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_____________________________________________________________________________________          

     “Yea!  I get to try one of these things all by myself.  This isn’t Argon.  This isn’t the beginning of the long-awaited Nerv Omake Theatre.  This is just something I whipped up in my spare time.  We all know who owns the rights to Eva, but I don’t think they’ll blame me.  Still, I don’t own these characters, so yes, I am knowingly treading on a copyright infringement against Anno-san, Gainax, and ADVision, who has the rights to release the series in America.  Anyway … I don’t know if I want to make this a one-shot deal or make a short series out of it.  It’ll start with the attack of Zeruel, but things will start differently and proceed differently.  Yeah, I know all my fics so far have started with episode 19.  I just can’t help it.  It’s a useful starting point.  If there are any huge Asuka fans in the audience, you may want to quit on this fic now.  If there is anyone in the audience who can’t stand someone pushing a Shinji x Rei thing, I know you want to quit on this fic now.  Of course, if you’re in it just because you like my writing (which would astonish me) you can go right ahead.  Other than that, I don’t feel the need to warn anyone about the things that will occur in this fic.  Que sirrah sirrah.  One other thing.  This isn’t intended to be long like Argon.  This is going to be a short.  I estimate about five pages, maybe more, maybe less.  It’s supposed to be a quick read, and not as dark as Argon.  Of course … I won’t guarantee that, since I know what’s going to happen and you don’t.  Suffice it to say, though, that the end will be … not my usual style.  [don’t worry, I still don’t do lemons.  No one’s asked me to try, and until someone does, I’m not even gonna consider it.]  However, until the end will be recognizable as me.  If you’re incredibly attached to Rei, you may hate me for what I’m going to do in this fic, but that’s no longer my concern.  Well, let’s get going, ‘cause I’m running out of things to rant about.”  ~ Mien Diem





Scenario:

     “We have an unidentified intruder in Tokyo-3 airspace, Major,” Makoto said calmly.

     “It just broke the first defense line!” Shigeru yelled.

     On the screen, the 14th Angel blasted straight through the defense line and kept floating slowly along, edging close to Tokyo-3 with every passing second.

     “The outer defensive perimeter has been breached,” Makoto stated.

     “Its AT Field is inactive.  Present pattern is orange,” Maya said.

     “But our weapons are still having no effect,” Shigeru droned.

     “Where’s Asuka?” Misato asked.

     “She’s on her way, as is Rei,” Makoto replied.

     Zeruel blasted away the second and third defensive perimeters with equal ease, and floated over 

Tokyo-3.  Not ten seconds later, the Angel unleashed an energy blast that brought down several buildings and destroyed several layers of armor.

     “We lost half of our armor in that blast!” Makoto yelled.

     Zeruel fired again, clearing a path directly into the Geofront.  Down in Central Dogma, the Eva cages were a flurry of activity.  Asuka had arrived, and was busy suiting up and being loaded into her Eva.  Outside, Zeruel floated right on into the exposed Geofront as though it were an old home long-since left.  As the Angel touched down inside, Evangelion 02 popped up out of a launch tunnel, rifle in hand.

     Asuka came up shooting, but the bullets bounced harmlessly off of Zeruel’s tough skin.

     “Passively-projected AT Fields are too strong for projectile weapons,” Ritsuko said aloud.

     Those were the last words Asuka heard in that fight.  Her next memory was of the Angel sending its whip-like arms towards her Eva …

     “Unit 02 is damaged.  Direct hit to the head.  It can’t continue combat,” Makoto yelled.

     “Is Rei ready to go?” Misato asked.

     “Unit 01 is refusing the connection,” Maya said.

     “Send Rei out in Unit 00,” Gendo commanded.  “Reload Unit 01 with a Dummy Plug and prepare to activate.”

     “Too late!” Ritsuko yelled as Central Dogma rattled.

     “The Angel’s inside Central Dogma!” Shigeru called.  “Presently descending toward … oh my God!  It’s coming _here_!”

     “Connection made with Evangelion Unit 00,” Maya yelled over the confusion.  “Rei is ready to go.”

     Suddenly, Zeruel burst through the wall opposite the command center, in a literal attempt at bringing down the house.  The Angel floated its way closer to the platform, literally staring the bridge crew in the face.  Everyone backed away, except Maya, who was cowering under her chair.  Then, just as the Angel’s eyes were lighting up above that stone-gray grin, Unit 00 came in from the Angel’s right and uppercutted it squarely on the jaw.

¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     Shinji, in the midst of the confusion, had headed for the Geofront and Nerv.  Unbeknownst to him, the Angel was about to become an almost secondary concern for Nerv.

¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     Still in the command center, Zeruel was now looking up at the commander of Nerv, Gendo Ikari. This would not have been at all worrisome except for the fact that the Angel was about to release a blast of energy.

     Seconds later, everything seemed to freeze.  Unit 00 was grappling with the Angel with its one good arm, the bridge crew was scrambling towards the exits, Fuyutsuki was hidden in the recesses of the commander’s area, and Gendo was at his table.  Well, that is, what was left of Gendo was at four sawed off legs of what used to be a table.

    The energy blast kept traveling, only to be stopped by the bottom armor plate between the Geofront and Tokyo-3.  However, it had seen through its course.

     Rei continued the battle, her back to the scene which had transpired.  Still connected to power, she managed to down the attacking Angel, and proceeded to beat on its S^2 unit with whatever was available, including fallen pieces of infrastructure, and basically everything non-living with the exception of a progressive knife and a few larger weapons.  Finally, through nothing more than perseverance, the Angel’s S^2 unit blackened and died.

¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     There was bad news awaiting Rei when her Eva was caged and the entry plug ejected and the LCL removed.  It seemed to her an unusual amount of people to greet her at her exit from the plug, to say nothing of the cross-section of Nerv represented at the gathering.  The Third Child(ren), the one called Ikari by her, was there, though hidden in the larger crowd.  The normal smattering of Eva technicians was there, not at all unusual, as someone had to oversee maintenance to the Evas after a battle or a drill.  However, these were not the people of interest.  Standing at the fore were the sub-commander of Nerv, Kozo Fuyutsuki, and Dr. Ritsuko Akagi, chairperson of Project E, Tech. Division 1.  Behind them were the main bridge staff, Makoto Hyuuga, Shigeru Aoba, and Maya Ibuki, with Major Misato Katsuragi standing between them.  Behind the faces she knew were various other Nerv personnel, all heads hung in an observing silence.

