Turn Around

A Post-PCA shortie by Micah Weil


The last show of the evening had just let out, and the patrons were filing out of the theater. They were chatting about the play as they passed the mightyena. He looked positively uncomfortable, standing there as he leaned on a broom. The last show was always the quickest to clean up after; no snacks while they watched the actors emote, simply because everyone had eaten. The late shows played to the poshest of people, which meant that he'd be quick and ready to go home.


He didn't want that.


"Don't worry," he said, pushing the broom towards the now empty theater. "I've got this. Clock out early." The small group of ushers that were approaching the theater smirked and stepped to one side. This was a nightly occurrence; he'd take over the cleaning so he'd have to spend as much time as he needed.


"Not tonight, Glenn." The voice came from the back of the pack. Their manager stomped over, the natural weight of a graveller behind each step, and set his hand on the dark type's shoulder. "Not tonight. You've been working your ass off by yourself every night I have you scheduled."


"Thank you," the mightyena responded. "But-"


"No. I'm not going to allow it tonight." The others had already scampered into the theater to start cleaning. "You need to go and relax." He watched as, expected, the mightyena began to fidget. "Your hours will be covered. Don't worry; you'll still get paid."


"It's...not that. I mean, I've still got energy. No reason to go home, right? May as well spend it at work." He chuckled nervously, even more so as he was led to the front door. "Seriously, boss. Don't send you home."


"I am not sending you home. You're not staying here, though. Go out and have some fun." He stuffed a couple of bills into his pocket. "My treat."


"R-really...boss-"


"It's okay, your brother's here. He called earlier and said he was picking you up early."


Glenn suddenly broke down, ripping himself free of his boss and starting back to the theater. "Oh no! I'm not going back for one of my father's 'late night training sessions'. I deal with his bullshit enough."


"That's why you took the job. I know." The rock crossed his arms across his chest. "I didn't say it was the two idiots you live with."


"Wait...what?" The suited graveller opened the front door, allowing the taller mightyena to stroll in. He was garbed in a leather jacket, jeans, and a pair of sneakers, his eyes hiding behind a pair of aviator shades. "Your more useful brother called ahead and told me to have you ready as soon as the last show got out."


"Hey Glenn," the mightyena said, taking his shades off. "The manager said I could have the night off to hang with you."


"Um..." Glenn turned away, thrusting his thumbs into his pockets. "Hey, Axel."


"C'mon. Got a club we can go to. Hang out, you know?" He smiled warmly and offered a gloved hand.


"Thanks...Axel. I know you're trying to make up for everything...everyone did to me growing up, but-"


"No buts. I had to beg for this opportunity, and I don't want to disappoint." He stormed over and lifted the smaller mightyena up off his feet. "Do it as a favor for me, hmm?"


He frowned. "Fine, but you owe me big on this one. Now, put me down."


They traveled out of Viridian, hitting the highway and bee-lining it towards Lavender. With Axel at the wheel, Glenn could do nothing but sit in his seat and lean an elbow out of the window. "I kinda get it," he said as they started to pass through Saffron. "I'm giving you credit; you have done a lot for me in the last couple of years. A lot more than you have ever done for me in my life." He frowned. "It's not necessary, though, to take me out."


"I'm not your type?" Axel joked, giving his brother a playful slug in the arm.


"We're dark types, you meathead." He sighed. "I don't like going out. I like going to work and staying there as long as I can, so I don't have to go home and deal with the old man's shit."


"I know. I was surprised you so quickly jumped on a minimum wage job. You aren't going to move out with the money you're making there, you know."


"Yeah, well, will moving out really stop him from trying to drag be back to fight?"


"You could always go live with Athena. Or Jessica. I'm sure they could hook you up with a place to rest your head and help you find a job."


"Jessica's family is always looking for help on the farm," he said dryly.


"Yeah, and they love you like you were one of their own."


"They've done so much for me during school. I'm not going to do that to them."


Axel chuckled. "You're as stubborn as I am. I'm not gonna push you to go ask them, though."


