Rated: Well, I’ll let you decide. There are a couple of curse words and a gun scene… 

Disclaimer: I don’t own Pokèmon, Team Rocket, or Miyamoto, but I do own Qate, Chael, Manny, Britti, Madison, Jack, Chars, June, Giov, Christine, and Sal. 

Other: If you don’t get this, I’m trying to explain the beginning of Team Rocket. Also, I had to write this as a project for school. I just added curse words and more theory relating to the show. Boo-ya! 

The Beginning 

By J.C. Rocket

Part One~ Last One Standing


Black and red. Black walls, red laser detectors. 


My mission—infiltrate the system and retrieve the Black Pokèball in the dark. Like I said, black and red.


My hands were tied to my ankles and I lay squirming on the floor. I had already tried cutting it off, the rope, I mean, but my pocketknife was out of reach.


Sweat dripped down the side of my face and clung to my curly brown hair. 


I just can’t screw this mission up, I thought. I can’t afford another failure. 


Right then, my despair brought me to an idea. I would bring the ropes up to the laser beam and cut it. I would only cut one rope so I didn’t have to struggle to flip onto my other side.


I slowly wiggled over to the laser beam nearest the floor and aligned my body to it. 


Slowly, slowly, I chanted in my head. I touched the laser just a teensy bit, but just as the ropes burned to dust, an alarm went off inside of the room. This scared the heck out of me, and I jerked my body into the laser by accident, the laser hitting my hand. 


The bright lights shone in my face as I awaited my fate. A tall, skinny man in black pushed open the door. 


“Back again, I see?” he questioned. He took another few steps towards me and I realized the throbbing pain in the hand that hit the laser. 


“Manny, I… I’m so sorry, I…” 


“No excuses, Rachel Roke,” he said. I hate it when someone says my real name… “No one is to use the training system when I’m not supervising.”


I showed him my bleeding hand where I had caught the laser beam.


“And that’s what happens when I’m not here,” Manny added. I lowered my head in disgrace. “You are dismissed, Chael.”


I kept my head down as I ambled to the door. I swung it open and saw my best friend Qate (pronounced ‘Kate’). I knew she had heard what had happened because of the sorrowful look she had on her face.


“Chael,” Qate started. But she never finished, for this situation was too extreme for words. 


You see, failing a mission is bad in this industry. But disobeying orders is worse.


I work for R.I.Z., a crime ring that steals famous jewels. I trained hard every day, and worked hard for my money when it came around. 


But going back to the story…


Qate and I walked through the bright white corridors to our room, suite 27. Oh, by the way, we live in an apartment-like building in the center of Cerulean City. 


I turned the bronze handle and found the room to be dark. Qate quickly switched on the light, and a brilliant flash lit up the room. But the flash ended.


“Damn light bulbs…” Qate mumbled. 


“I know. Can’t they at least have ONE luxury in this whole place?” I agreed. Qate sighed.


“I’ll go to the Stock Room and pick up another,” Qate said. “Keep the door open to air out that filthy stench.” She then went to get a light bulb that might work for one minute. 


Even with the light on, the place seemed gloomy. Our two beds were like those seen in barracks: brown sheets with metal bars that barely supported our weight. A broken nightstand stood crookedly in the middle of the two beds with a rose placed atop it. And, across from that was a crude black-and-white television with an alien-like antennae sticking out of it. 


The bathroom was even worse. It had a mirror the size of a battery, a toilet that had suspicious odors emitting from it, a dirty porcelain sink and a bathtub that hasn’t worked in years. All of the pipes were rusty, and the décor was to be desired. Not what you call perfect, but I dealt with it. 


While I was deep in thought about what I’d do with my $2 raise, I heard a soft noise. I was leaning against the doorway facing the hall, so I turned around to look. Nothing. I looked at the hallway once more and suddenly something tapped my shoulder. 


“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” I screamed, jumping up in surprise. I turned around to see the source, but instead of a horrible beast, it was the purple-haired Qate. With a new light bulb, of course. 


“How—why—but…” I stuttered. “How did you get behind me?”


“Laundry chute,” she said casually. “Works wonders.” I nodded in agreement. Or was it sarcasm? 


Qate began to unscrew the dead light bulb and put in the new one. The unpainted ceiling, fortunately, was low, and even little Qate could reach it. 


When she finished, Qate pulled the silver cord to see if the bulb was working. Dim, but okay. 


A fuzzy sound was heard when the TV turned on. The snow soon cleared to reveal a picture of Manny on the tiny screen. 