     “What?” Rei asked, suspicious of all the eyes upon her.

     “Rei …” Ritsuko began.

     “Commander Ikari is d…” Fuyutsuki tried to finish for her, but found he could not.

     No one brought the final word to their lips.  However, it proved not to be necessary.  Rei took one look at the faces assembled before her, and knew what their message was.  Her ‘father’, the man who had created her, the supreme commander of Nerv, Gendo Ikari, was dead.  Without waiting for another word or action on the part of anyone, she walked through their midst, no emotion showing on her face, straight for the pilot’s changing area.

¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     Shinji could not find anything terribly amiss in Nerv after that announcement.  He sat in the Third Cage, staring vacantly at Evangelion Unit 01.

     “Well, mom … if you’re in there … you already know what happened,” Shinji said softly.

     He neither saw nor heard as a figure walked up behind him.

     “Ikari,” it hissed.

     Shinji literally jumped.  He whirled about and saw Rei standing behind him, tears having fallen down onto her school uniform.

     “Ayanami?” he asked, completely unused to seeing Rei exhibit emotion.

     Her face seemed to say it all to him.  She felt that she was responsible for what had happened to his father.  In a way, he guessed, she might be right.  What came next shocked him, both mentally and physically.

     “Your fault,” Rei said simply, following with a slap that turned Shinji’s head.

     ¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     After this transpired, Rei stalked off, and Shinji, too numbed by the experiences of the day, didn’t follow.  Instead, he sat back on the floor and stared up into the eyes of Eva Sho Gouki in dumb amazement.

     He knew what Asuka would have to say about all this.  “If Wonder Child can exhibit feelings,” she would say, “then anything is possible.”  He began to wonder what unfortunate consequences could abound were she right.  Shinji sat and wondered about many things, and finally extracted himself from his sitting position four hours later.

     Fighting stiff joints, Shinji made his way out of the Eva cage and down the narrow hallway that connected it with the rest of Nerv.  For some reason, which he found himself unable to explain, Shinji Ikari found himself drawn towards the command center.  He made his way there slowly, questioning why he was doing so every step of the way down the metallic hall.

     The door to Nerv Command & Control opened with a soft hiss, allowing Shinji access to the main “bridge” of Nerv’s operations.  He walked in softly, peering around.  The place looked to be deserted at first glance, except for the body of the dead Angel lying below the observation deck.  However, at the second pass of his eyes over the room, Shinji noticed that something was, indeed, amiss.  Standing alone, at the rim of the observation deck, was none other than Rei Ayanami.

     “Rei?” he asked, unsure.

     “Stay there,” came the soft reply.

     “But, I …” Shinji trailed off.

     He followed Rei’s gaze up above the main command center to the area where his father regularly resided.  Rather, he looked at what was left of that area.  The lip of the upper observatory had been ripped neatly off and atomized, leaving nothing.  In the space that remained, Shinji could see the remnants of a desk, and nothing more beyond.

     “I …” he started, but found he could form no words.  Instead, Shinji found himself thinking of the man that he thought he hated, his father.  That man had drug him from a home and ‘family’ that he knew and dumped him in a skyscraper-tall robot to pilot against equally tall and strong beings known only as “Angels”.  Yet, despite all of this, Shinji found that he could no longer bring himself to hate his father in the same way.  Certainly, the man had his own goals in mind, but then, everyone did.  And it was just as unfair to him to have his hopes and dreams cut short by death as it was for anyone.  Coming to this realization, Shinji found that, perhaps, he and his father did share something.  In the end, Eva was all that they had.

     It was then that another thought struck him.  No one else was around.  Even for late at night, this was uncommon.  However, he had taken it for granted until now …

     When he realized why it must be.  Rei must have been so insistent that everyone had literally given up and left.  While it didn’t seem at all normal, it was the only conclusion that Shinji could find that possibly fit the facts of what now _was_.

     He stood there in the doorway for quite some time, observing the scene along with Rei.  However, he knew this would do nothing in the end.  So it was up to him to create a plan.  One death of someone he knew was _more_ than enough, after all.  Finally, pulling on nothing but instinct, Shinji began talking.

     “What happened here today wasn’t your fault, Rei … and it wasn’t mine either,” he started, taking a step closer to Rei.

     For her part, Rei continued looking up at the ruined upper observation deck and seemed not to notice.  However, Shinji knew that she heard him, so he continued.

     “All we can fault for this is bad luck and worse timing.  If that Angel hadn’t attacked today, or even that soon, none of this would’ve happened,” Shinji added.

     “How so?” she asked, masking a sob.

     “Maybe if I’d been here this wouldn’t have happened.  Maybe I could’ve beat the Angel all by myself and we never would’ve let it see inside of Nerv.  Maybe I could’ve even beat it skyside.  No one knows.  It’s all just idle speculation.  We can’t deal with the ‘maybe’s and the ‘what if’ s any more.  All we know is what happened, and it wasn’t your fault.  You were just doing your job, and something completely out of your control happened.  There was no way you could have known, in the heat of battle, that your action would have produced that result,” Shinji replied, making his way steadily closer.

     “You may be right,” she agreed slowly, never taking her eyes from the commander’s area.

     “And even if I’m not, you still didn’t intend it.  You didn’t do what you did on purpose.  You wouldn’t kill him if you could … not any more than I would.  Only in the heat of anger would I think to do that,” Shinji continued.

     “I know,” she agreed.  “But I still caused this.”

     By this time, Shinji was standing quite close to Rei, keeping silent as she watched the floor above.  Then, before she knew what had happened, Shinji caught hold of her and pulled her to the ground by the arm.  Rei, caught by surprise, made an immediate attempt to pull away, but Shinji, thinking faster and further ahead, wrapped her up in a wordless embrace, refusing to let go.  She pulled against his grip for a good long time, speaking softly, reciting as if a mantra, the words, “I want to die.  Let me die.  I’ll be replaced; I don’t want to remember this.  If I die, they won’t make me remember this.  Please … just let me die.”  Shinji, for his part, remained wordless, and simply held her fast.