"Why? When you're pushing me to go...wherever the hell it is we're going." He grunted and watched the city lights pass by.


"We're going to a small club. Figured you'd like it."


"Oh great. A club." Glenn turned to his brother and cast a glare at him. "You know I don't like going to clubs."


"Too many idiots." He cut him off quickly. "This is a smaller club, with fewer people. Besides, this isn't my idea." There was a pause as Glenn tried to process it. "This was requested of me by someone that wants to see you."


"You're...not trying to set me up with someone, are you?"


"Nope. All I know is, it came across my desk, and I talked to my manager about it." They pulled back onto the road and sped up. "You'll like it, I promise."


"...I better." He growled a little bit and stared out of the window.


The club was as small as Axel had promised. The machoke at the door saw Axel and waved them both in. They grabbed a booth at the far end of the room and settled down. It didn't take long before they were accosted by a waitress, looking to take their orders. With everything put in, on Axel's dime, she turned to leave. "Say, miss," Axel quickly interrupted before she could get too far. "Who's the band tonight?"


"Pidgeottos in the Park," she said with a smile. "They'll be on in a few minutes. Your drinks should be out after their first song."


"Good." He leaned back in his seat, his arms going along the back of the booth.


"Pidgeottos in the Park?" Glenn asked, curious about the band.


"Nice little band I found out in Fuchsia Nice sound to 'em. They do a little rock, a little pop, and some covers. Thinkin' of payin' 'em to write me a new theme for the league." He chuckled. "Instrumental, of course."


"Oh. Well, doesn't say much about them. So why-"


"Shh. They're starting." The house lights had dimmed; even Glenn in his club cluelessness knew enough to shut up. He sat back in the seat as the lights quit on them.


"Good evening folks, and how are the drinks?" There was some muttering and cheering from the gathering. "We have quite the show for you tonight, with local band Pidgeottos in the Park coming out to play for us." The cheers grew. "Of course, we are also graced with the presence of the Fuchsia Combat League's own Axel Aurock tonight." A spotlight immediately lit their booth up. "He's here with his brother tonight. Enjoying the show so far?"


Axel smirked and nudged Glenn. "Answer the man, will ya?"


"Um..." He looked towards the lights. "Just got here, actually. Just sat down." 


"Oh, well, we hope you enjoy the show!" The lights died. "Now, normally, this is where I'd shut up and let the band do its thing, but they are doing things a little differently tonight. As a matter of fact, their bassist has told me that this song is dedicated to the young man that just spoke up." The light above their booth slowly turned back on, illuminating their booth.


"Bassist?" He looked at Axel, who's smile had only grown wider. His aviator shades were also back on his face, which meant he was trying to hide something. "Axel."


"Watch." He pointed at the stage.


"So, without further ado, here is Pidgeottos in the Park, performing their cover of Bonnie Tyrannitaur's 'Total Eclipse of the Heart'. Give it up!" The crowd erupted into cheers.


The first thing to light up on the stage was the noctowl at the keyboards that had been set up. He had both hands working, paying two different types of notes - electric and what sounded like a traditional piano. They both played the same notes, which filled the room with a quick, pleasant tempo. Even Glenn found himself bouncing in his seat in time with the keys. The back of the stage slowly lit up to a Staraptor on the drums as she rapid pounded away on one of the cymbals on his setup. The third light turned up just as he was fully lit; a farfetch'd girl, dressed in some of the plainest clothing he'd ever seen on any stage. She'd stum on her guitar as she sang into the mic before her. It was just a cry, something that blended so well with the music already playing.


Glenn's ears twitched as he listened. "I hear her and the bassist," he said, leaning over to Axel to whisper. "But I don't see a bass."


"Shh. Watch."


The song continued for a few seconds, before the pianist stopped playing, the lights over him dimming. The drummer turned to face the singer, her big bass drum pumping out a steady beat. The spot next to the singer lit up, if just barely, revealing the silhouette of the bassist.


