
Ash, Misty, Pikachu, and Brock were wandering aimlessly down yet another road in the middle of yet another forest.  None of them really paid attention to the landscape around them; it looked almost identical to all the other roads they’d been traveling for so long.  The only difference was on this road there was very little shade where they were walking, and since it was about midday in July, they were all moving rather sluggishly. 

Ash and Misty had gotten into a fight that morning, and this time it had been serious.  Neither one would speak to the other at all, and the sheer volume of it had been enough to make Togepi cry so hard that Misty had to confine her to a pokeball.  Although Brock did not know what it was about, it had been almost serious enough to come to blows.  Thank goodness he had

been there to stop it before they both did something they’d regret for the rest of their lives. So the walk had been in an uneasy, sweltering silence ever since it had begun.  Finally, Ash stuck a hand out and put all his weight on the tree he touched. Ash said he could not go any further right now and the sighed. 

Misty and Brock exchanged a surprised look; they had been extremely close to doing what Ash had just done, but they never expected that Ash, of all people, would be the one to call it quits.  They quickly looked back at him, and collapsed into the shade off the side of the road, agreeing with his statement.  All of them just sat there, breathing heavily and enjoying the break from the blazing sun above. 

Pikachu suddenly perked up and started dashing off into the forest.  Ash groaned and told pikachu to come back.  Ash took off after pikachu while Misty and Brock remained in the shade of a tree.  Then Ash hollered back to them and told them he was going in the river.  Then all of them took off their clothes so nothing but their swimsuits were on and jumped in. 

She saw Brock lazily swimming in circles, and Ash was doing the same, but then he got a devious look on his face and ducked underwater.  Now alert, Misty tried to keep an eye out for him, but before she could do anything, she felt someone grab hold of her waist and pull her underwater.  She surfaced, sputtering, and came face to face with a grinning Ash. Without any hesitation, she leaped forward, grabbed hold of his shoulders, and dunked him underwater. She held him there for about two seconds before allowing him to breathe, but she ducked underwater before he could retaliate.  Ash, upon not seeing her above the water, dove under the water as well and found her about to surface, but instead of letting her do that he clamped onto her wrist and pulled her back down deeper into the water. She struggled to get free, but Ash’s grip was surprisingly tight.  He managed to encircle his free arm around her waist in such a way that her other arm was pinned to her side. Together, still in that position, they surfaced and gasped for air.  Misty took advantage of this and managed to free her wrist from his grip, but the force of the pull spun her around in his arms so that their faces were less than an inch apart, and his arm still held her to him around the waist tightly. 

It took both Ash and Misty a moment to realize what was going on, and they blushed furiously once they realized how close they were to each other, but strangely enough neither one felt an urgent need to break away from the position. Time froze and they just gazed at each other, neither one understanding the rush of mixed emotions running through their hearts and minds.  Then came the spark of realization, almost as if Pikachu had shocked them.  Maybe Ash wasn’t such a self-centered, uncaring, egotistical bastard, and maybe Misty wasn’t a scrawny, big-mouthed, annoying little wench.  And maybe, just maybe… 

Misty’s free hand found its way to his hair and brushed a lock out of his eyes.  Ash’s other arm came to encircle her waist and she slid her previously trapped arm free of his embrace, only to use it to capture him in a hug which he was returning whole-heartedly.  Floods of memories assaulted them both; all of the arguments that they had had, all the teasing, all the little

things that hadn’t meant a thing, the larger ones that nearly crossed the line, but mostly of the one argument that had done just that. Neither was spared as all of the hurtful things they had said to each other came back to haunt them. 

They had apologized to each other Misty and Ash loosened their grip on each other just enough so that they faced each other again. Then Ash admitted to Misty that she wasn’t loud-mouthed, scrawny little wench and that he thought she was one of the nicest, prettiest girls he ever met.

As Ash held Misty in his arms, he was struck by the realization that he didn’t want to let her go.  He was afraid if he let go of her now they’d have another fight, that maybe they’d go too far and he’d drive her away completely.  This prospect frightened him more than he thought it would, and he was almost tempted to tell Misty that maybe his feelings for her were going beyond friendship…but he couldn’t be sure.  He would have to explore this avenue of thought before even considering talking to

her about it. Besides, feelings like these could ruin their newly mended friendship, and there was no way he would risk it. 

Brock sat by the bank of the river, watching the whole scene unfold. He, in the past few minutes, had seen Ash and Misty go from hating each other’s guts, to flirtatiously playing in the water, to shock, to apologizing to each other, to something.  Brock was in suspense.

Maybe we’ll never know……...THE END