     After ten minutes or so of active resistance, Rei relented in her attempts to pull away.  A surprised and unprepared Shinji quickly found himself seated on the ground with a sobbing Rei Ayanami in his lap.  Silently, she reached up and circled her arms around his middle, staying there without a word.  Laying a hand in her hair, smoothing it gently, Shinji whispered words of reassurance and hope …

_____________________________________________________________________________________



“There.  I hope everyone was pleased with what I managed to put together on my own.  This was a one-night deal, and took me about four hours along with everything else I was doing to put together.  In other words, no one else put any revision or otherwise into this piece of Evangelion fiction.  I’d love to get comments and stuff on it, to see what changes I could make before I put it up on my page and get it put up on a few other pages I know who would want it.  Thanks a lot, and I’ll be around.”  ~ Mien Diem
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_____________________________________________________________________________________          

     “Thanks to everyone who read volume 1.  I was kinda planning on ‘Aright’ being a one-shot deal, but the response was so overwhelming that I felt a true call to write a second shot for it, as it were.  I’m just going to write this as I go, and I tend to ramble, so it might end up being a bit longer.  I won’t guarantee that it’ll pick up right where the other one left off.  In fact, I’d be surprised if it did.  Still, I’ll make sure to fill you in.  After all, the death of Gendo isn’t just a minor event…  I doubt that there’ll be an Angel in this one.  Besides, I have enough other things to run with for now.  I’m going to try to squeeze four pages out of it… but without an Angel battle … I can’t even guarantee that.  All I can really be sure of is that this will most definitely _not_ look like episode 20.  And if it does … well … either you need to have your eyes checked, or I managed to squeeze more into four pages than I thought possible.  ^_^;;;  Anyway … lets just get on with the fic before I start ranting again.  Usual disclaimers do apply, and Asuka fans and those who are anti-Shinji x Rei should probably still stay away.”  ~ Mien Diem

_____________________________________________________________________________________

     It had been two days since the attack of the 14th Angel, and everything had gone wrong.  The blast, as the cleaning crew had been unfortunate enough to discover, had left everything of Gendo below the ribcage.  Apparently the rest had been completely incinerated, because there wasn’t a trace of his upper torso, or his arms above the elbows anywhere.  As for what was left of him, there was to be a funeral on the ground of the Geofront, per his instructions, the next day.  Shinji had, in his mind, been debating whether or not to attend, and finally decided that it would be better to make peace with _someone_ in this God-forsaken world than to keep going like he was.  He made the decision in his small offshoot room of Misato’s apartment, listening to track 25 on his SDAT.

                                                                      ¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     “He’s been in that room for two days!” Asuka ranted.

     “Yeah, I know,” Misato sighed.

     Obviously the situation had even managed to affect Misato’s “perfect little family”.  Even Asuka was becoming concerned about things that she had no right to be … or at least no reason to be.

     “It just isn’t _normal_,” Asuka complained.

     “I know,” Misato repeated, sigh and all.

                                                                     ¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     Shinji brought himself out of his thoughts with the realization that he was _hungry_.  Indeed, _very_ hungry.  However, he could not decide which scared him more:  death by starvation or Misato’s cooking. So … he debated.

     “Misato’s cooking … or starvation.”

     “Misato’s cooking … or starvation.”

     “Well … Misato’s cooking might kill me.”

     “On the other hand, starvation _will_ kill me.”

     Then, another interesting thought struck him.  He had to mull this one over a bit, so he stopped his external monologue.

     “Sounds like a good idea to me,” he said.  “After all, that way I get to skip Asuka’s nightly rant, and there has to be _some_ way Ayanami gets food.  And she can’t be a worse cook than Misato…  Aww … why the hell not?”

     Shinji grabbed a few things, stuffed them in his schoolbag, and headed out the door of his room.

                                                                     ¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     Outside his room, both Misato and Asuka heard the door open.

     “Shinji!” Misato exclaimed, surprised.

     “Where are you going, idiot?” Asuka asked.

     “Out,” he replied.

     “Idiot!  I knew _that_,” Asuka cast a despising glance at Shinji.

     “Sorry,” Shinji said, putting on his shoes.

     “Nggaaaah!” Asuka screamed, storming off to her room.

                                                                     ¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     On the street, Shinji headed off for Rei’s apartment.  After all, it wasn’t hard to find, he thought.  Just head for the noisiest sector of Tokyo-3 and you’re there.  And it wasn’t really a hard walk, either … only about one and a half times as far as walking to school, which didn’t take long, and wasn’t too terribly far.

     “And what am I going to do when I get there?  Just let myself in like last time?” Shinji asked himself.

     “Sure … why not?  Of course, I’ll knock first …”

     “I just hope she’s in.”

     Before he knew it, Shinji was in front of Rei’s apartment building.  He wandered up the stairs, rather than taking the elevator, and stopped on the 4th floor, and headed for room 402.  The door was, as usual, packed full of mail that was never read.  Shinji rapped on the door twice, and pushed the intercom button before he got a response.

     “Enter,” wafted through the intercom.

     Actually, Shinji realized, this was the first time he had come here that Rei had actually been in.  Of course, it was also the first time that the intercom had worked either …  Shrugging off these obscure facts, Shinji twisted the door handle and pulled the door open, entering silently. 

     As he looked over the room, he noted that the place sure had not improved much.  Most of the trash was off the floor, thanks to his efforts a few weeks earlier, but the general area just managed to look more disheveled than it should.  Then there was Rei herself.  Nothing too incredibly out of place there, if one could discount the extra redness in her eyes and the dried streaks of tears that ran down her face … which, of course, Shinji couldn’t.

     The scene settled into an uneasy silence, neither one wanting to make a comment, and neither one finding anything meaningful to say.  They literally stayed that way for a minute, Shinji just inside the doorway, Rei sitting on her bed, before either really _moved_.	