"Turn Around." The voice was haunting, filling Glenn's ears and making him shiver.


"Axel?" He looked at his brother, unsure of whether or not he had just heard what he did.


"Every now and then I get a little bit lonely and you're never coming round," the farfetch'd girl sang, her voice now soft and inviting.


"Turn Around." Again, Glenn shivered.


"...it can't be..." His attention was glued to the silhouetted bassist, who's lights were starting to grow.


"Every now and then I get a little bit tired of listening to the sound of my tears."


"Turn around."


"This isn't funny, Axel," Glenn whispered. "Who's the bassist?"


"Every now and then I get a little bit nervous that the best of all the years have gone by."


"Turn around." He could see the bassist's silhouette; he was tall, and his wingspan huge, but he couldn't make out anything.


"Every now and then I get a little bit terrified..." She looked directly at Glenn, who had only now realized that their booth was also alight. The look startled him, forcing him to sit back against his chair. "...and then I see the look in your eyes."


The lights turned up. Their bassist was a fearow, dressed in leather and jeans. The feathers atop his head spread out in a very wild pattern, one that make Glenn take a deep breath. He knew that fearow. "Turn around, Bright Eyes." The bassist looked directly at him.


Bright Eyes. His old monicker in school. 

              The rest of the song was drowned out by his own head. He watched the pair bounce across the stage, happily playing their song. It became too much for him all too quickly; Glenn grabbed a tissue as Axel smiled and rubbed his brother's back. "Joshua?"


The band played until midnight, after which, the club quickly degraded to generic techno music. Glenn didn't say a word after their first song, doing nothing but looking down at his drink. It wasn't until one of the waitresses approached him and his brother that he started paying attention to anything. "Excuse me?" she asked, breaking him out of his stupor. "Glenn? Axel?"


"Y-yes?" Glenn's voice shook with the emotions making it hard for him to enjoy the evening.


"The band wishes to invite you to the back room for drinks."


"I..." He looked at his brother, who was already getting up. He got to his feet as well. "Y-yeah. Okay."


Axel handed him another tissue. "I am going to get us new drinks. I will be back there soon."

             Glenn winced. "Jerk."

             "Not into that. Sorry. Another club soda?"

             "Pinap colada. Extra rum." He looked at the waitress and smiled. "Ready."

             She smiled and took his hand. "You'll be fine, Bright Eyes."

             "Please don't call me that."

             Glenn knew all about green rooms from his job. Of course, there were no makeup stands or trays of fancy snacks; these were not actors at a professional theater. There were tables set up, sure, but they had cheap beer and bar snacks. The band's equipment cases sat in the corner, piled up haphazardly. The "seating" was a pair of folding chairs, a couple of beanbags, and an old couch that sat front and center.

              Sitting in the center of it, reading a book, was the keyboardist. The noctowl looked up at him, inspecting him for the moment. "Hmm...no leather, no spikes, a terrified look..." He closed his book and stood up, offering a feathered hand. "You must be Glenn."

              Glenn frowned. "I am not terrified," he grumbled, shaking the offered hand. "Just had a long day and an even longer night."

              "Well, you are among friends here. Sit, relax. Giana'll be back with food soon." He smiled. He was so refined, so calm. How was HE in a bar band? Glenn let these thoughts swirl as he took a seat. "Joshua speaks highly of you."

              "Still? I haven't spoken to him in-"

              "Several years. We know." He patted him on the back. "My name's Oliver, by the way."

              "Nice to meet you, Ollie."

              He smirked. "You call me that, I call you Bright Eyes."

              "...all right, Oliver."

              "Though, I can't see why you have that nickname." He leaned a little closer, looking up into his eyes from his new vantage point. "I don't see any light in them."

              "What?"

              "Josh said your eyes were always so full of life. Yours look like you are an abused growlithe." He stood up straight when he saw the wince. "Everything okay?"

              "It's just been a bad night, that's all." Glenn put on his best smile, hoping it would shunt the conversation elsewhere. The noctowl smiled sadly. "Can I sit?"

