
“I regret coming down here,” Alex moaned, imitating Tschel’s usual complaint tone.  The hotel lounge was, reportedly, usually a fun place.  However, Marril had discovered that there was karaoke, and was at the moment singing “Mezaze Pokémon Master” on a consistent, off key.


Tschel put his hands over his face as he leaned back in his seat.  “At least she’ll be done soon.  Goddish, this night’s not going well.”


There was relative silence as Alex listened to Marril finish singing along to the song, while Tschel was doing the exact opposite.  “Well,” Alex admitted, “at least she’s not all over the place.”


“Heard worse,” Tschel added, as if to find one good thing to say.


At another table, Agent Yuusuke from Team Rocket was having his off time trampled on.  An Orthan Marril was singing along to a sickeningly upbeat song.  He finished his drink and turned to watch the modified Pokémon.


I’ve had too many, Yuusuke frowned.  He thought it odd to find the Marril rather, ah, not unattractive, telling himself a euphemism.  He blinked and looked back at his empty glass.  It has only been his second drink, as well.  He listened to her finish the song.  Not the best singer that had been on stage that night, though far from the worst.  She was a pitch off the song, but at least it was a consistent pitch.


Oh, what the heck, Yuusuke decided.  You only live once.


Yuusuke ordered another drink.  So long as he didn’t do anything outright stupid, like make a move on the Orthan Marril, he figured he was in good order.  Still, she didn’t look to be that much younger than he was—perhaps three or four years at most.


“No,” Yuusuke muttered to himself.  “I’m on leave, last thing I need is to make an incident.”


Marril took a seat beside Alex.  “Well, that was fun.”


“I’ll say nothing,” Tschel said quickly.


Marril stuck her tongue out at Tschel.  “Did better than you would have.”


“Tschel,” Alex said before Tschel could say anything, “Don’t take that as a challenge.  Please.  I mean it.”


Tschel snickered.  “Fine, fine.”


“Hey, this next guy’s way better than I was,” Marril pouted, listening to the next person to go up on stage.


Alex turned in his seat to look at the stage.  The person up on stage was a teenage guy, about 18 or 19 by the look of him, with medium-length black hair.  The guy could karaoke pretty well, too, and was even dancing a little.


“Well,” Tschel said, “you’re still the best Orthan this place has seen.”


Marril paused to decide whether to take that as an insult or not.  Alex patted both of their shoulders.


“You see,” Alex said.  “You two can get along when you try.”


Tschel, unable to think of anything to say to that, simply looked around, evasive of the subject.  He blinked upon seeing something odd.


“Marril,” Tschel said slowly, “don’t be obvious about it, but take a look at that guy over there.  I think he’s failing at discreetly staring at you.”


“Really?”  Marril asked, puzzled.  She glanced in the direction Tschel had indicated.


“Wouldn’t lie about something like that.  Yeah, though, he’s definitely staring.”


“Looks like he’s just had one too many.”


“No,” Tschel shook his head; “I can recognize it when I see it.”


Marril turned back to face Tschel, then opened and closed her mouth, deciding against saying something.


“Want me to Ice Beam him?”  Marril asked.


“If he tries anything, feel free,” Alex said.  “Just let the guy be, though.  Odds are he won’t even remember it tomorrow.”


The next morning, Yuusuke awoke with a slight headache.  It wasn’t anything resembling a hangover, just a minor annoyance.  He’d definitely been in that lounge listening to bad karaoke and worse comedy too late, he decided.


“At least I didn’t do anything stupid,” Yuusuke said to himself as he looked into the mirror in the bathroom.  “Probably wasn’t anybody there anyway.”


“Team Rocket’s definitely up to something,” Officer Jenny pointed out.  “They wouldn’t just attack two gym leaders without provocation.”


The Neo League didn’t condone the unofficial meeting being held in Keisatsu City—known mainly around the world as the hometown of the many Officer Jennies, and the only commonly known city in the Neo League.  The Jennies were by definition a justice-loving group, and weren’t planning on letting Team Rocket’s actions go unpunished.


With this in mind, several Jennies were called to Keisatsu to attend a meeting to decide what to do on the matter.