     Shinji’s first impulse was to back slowly out the door and close it, then get the hell out of the general area.  The more he thought about it, though, the less it seemed like a good plan.  If she’d been crying, he reasoned, that must mean she’s sad.  And if she’s sad, she’ll need _someone_ to confide in.  _And_, since I’m the only one she trusts, she told me that night, it _should_ be me.  But what do I know about comforting anyone?  Aw hell … If I can save the world from towering monstrosities, I can lend a shoulder to cry on and an ear to listen to a girl … no … a friend.  (Author’s insert:  a girlfriend?)

     Shinji made his way, rather awkwardly, over to the side of the bed where Rei was sitting.  He sat down, only barely noticing that she did not so much as even acknowledge his presence.  Again, the silence came and separated them.  Shinji had the distinct feeling that the whole of Tokyo-3 was between them, even though he knew, in his mind, that she was right next to him.  (Author’s insert:  Again!  Again with the silence thing!)

     “… Ikari … Ikari … he’s … he’s gone,” Rei choked out.

     “I know, Rei … I know,” Shinji replied, trying to hide his own feelings.

     {rS: What makes this so much harder for her?}

     Neither tried to speak.  For Rei, he thought, the silence had to hurt as much as the speaking.  For his part, Shinji didn’t really know what to say.  And so the silence set in again, broken only by the sound of the sobs that Rei choked back.  Shinji had to admit to feeling completely useless at this point.  Still, that was not a new feeling, so he ignored it.

     “Rei …” he began.  “you can’t … punish … yourself for … what happened.”

     “Not … punish …” Rei managed.  “Sadness … tears that … won’t come.”

     “I, um,” Shinji began.

     It was all he managed to get out before Rei broke down.  She blinked as the saline dripped down her face.  Shinji almost couldn’t believe the sight.  “Oh, if Asuka knew about _this_ one …” he thought.  “She’d likely have a heart attack.”  Almost against his will, and certainly against his conscious thought, Shinji reached out and put an arm around Rei’s shoulders.  She somewhat jumped in surprise at this, but never stopped crying.  All that transpired was Rei eventually burying her face in Shinji’s shoulder and continuing her crying.

     {aS: Oh, Shinji … what have you done now?}

     {rS: Now _isn’t_ the time for your games.}

     {aS: Fine.  Comfort now.  Talk later.}

     “Ikari … I … he,” Rei got out.

     “Past, Rei.  We cannot return … the overarching time … to the previous.  Only bring it forward,” Shinji said.  (Author’s spiel:  Yes, this was influenced by the “We cannot turn back the hands of time, but we can spur it forward by our own acts” line by Gendo.)

     “It … isn’t that,” Rei replied carefully.

     “What?” Shinji was genuinely confused.

     “I … am his …” Rei tried.

     “His what?” Shinji asked.

     {rS: And just when I thought there were no more surprises to be had …}

     “Creation,” Rei said firmly.

     Shinji felt his heart skip a beat.  He took a long, slow breath and tried to put himself back together mentally.  Rei was a creation of his father?  Shinji would have expected that about as much as he would have been ready for Kensuke to walk up to him five minutes from now and tell him that Asuka was desperately in love … with Shinji.  This kind of thing, Shinji decided firmly, just was _not_ supposed to happen.  However, that did not change the fact that it was, and thus that it must be confronted, otherwise dealt with, or run from.

     Shinji was about to speak, but then the thought hit him differently, or rather, the full realization of what it was came upon him, and he pulled a double-take.  Of course, his line of thought was off from the start, but there was no way he could have known that.  His idea went something like this:  His father had him, then had some sort of affair while his mother was still alive, which produced Rei, but she wasn’t brought into the picture until after Yui died, for fear of ruining the relationship.  Shinji’s estimation of his father sank to the bottom rung on the spot.

     “Creation …” Shinji said aloud, dragging over each syllable like it was a field of spikes.

     “A creation from the same science that bore Eva, they said,” Rei repeated the phrase.

     {rS: That doesn’t help much.  I don’t even know what Eva is.  Obviously it’s biological, or at least partially … but that doesn’t explain it.  And what would father need to create her for?}

     {aS: Think about it, oh wise one.  She’s the first child, isn’t she?  Make sense now?}

     {rS: I hope he’s roasting happily now.  That isn’t fair.}

     {aS: May not be fair, but it’s the truth.}

     “W-why?” Shinji asked.

     “To replace the need for pilots and be the hope for all mankind,” Rei stated.

     A familiar anger boiled up in Shinji.  This was something he knew something of, and he knew it wasn’t fair.  He had felt this before.  Injustice.  Inequity.  Father.

     “They said that about me, too. ‘As for Suzuhara, it's not a mistake to be mended by apologizing with words.  But Shinji, to be honest, I was projecting my dreams, hopes and purpose onto you.  I know it's been a burden for you.  But we, everyone at Nerv, had no choice but to trust our future to you.  Just remember that, please.’ Misato said.  The weight of the world will break any one person, Rei.  Even you … and I know you’re stronger than me.  The only viable alternative would be to eliminate the pressure … but that couldn’t be done without killing you,” Shinji said.

     As soon as the words left his lips, Shinji realized he had made a mistake.  Rei’s almost bloodless lips pursed together, and she started crying again.

     “Damn!” Shinji swore.  “Ayanami, you’re just going to have to be … strong enough … until I can find another way.”

     Rei nodded silently, leaning a little harder against Shinji.

     “Ikari … <author fights urge to add the “-kun” suffix> stay … here.  Can’t … lose two …” Rei sobbed.

     “Sure, Rei,” Shinji said.

     It was his last act before he fell asleep.

_____________________________________________________________________________________

     “Heh … Take that, Ryo! <the co-author, not the test reader>  Now I know this world’s fun.  I know I’m concentrating on Shinji, and it’s going to stay that way.  Why?  Because I like it that way.  Solves a few coherency problems.  Other than that, the hammer falls in volume 3.  It sure won’t end with Third Impact, but it’ll be an Impact!  <eg>  Don’t worry, though.  Lemons still aren’t options.  <chuckles>  And if you get really lucky, I’ll toss in a little fanservice, too!  ^_^;;;” ~ Mien
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__________________________________________________________________________

     "As if two weren’t enough… <grins>  I’m sure I’ve driven off all

those who don’t want to read this fic by now, so no more ranting.  It’s

time for the fun, ladies and gentlemen."  ~ Mien Diem

__________________________________________________________________________

     Thankfully, Shinji thought, everything had gone off perfectly for the

preparations of his father’s funeral.  He had made the trek back to

Misato’s apartment in the late morning, sore all over from the previous

night.  {author:  I’ll fill you in later ^_-}

     He had arrived at the apartment looking disheveled and generally like

something an Eva drug in, and was promptly met at the door by both Misato

and Asuka.  Neither appeared to be in a very generous nor forgiving mood,

but there was no way around some kind of confrontation, so he tried to

wade his way into the apartment.  Unfortunately, not only were the women

in a foul mood, but they were also obstinate.

