold rank yet.”

“Ah,” is the Mew’s simple reply. “That’s unfortunate. You should at least let them know, you know?”

He sighs. “Maz said the same thing. I suppose I should do it.” Maybe. Probably.

The Mew chuckles.

Now that he thinks about it, he should have told Vixie about it. But then again, judging from his previous experience, he’ll eventually run into them again sooner or later, whether he likes it or not.

He lets out another sigh.

But if some miracle that he doesn’t run into them again…

“I’ll just let that dumb panda deliver the message,” he mumbles to himself.

“Huh?” the Mew looks up from her writing. “Did you say something?”

He shakes his head. “Nevermind.” He grabs a piece of paper. “So I’ll just fill this form up?”

The Mew nods. “Mhmm. Afterwards, I’ll let it have a run with the guys below and they’ll handle the hiring process and stuff.”

“Alright,” he says with a nod. “Got a pen I can borrow?”

She looks toward the desk where the blue-ringed Umbreon is busy working with his own set of paperwork. She waves a glowing hand and—

“A paw-friendly one, please.”

The Mew blinks and smiles. “Right. One Eevee pen coming right up.”
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