              Oliver opened his mouth to speak, but was drowned out by a holler from the door. He jumped as the door slammed open; the staraptor strolled in and set a large box on the table. "Tacos!" she declared. Her amazonian stature was garbed in a pair of jeans and a tank top, with the picture of a pair of pidgeottos sitting on a park bench. She folded her arms under her ample chest, standing proudly.

             Oliver stood up straight once more, adjusting his glasses. "Giana," he said dryly. "We have a guest."

             "Huh?" She looked at Glenn. "Axel. Yeah, we met."

             "I am not Axel," Glenn said carefully. The large woman terrified him, especially if she was that excited over take-out.

             "Wait, then that means..." She squealed and lunged at him, grabbing hold and smushing him into her chest with both arms. "You're Josh's Bright Eyes!"

             He whimpered. "Please let me go. I like breathing."

             "Why? He said you give great hugs."

             "He's said more than that," Oliver interjected. "Don't think that matters here. You're making him uncomfortable, Giana."

             "How can you tell?" She looked down at the mightyena, who's fur was now on end from the rough treatment the girl had given him. She laughed and let him go. "Thought you went to the combat academy. Gettin' soft?"

            Glenn growled lowly and shoved her aside. "I get plenty of practice at home, THANK you very much," he snarled. "I think I should go."

            "Oh come on," she protested. "I was only playing-"

            "I said I'm going!" He could feel his blood boil. He turned to Oliver. "Oliver, it was nice meeting you. Give my apologies to Joshua. I was looking forward to seeing him." He turned towards the door before anyone could say anything else, stopping only because his way was blocked.

             She stood about as tall as Joshua had before he evolved into the tall, lanky man he was today. She was about a hair less stout as well, her curves subtle, but still very much there. The farfetch'd wore a stern look, one she cast at Giana, emphasizing her displeasure along with the hands on her hips. "We agreed to be nice to him," she said disdainfully.

             "But I was being nice," Giana protested. A leek suddenly shot out, smacking against the top of her head. The staraptor quickly backed down. The new girl shook her head and looked at Glenn once more. "Sorry, she's a bit enthusiastic. Did Ollie at least treat you well?"

             "He hit on a bit of a sore spot." He looked at the shrinking noctowl. "At least he didn't shove me into his tits." He smiled.

             "Oh. Well, I know he dropped it as soon as he realized what he was doing." She smiled and stepped a little closer. "Is it okay if I give you a hug, Glenn?"

             "Huh?" He looked down at her. "Sure, I guess. I'd like your name first, though."

             "Kaitlyn," she said as she wrapped her arms around him.

             He returned the gesture. "You're Joshua's girlfriend?"

             "Fiance." She smiled and gave him a squeeze.

             He smiled and looked down at her. "Good. I'm glad. Pestered him throughout school to try girls before committing to men." She smiled and nodded. He laughed. "I can see why, though. Hugging you is like hugging Delilah."

             She laughed and let go of him. "You're a charmer, it seems." Her arms went across her chest; she was not leaving the doorway.

             He rubbed his arm. "Only one out of the family." He began to sway uncomfortably. "I was on my way out, anyway. A bit too much being dragged out of my way and..." He looked down at the ground. He didn't want to admit it to himself; his heart ached a little.

             "I didn't go out of my way to talk to Miss Sal'n about getting you out here just to have you walk away." She stepped forward, urging him towards the couch. "Please. Just a little longer?"

             He was mute for a few moments. "...just keep titzilla away from me."

             "I will sit between you two. She fears this." She held up her leek and walked him to the sofa. "Besides, I want to get to know you."

             Kaitlyn was the chatterbox, he quickly discovered. It was little wonder why she was a singer. Glenn found himself quickly wrapped up in the conversation, ignoring the growling in the back of his own head to leave. He wanted to know more about her, and the more he learned, the more he wanted to know. "Ya know," he laughed, "If I didn't know better, I'd say you were using Attract on me." She laughed and shook her head. "Is THAT how you landed him?" She swatted him with the leek and gave him another hug, appreciating the tease.