     "Just where have you been, oh great Shinji the Idiot?" Asuka asked

disdainfully.

     "I told you I’d be out," Shinji replied.

     "Yes, but not all night, Shinji," Misato stated, rather coldly.

     "Sorry.  It’s not something I make a habit of, you know," Shinji said.

     Misato nodded and walked out into the hall, apparently lost in thought.

For a moment, Shinji thought he was safe.  Then he remembered Asuka …

     "Come with me, Idiot Shinji," she growled, tugging him by the arm, the

door closing behind him.

     Asuka tugged Shinji all the way to her room and slammed the door

closed with a rather (to her) unsatisfying thud.  The Third Child stared

in blind amazement as Asuka hovered over him.

     "Okay, idiot.  Time to come clean.  You were at Rei’s last night,

weren’t you?" Asuka menaced.

     "Sorry ..." Shinji managed.

     "Just what the _hell_ does she have that I _don’t_?!" Asuka screamed.

     Several snide comments ran through Shinji’s head at that moment, but

he chose to use none of them.  Instead, he offered another simple, "Sorry."

     "Oooooo ... Shinji ..." Asuka yelled.  "Dammit!"

     {rS:  This is irrational.  Even for Asuka!}

     "You want her … but you won’t have her … you’ll have me … _ME_!" Asuka

ranted.

     {aS:  Jealousy, my self that I observe.  Jealousy pure and simple.}

     "Asuka ..." Shinji said in a tone that betrayed his worry.

     "Me ..." she continued.  "No one else.  Just me."

     Shinji would not have had any reason to worry if Misato had been there,

but she was out, possibly for the rest of the day.  That meant that he was

stuck here, alone, with an incredibly jealousy-sick Asuka.  The very

thought frightened him.  Asuka circled around him, then started backing him

up until he tripped and fell onto her bed.

     "Shinji ..." Asuka said.  "Look at me ..."

     At first, he debated whether or not he even should.  Then, slowly, he

brought his eyes up.  The instant he did so, Shinji knew he had made a

mistake ...

                                ¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤¤

     The passing of an hour found Shinji cowering in his room behind a

make-shift blockade of his mattress and anything else he thought might help

to barricade out the irate, irrational Asuka on the other side.

     "Dear God ..." he mumbled to himself.  "The Angels weren’t enough?"

     At least, Shinji thought, with the Angels, the objective was clear:

Kill them, and make sure they don’t kill or permanently injure you in the

process.  The rest of life, however, was not so clear-cut.  Sure, the

Angels had an impact on everyone (no pun intended), but that was not even

the beginning of it.  School ... that wasn’t difficult if you could train

yourself to tune out the droning of the professor.  Besides, he had

Kensuke to trade messages with, and Touji was supposed to be back

eventually.  Eva training was a breeze now.  He had long since surpassed

Rei in synch ratio, hers struggling to reach 50%, and had just blown by

Asuka’s 73% ratio.  _That_, he was sure, had not managed to help him in

getting into Asuka’s good graces.

     Speaking of Asuka, Shinji noticed that her almost incessant rantings

had stopped blasting through the wall to his room.  Either that meant that

she had calmed down, which he thought was unlikely, or she was trying a

different approach to lure him out.

     "Whatever you’re playing at, Asuka, it won’t work!" Shinji yelled at

the wall.

     Shinji waited a few seconds, but received no reply.

     "Asuka?!" Shinji yelled.

     Again, there was no response.  The fact that Asuka would have no

hot-shot reply shook Shinji.  He started removing his barricade, not sure

what to expect in the room beyond.

     "Save the world and get the girl.  Is that it, oh great and powerful

Shinji?" Asuka’s voice cracked.

          {Author’s mini-MST}

          Mien <imitating Aer perfectly>:  Hell NO!

          Aer and Ryo:  <laughing>

          {end Author’s mini-MST}

     "Ayanami and I didn’t do anything like _that_!" Shinji called back

angrily.

     "You’d better as hell not’ve.  You’re _mine_!" Asuka called.

     "Hell _NO_!" Shinji yelled, imitating Aer.  "Now I’m coming out, so

nothing like earlier."

     Shinji slowly slid the door open and looked into the main room of

Misato’s apartment.  Everything _seemed_ to be in order, so he quietly

stepped out of his room and closed the door.  Asuka was sitting in front

of the television, face practically glued to it.  Thinking that he didn't

have the strength to face her again, Shinji made his way to the door and

left quietly.

     He made what was now almost a customary trek to Rei's apartment in

good time.  The general area was still in disrepair, and not all the

better for all the fighting that had been going on in the Tokyo-3 area

with the Angels recently.

     Shinji took the nearly-crumbling steps up to the fourth floor en

route to Rei's room, 402.  The door was slightly ajar as he had left it

after his last visit.  Since no one else even lived in the should-have-

been-condemned building anyway, it certainly wasn't a problem.  He knocked

lightly, then opened the door slowly.

     Rei had apparently been waiting for him, and was watching him while

sitting silently on her bed.  He walked in softly, slipped off his shoes,

and leaned up against the wall to his right.  They watched each other for

several seconds before Rei rose and walked silently across the room to

Shinji.  She stood directly in front of him and motioned a kiss.

     "Would that be ... pleasurable?" she asked.

     Shinji shrugged, and Rei dropped the subject.

     "And have you ... had an idea of how to help?" she tried.

     "Not yet, but when I do, I'll use it," Shinji replied.

     "What if ..." she began.