“We don’t know what, though,” another Jenny countered.


“I think it’s a diversion,” yet another Jenny added.  “Team Rocket’s hiding something and they want us to look the other way.”


“It can’t be anywhere that we have jurisdiction,” the first Jenny stated.  “It would have to be a fairly large deal, and we’d have gotten evidence if there was anything of note.”


One of the Jennies turned towards another Jenny.  “You’ve been quiet, Jenny.”


“I’ve been thinking,” said Jenny, “that if that shadowy counter-intelligence head of theirs was really trying to hide something, that it would be hidden.”


“Go on.”


“So, this has to be a diversion of some sort, to make us look the other way, because what they’re hiding is right in our faces.  Because of that, we’re supposed to search for something hidden that isn’t there while something major goes down straight in front of us.”


All of the other Jennies murmured quietly.


“That’s an interesting idea, Jenny,” said one of the Jennies.


“What do you suggest we do about it?  We’re just policewomen,” asked another Jenny.


“If the League refuses to do something,” said the profound Jenny, “we’ll have to do it.  Go out of our jurisdiction if we have to.”


“That’s an idea,” said another Jenny.


“We should at least give it serious consideration.”


Lance smiled.  He thanked Officer Jenny for her troubles and switched off the microphone.  Talking through an Officer Jenny was technically illegal, he knew.  The only two problems with him talking directly to the authorities were at the same time the most irritating.


Firstly, Lance was the Champion of the Pokémon League.  As an official, the Neo League was not obligated to give him the time of day.  The second was that Lance’s credibility was strained to the breaking point.  Too many people who would have in the past supported him were speaking out against him.


Lance exited the booth and nearly ran into Lorelei.


“Sir, you look like you’ve been trampled by a Rhydon.”


Lance smiled weakly.  “I feel that way, too.  Team Rocket’s getting out of hand.”


“Makes me wish Agatha was still alive.  She always knew how to beat Team Rocket no matter what they did.”


“No point worrying about that now.”


“Guess not.”


Lance leaned against the wall.  “They’re a full-blown criminal syndicate.  There’s nothing anybody’s willing to do because they all think that Team Rocket is like they were while that witch was still running their show.”


“You’re willing to do something,” Lorelei pointed out.


“I’m just not good enough.”


“What would Agatha say to that?”


Lance sighed.


“Next stop, Naryt City,” Alex decided.


“Why Naryt?”  Tschel asked.


“No reason,” Alex said.  “Was just reading the travel brochure.  Seems like a nice city and all, plus you’ll never guess their gym leaders.”


“Oh, I know,” Marril said eagerly.


“I meant Tschel.”


“Oh.”


“Well?”  Alex asked.


“Dunno,” Tschel shrugged.


Alex sat up on the bed.  “Fuchsia’s old gym leader, Koga, and his sister Aya.”


“You’re kidding,” Tschel said.  “Those two were hard.”


“He beat Koga once,” Marril pointed out. 


“Yeah, so did I.  But they’re skilled gym leaders.  Koga was once a Rocket Elite, too, then a member of the Elite Four,” Tschel said, mentally noting that the man really got around.


“Gotta fight them sooner or later,” Alex said.  He laid on his side, leaning on his left arm.


Tschel kicked his heels against the foot of the second bed.  “Can’t be harder than Dai and Satoru.”


Marril ruffled Tschel’s hair.  “That’s the spirit!”


Tschel looked at Alex plaintively.


“Marril, stop annoying him,” Alex said automatically.


“How long’ll it take to get there?”  Tschel asked, trying to stay on the subject.


“About a day,” Marril said absently, flipping through the Naryt City visitors’ guide.


“Tschel, don’t say it,” Alex beat Tschel’s complaint.


“I wasn’t going to.”


Alex got up and sat beside Tschel.  Hugging him, he said, “I love you, remember.  But she’s still my friend so you’ll just have to learn to get along with her.”


“Thanks, Alex,” Tschel said.  “Sometimes I think you’re the only reason I’m staying sane.”


Alex looked at Marril to stop her from taking the straight-line. 