             "You know that wouldn't work," a stern voice responded. His attention was drawn to the door, where his demeanor immediately sobered up. The final avian stood there, his arms crossed, wrapped in his majestic wing span. His crest had been unslicked, and sat proudly at attention. Glenn got to his feet and slowly approached him. "Attract," he continued, "only works on those attracted to the gender using it. At the time I met her, I was very much pining for you."

             "A-and now?" Joshua was the striker of the team, back in school. He took orders from the mightyena, who now stood before him, humble and subdued.

             "Now? Now, I have a wonderful fiance, whom I love dearly." He moved before him. "I am no longer the angry monster from-"

             "You were never a monster!" Glenn was quick to interrupt.

             Joshua smiled. "And I still care very deeply for you." He wrapped his arms around him and pulled him close to his body. "I have a wonderful girl who understands when I say that I still love you with all my heart, Glenn."

             "I missed you."

             "I missed you too." He squeezed him closer still, tears streaming down the feathers on his face. "I hear you've been hurting, puppy."

             "It's just living with my old man," he said dryly. "I will live."

             "No you won't," Kaitlyn interrupted. She was behind Glenn, now, wrapping her arms around the pair. "Everyone knows what your father's like."

             "Joshua's got a big beak," Giana chimed in.

             "I've always worried that your father is going to hurt you," Joshua explained. "Or he's going to push you so hard that you hurt him and end up in jail. We want you to come live with us is Fuchsia"

             Glenn chuckled dryly. "You mean house sit while you guys tour."

             Kaitlyn stuffed her knee against his rear end. "We have a couple of steady gigs down there, and a studio that wants to publish us. So, we decided to get places there and settle down."

             He nodded, understanding. "I don't want to intrude on anyone."

             "Nonsense," Oliver insisted. "If staying with them is uncomfortable, stay with me or Gi."

             "We're more than happy to," Gianna added. "Ollie's a bit of a neat freak if that's your thing, but there's always a party with me!"

             Glenn sighed. "Thank you, really. This is just...something that's too big for me to do right now. It's bad enough I eat a small ton in costs travelling to work. Going from where I am now to Fuchsia?"

             Joshua winced. "I get it, Glenn. It doesn't have to be with us. Your brother's league's in town. Go live with him. Just promise me that you'll get out of that house. I don't want you doing something that gets you locked up."

             "...I will, Josh."

             "Promise me, Glenn. I want my child to grow up knowing his uncle."

             The silence that hit the room was quite uncomfortable. Glenn caught the wide-eyed gazes of Giana and Oliver; they seemed to be learning of this along with him. Kaitlyn slipped over to their gear and pulled a carefully wrapped bundle from a safe place. "It came a couple of days ago," she explained. "Joshua insisted we wait until Glenn was with us to make the announcement."

            "Congratulations," Oliver said, still stammering with surprise.

            "I'm going to be an aunt!" Giana squealed, every feather on her body puffing up with joy. "By Arceus, I am going to be an aunt!"

            Kaitlyn laughed. "It'll have a good family, that we already know."

            "It?" Glenn asked.

            "We don't know if it's going to be a boy or a girl yet." He stroked the egg's surface. "It'll get to know its crazy aunt and uncle, but I really want it to know the man that has brought a lot of joy into my life." He took Glenn's paws. "Get out of that house."

            Glenn looked at the egg. He was going to be an uncle. "I have to talk to my boss," he said, a slight taint of defeat to his voice.

            "Thank you." He gave him another hug. "I don't care who you live with, just...join us in Fuchsia" The mightyena nodded and smiled. "If I have to drive you to and from work myself-"

            "He'll understand," he reassured him. He pulled away and sat down on the couch. "This is all overwhelming. Where the hell is my brother with the booze?" It was completely unlike him, but at the moment, his head demanded a drink. There was work that he had to do. He just didn't want to think about it.

             An uncle. He was going to be an uncle.

End 