     "No 'what if's," Shinji cut her off.  "Whatever it takes."

     {rS:  How the hell do I get myself into things like this?}

     {aS:  Does the phrase 'heart over mind' mean anything to you?}

     {rS:  _That_ helps.}

     {aS:  _You_ asked.}

     {rS:  You're the one that always encourages me anyway.}

     {aS:  Quite right.  I observe, and by that observation, I learn how

to help you improve.  It would only be natural, therefore, to encourage

you in pursuits which will eventually benefit you, eh?}

     {rS:  I'll grant you that...}

     {aS:  I feel one of those 'but' statements coming on.}

     {rS:  ... but I don't see how helping Rei is going to better me.}

     {aS:  Trust me.}

     {rS:  Trust _you_?  I'd rather trust Asuka!}

     {aS:  You overstate the case, observed self.}

     {rS:  You think?}

     {aS:  Quite regularly, actually.}

     {rS:  Why is it that I get the feeling that you have more control

than you let on?}

     {aS:  Whereever would you get a strange notion like that?}

     "Why do you help me?" Rei asked, intruding on Shinji's thoughts.

     "Hmm?" Shinji asked, having missed the question.

     "Why do you help me?" Rei repeated.

__________________________________________________________________________

     {Mien:  I do what the voices in my head tell me to do?}

__________________________________________________________________________

     Shinji looked away.  "There isn't a simple answer to that."

     "Then what is the ... complex answer?" she queried.

     "It's who I am."

     "Who you are?"

     "Yes," Shinji said.

     "Who are you?" Rei asked.

     "I am myself.  My own natural condition."

     "It is unclear."

     "It is.  You _did_ ask for the complex answer."  Shinji chuckled.

     "I did."

     "You're not simple yourself, you know."

     "Yes."

     "Then you have your answer," Shinji stated.

     "The complex answer is ... that I am complex?" Rei asked.

     "Yes."

     "Must I be, then?"

     "It is who _you_ are."

     Silence fell in upon the room, as both Shinji and Rei contemplated

the exchange which had just taken place.

     "I should probably be going," Shinji said.

     "If you must."

     He nodded and walked slowly to the door.  Shinji threw once glance

over his shoulder at the red-eyed girl, then opened the door, slipped his

shoes on, and walked out, closing the door behind him.

     {rS:  Well, what now?}

     {aS:  What do you want to do?}

     {rS:  Leaving doesn't sound like a good idea.}

     {aS:  Then stay.}

     {rS:  But remember what happened last time?}

     {aS:  You're the one who said that you didn't want to go.}

     {rS:  Oh, you're impossible.}

     {aS:  Of course I am.  I wouldn't do anyone any good otherwise.}

__________________________________________________________________________

     Well, there was enough of a break between numbers two and three, eh?

For once, I guess I have to blame myself, since no one else is really

working on this one ...  <sweatdrops>  You've probably noticed that I

pulled a simultaneous release of this with volume four, so you can just

keep right on going.  See, there's a good reason for why I do what I do.

It just doesn't seem that way sometimes.  :)

          ~ Mien Diem
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__________________________________________________________________________

    It takes place outside of normal continuity, and somewhere about the

general time after Argon 3.  Of course, I'm working on 3 itself now, but

it's close enough to done to the point where I think I can release this

anyway.  If you know what happened in 1 and 2, this'll make enough sense

to be good.  Otherwise, I'd suggest you just give up on it now.  The

opening may look like an individual episode, but trust me, it's not.  If

you feel so inclined go right ahead and read Aright 1 and 2.  They should

be good enough, and they're really short:  about 3 and a half pages each.

This one will be a bit longer, but ... well ... I can't help it.  It's

gonna be a lemon ... kinda.  If you know me or my writing, you know I

don't do anything by the book, so you know there'll be something waiting

that you didn't quite expect.  Still, this does portray content which

is sexual in nature, so you've had your fair warning.  I absolve my person

of responsibility if those who have read this fic feel that they are

personally offended by this kind of content.

__________________________________________________________________________

     Having been completely against returning home, Shinji had

eventually decided that he would stay outside that night.  He did not

really want to leave, but somehow knew also that he could not stay,

so he sat with his back against the door to 402 and settled in there.

     Some time later, though he could not be sure of the exact

passage, Shinji realized that he was still lying there, not sleeping.

Slowly, fragments of conversation floated into his mind unbidden.

     {Rei:  Would that be pleasurable?}

     ...

     {Shinji:  Whatever it takes.}

     ...

     {Rei:  Am I pleasurable ... to you?}

     {Shinji:  I ... I ... don’t know.}

     "How could I know?  I don’t have anything to know _from_!"

Shinji said, annoyed.

     {aS:  Then why not find out?}

     "Huh?" Shinji said aloud, startled.

     {aS:  Oh, lower your voice.  I can hear your thoughts before the

impulse to speak reaches your vocal cords.}

     {rS:  And what do you want, oh great observing self?}

     {aS:  Fool.  I know how long you’ve had your eye on that girl.

Now she all but asks you to sleep with her, and what do you do?

<imitates>  "I ... I ... don’t know."  You idiot!}

     {rS:  And it would’ve been better to do _what_?}

     {aS:  Oh, Jesus Christ!  Mental note:  The self which I observe

is a complete romantic klutz.  End Mental note.  God, boy, just when I

thought you were getting the basic idea … you go off and do _this_.

Now listen _very_ carefully because I’m not in a mood to repeat myself.

You’re going to go back in there and do all those things your twisted

little mind has been thinking up since she gave you that invitation.

Now _GO_!  Before you really start to try my patience.}

     Immediately obedient, Shinji practically leapt to his feet and

wheeled on the door.  As he was about to push it open, the handle left

his hand and the door swung obediently open for him.  Shocked, Shinji

looked up, only to find Rei in the doorway, a somewhat _odd_ look on

her face.

     "Rei, I..." Shinji stammered.

     "Ikari ..." Rei started simultaneously.

     Shinji felt a subconscious push towards Rei, obviously coming from

his subconscious.  Slightly annoyed, he considered lashing out at his

self which observes, but decided instead that it might not be such a

bad idea to have a little help, and thus followed the guidance, leaning

slightly towards the one Asuka called "Wonder Girl".

     He closed his eyes tight, almost afraid to see what would transpire

from this urging from his observing self.  He felt a brush of soft,

moist skin against his lips, and his eyes shot open.  Shinji found

himself staring into the deep, red eyes of Rei.  They seemed almost to

speak to his own, a deep-seated hope contained within, which almost

managed to pull Shinji under.

     {aS:  Go inside and close the door, you jackass!  This isn't the

kind of thing you do out in public!}

     {rS:  Oh, butt out, will you?  This is my lemon, damnit!}

     Shinji, still arguing with his Alternate about just who's lemon it

was, completely missed the fact that Rei had managed to forcibly drag

him into her apartment.  The only thing that alerted him to the change

of scenery was the door clicking into the closed position.

     "He speaks to you, too?" Rei asked.

     Shinji's attention was immideately rivited to her.

     "What?"

     "The one you call your alternate self.  He speaks to you as well."

     "He talks to _you_?!" Shinji asked, shocked.

     "Yes.  He speaks to everyone he is involved with." Rei shrugged.

     "Then why would he be speaking to us?  What do we mean?" Shinji

asked, unsure.

     "He wants us ... together," Rei replied.

     Shinji swallowed the lump in his throat, trying to clear his head.

This wasn't adding up at all, he realized.  The voice in _his_ head was

talking to other people, and trying to get him together with Rei for

_what_?

     {aS:  You wanted to help and protect her.  You did.  Now quit

looking for hidden strings in this.  You're trying my patience, my self

which I observe.}

     {rS:  But...}

     {aS:  If you don't, I'll just tell _her_ to initiate.  She knows

how to take orders and follow them, after all.}

     {rS:  Oh, you're impossible, do you know that?}

     {aS:  One tries one's best.}

     Shinji was so involved telling his alternate self which observes

that he was quite incorrigible that he completely missed the fact that

Rei had pulled him close by the shoulders and was going to kiss him

until it actually happened.  When their lips did touch, Shinji jumped

in the same instant, and was back a foot two seconds later.

     "Am I not pleasurable?" Rei asked.

     "It's not that ... you surprised me," Shinji replied.

     Both were silent for a few moments before Rei spoke again.

     "I surprised myself."

     "It wasn't a bad surprise, though ..." Shinji mused, as much to

himself as to Rei.

     {aS:  You're going to take all damn night just to kiss her, aren't

you?  Get a move on!}

     {rS:  We already went over this.  My life, my way.}

     Shinji, vaguely noting that this was turning into little more than

an attempt to prove his alter wrong, stepped back up to Rei and

quite deliberately drew her close.  He was overcome immideately by a

strange, warming feeling that he couldn't place.  (And no, I refute what

you sick hentai out there are thinking with this author's note, it was

not a warm feeling "down under".  You have to remember that I do things

my way, and just as Argon Genesis is not a normal series, neither will

this be a normal lemon.  At least it has a background in non-lemon fics

stretching back four volumes.  ^_^ )  He leaned in silently, purposefully

steeling himself against his reaction of surprise from the last "round".

Even with his preparation, Shinji flinched slightly when his lips met

Rei's.  They were soft, quite beyond comparison with anything Shinji

could remember, and tasted of something Shinji vaguely remembered.

     However, what truly caught him up in this experience was his first

glance up into Rei's eyes.  He couldn't truly tell what he had been

expecting, but whatever it was, he certainly hadn't found it.  Instead, he

saw an idea which he could only categorize as enjoyment.  It took a moment

for the fact that Rei was actually _enjoying_ this to register with him.

Somehow that just wouldn't fit for him.  Rei _enjoying_ something.  This,

he quickly decided, was quite a foreign concept.

     {aS:  What?  You didn't want her to enjoy anything?}

     {rS:  No, it's not that.}

     {aS:  Then let her enjoy it.  It'll do you both good.}

     In that moment, Shinji felt complete.  He had appointed himself a

task, and had completed it, but that wasn't where this sensation came

from.  It was, he finally understood, a feeling of joy at caring for

someone and that person feeling the same joy in caring for him.

     In the end, it was not any overwhelming urge that overcame Shinji,

but rather simply the overwhelming feeling of the facts of the situation.

Despite his ingenuity, he managed to put all the ideas together rather

easily:  He was happy.  Rei was happy as well.  Their being together made

this happiness possible.  Thus they would remain together.  The logic

certainly seemed to be sound.

     {aS:  Yes.  Don't even ask it.  She feels the same way.}

     Shinji's alternate self was not drowned out by a complaint this time,

but instead by a movement on the part of Rei.  Subtly but surely, she

pressed herself against the other.

     It wasn't necessarily a bad feeling, Shinji thought.  Hell, he could

be doing _synch_tests_...  Compared to that, this was heaven.  Or perhaps

it was, and he didn't even realize it.  Simple contentment rushed in,

inundating him with that same complete feeling.

     "You know what he wants, right?" Shinji asked.

     "Not his idea," Rei murmured.

     Shinji quirked a brow.  "It's not?"

     "No.  He wouldn't intervene unless it was something both sides wanted."

     "Then you ..." Shinji began.

     "Yes," Rei answered, not even waiting for him to finish.  "It means

that I wanted this too."

     Once again, things stopped adding up properly for Shinji.  Rei

_wanting_ something?  A bit of a stretch, albeit a nice one...

     {aS:  What are you going to do?  Stand in the doorway all damn night

long?  This is pathetic! ... Rei?}

     {Rei: Yes?}

     {aS:  My self which I observe is having a little trouble taking

the initiative.  Somehow, I think you can do something to change that.}

     {Rei: Yes.}

     Shinji caught the initial edge of the conversation, but his alternate

self left his head to talk to Rei, and he no longer knew what to expect.

However, it didn't take him as long to find out as he expected.  Rei,

coached and coaxed by the worldly observing self, wedged Shinji between

herself and the door and pressed her lips firmly against his.

     His head swam a bit at first, having been clocked rather soundly

against the door, but after coming back from that, he realized that this

was most probably the first kiss he had ever really _enjoyed_.  Seeing

that the only other kisses he could recall were the brief ones earlier

with Rei and the one where Asuka had pinched his nose shut, that seemed to

make good enough sense.  Overall, he simply felt warm, and ... loved.  The

shock of that word coming into play would have made him jump had he had

anywhere to jump to.  Instead, the unexpectedness of it all caused him to

lean back into the kiss, doing nothing more than increasing the total feel

of the experience.

     Though his body had focused itself on the situation, his thoughts

were quite another matter.

     {rS:  Feeling loved?}

     {aS:  Something you have been without most of your life.}

     {rS:  Then you planned this?}

     {aS:  Who better to look out for you than you?}

     Shinji's arms slipped almost uncontrolled around Rei and brought her

up tight against him.  The feel of her soft lips against his own was nearly

more than he could bear.  Shinji's hands ducked neatly under the tails of

his partner's shirt and gently clasped the small of her back.  He was

vaguely aware of the other's hands softly gripping his shoulders, but the

thought barely registered against all the other sensations he felt.  The

things he had once called troubles in life seemed quite distant now, as if

they were removed by the sheer force of the pleasure and joy in his heart.

     {aS:  Ah, much better.  I'd almost go so far as to say you're getting

the hang of this, O self which I observe.}

     {rS:  <drily> Glad you approve.}

     The two obscurely noted that they were drifting away from the doorway

as the embrace continued, but neither paid it any heed.  The kiss seemed

somehow to deepen as Shinji all but crushed Rei against him, feeling the

soft contour of her figure pressing into him.  It all simply felt so

wonderful; it seemingly flowed against him like a continuous stream of

water, soft and carressing in its touch, but it could not be water, for he

was not sinking in.  Instead, her body held, soft and firm against his own,

filling him to his very soul.

     Hardly aware of the passage of time, Shinji removed his hands from

Rei's back up to her shoulders.  Once there, they brushed gently against

the shoulder straps which were helping hold up the dress half of her

school uniform, sliding them down to hang limply at her sides.  Rei simply

smiled slightly to cover an even lighter blush and kissed Shinji again.

Shinji, a slight blush tinging his own cheeks, moved on to unfasten the

sides of the dress.  The other allowed it, taking the opportunity to trail

the fingertips of her right hand across Shinji's left cheek.  After a

short tussle with side clasps on the dress, the Third Child managed to

unfasten them.  The dress, relieved of the pressures which had been

holding it to Rei, fell free and slipped off onto the ground, leaving the

blue-haired girl standing in only her shirt and undergarments.  Shinji,

though, was not in any position to note the actual extent of what had

happened.  His lips once again met Rei's, screaming to him in an ecstasy

all their own.

     Within both of their minds was contained the single thought

"to please the other, anything."  Knowing, and yet unknowing, the two had

decided to selflessly give of themselves to please the other.

     Shinji gazed almost helplessly into Rei's red eyes, arms locked

around her back, pulling them together once again.  Aside from the simple

act of closeness, the surrounding did not truly matter to him.  They were

together, and beyond that, all he wanted was knowledge of her pleasure.

     The look he received managed to do the one thing that Shinji hadn't

thought possible:  it made him feel even happier than he had.

     There was no real ceremony between them, and there was no need.  The

only thing that complications would have accomplished was lengthen the

same process unnecessarily.

     Shinji watched with a calm and almost detatched look as Rei deftly

unfastened the buttons of her shirt and nonchalantly shrugged it off.  He

continued looking on as she fluidly repeated the process for his own shirt

and dropped it rather carelessly to the ground.  The Third Child caught

himself with a blush spreading across his face and tried his best to avert

his eyes.

     "Is there something wrong?" Rei asked.

     Shinji made a vague gesture about the fact that she was only wearing

her underwear and left it at that.

     "It is part of who I am," Rei said, straight-faced.  "And who I am is

for you.  There is no shame in it."

     Shinji nodded blankly, but kept his eyes sweeping away from Rei.

     Without a trace of insincerity on her face, Rei neatly slipped

herself out of her underwear and stood freely before Shinji.  At any

other time, he knew that his jaw would have dropped open.  As the matter

stood, however, he simply watched with an impassive gaze, freely taking in

the extent of her features.  His eyes drank their fill, observing all that

they could, from the soft blue down of her hair, across her face, her red

eyes seeming to penetrate the wall of his mind, down her torso where her

breasts hung unrestricted against her, and on to the shape of her legs,

then finally to the floor.

     "As I am," Rei stated.  "For you."

     The two embraced again, backing again away from the door.  Rei sought

to stop the momentum momentarily, and did so, taking the simplicity of the

seconds to strip away the rest of Shinji's clothing.

     "And as I am, for you," Shinji said, the words flowing together.

     Still clenched together, the two made their way to Rei's bed and lay

together upon it.  After gently carressing her, Shinji levered Rei's legs

apart and set to his observing-self-appointed task.  Rei cried out softly

at his first penetration as he broke her, causing Shinji to break 'stride'.

However, after assuring him that she was aright, they settled into a

regular rhythm, bringing them to a new feeling of pleasure and warmth at

its climax as their bodies shuddered in the grip of orgasm.

     Shinji rolled off to the side onto the bed next to Rei and slipped

his arm under her shoulders.  She felt rather warm, and what would have

otherwise passed as a full-body blush had crept across her body.  He drew

her up against himself, her head on his shoulder, and the two fell into

the bliss of sleep.

__________________________________________________________________________

     There.  That wasn't so bad, now was it?  I hope all those die-hard

lemon fans out there can forgive me for what I just did.  Still, I did say

that I wasn't going to do any of this by the book.  I guess one could call

it presentable ...  Anyway, I think I'm just going to let the Aright

series of fics drop with this one.  I have four other projects right now,

including finishing up Aright 3 to worry about, so this is as good an end

point as just about any.  ^_^  Hope you enjoyed watching my twisted little

mind go to work in the Eva world.

     In closing, I would like to thank a few people for their assistance

on the Aright series.  First would be Andre and Aly, my only official test

readers for the series.  Also "Eternal" Mark Eymer and Ryo-kun for their

unofficial test-readership.  None of this would have worked nearly as well

without them.  And to all those other loyal readers out there,

"Congratulations!"