“Chael, Qate. I want you in my office, NOW,” Manny ordered. The screen then turned black again. 


I exchanged a frightened look with my partner as we both decided to head to our fate. 


The corridors suddenly turned from a bright, cheery yellow to an uninviting lair of gloom. 


The walk, though short, seemed to take forever. My head kept pounding with thoughts of what would come next. 


What if he fires me for breaking into the training lab? What if I get so dizzy I faint? What if I die of a heart attack? Those thoughts were scrolling slowly through my mind as I timidly opened the wooden office door. 


Qate followed me in, just about hiding behind me. The room was red—and dark. A single lamp, shining red, of course, lit the only bright corner of the room. And the red light from the walls shone onto Manny—you guessed it, wearing red. 


“You’re late, Chael,” Manny bellowed. I winced. “And you are too, Kathryn.”


“What is this all about, anyways, Manny?” Qate asked with an angry tone. Manny smiled devilishly.


“Oh, this, girls, is a mission,” Manny said. “It’s your first.” I was so excited at the sound of our first actual mission!


“How thrilling!” I accidentally blurted out in my joy. 


“It’s not that thrilling,” Manny said. “What you must do, Chael, is retrieve that Black Pokèball you’ve been training for. Qate, you are to steal the matching Grey Pokèball. Then I’ll have all of the colors…”


“When… do we start?” Qate asked nervously. 


“Tomorrow. Noon sharp. Oh, yes, and you’ll be assigned new partners as well,” Manny announced. “Now out.”


I shuffled out of the room, heartbroken. Qate and I had planned our first mission as children, and now we have to get new partners. 


After Qate and I returned to our rooms, we talked awhile. 


“You watch, I’ll probably get assigned to that little Madison brat. I heard she’s a cheerleader, too,” Qate groaned.


“I heard she’s blonde and skinny,” I added. “But hey, concerning the color wheel, yellow and purple go together!” 


Qate stuck out her tongue at me.


“Betcha a week’s pay that you have to be with Jack,” Qate bet. 


“I don’t think I’ll be stuck with him. And besides, if I do, I have to pay you a whole quarter!”


“Hey, hey, hey, a week’s pay would be one dollar,” Qate said. I gave her a look. 


“Just go to sleep,” I said. Qate looked at the clock and rolled her eyes. She turned over in her brown sheets and quickly fell asleep. She was lucky that she didn’t wake up from any nightmares like me. 


In the morning, I scrambled like eggs to get over to Manny’s office, wearing my best outfit of black shorts and a red tank top.


The corridor, then, looked more inviting with the morning sunlight pouring in through the large window panes at the end of the hall. 


I walked sleepily to Manny’s office door.


“Chael,” Manny said as I entered. He looked as though he was hiding something behind his back. “Meet Chars.”


A young man, around my age of 19, was flung out from behind Manny. He wasn’t too bright-looking, and I saw him as the jock type. 


“Uh, no,” I said. “No way am I going with a guy who has no brains.”


“He has no need for brains. He’s been trained by torture,” Manny offered. “Call him your ladder.” I was still unsure about having the buff brunette join me on this mission. 


“I think a slim lightweight would be better for breaking in stealthily,” I insisted.


“Fine then,” Manny said calmly. “Son, I guess you’ll have to get another partner.”


SON?!! I didn’t know Manny was that old, I thought. But I felt no shame in hurting Chars’s feelings, for I knew I was right. This was definitely a one-woman mission.


Chars turned around and left through the back door. Manny shot me a concerned look. 


“Go. You’ve caused enough damage,” he said. I almost ran out of the room to await my first mission. Alone. 


While I stood in my room, waiting to leave, I got to thinking.


Wait… Why would the Big Man send me out on a mission in broad daylight? It either must be a skill test or a suicide mission, I thought. I hope it’s a skill test. 

I let the situation rest as my timer rang, signaling my time to begin the mission. 


“C’mon, c’mon, open!” I whispered into the darkness of the vault. 


Breaking in had been easy—just a glass cutter, some rope, and a high-tech invisibility suit. The hard part was getting that stupid Black Pokèball and escaping without getting caught. 


Now, that Pokèball …


The vault was of a cold steel inside, and (as I guessed) a ton of laser beams shooting out in every direction. In the midst of it all lay a big rock… well, soon it would be a big rock.
My hands were prepared for the task ahead.


Here goes, I thought.


I jumped in between the laser beams, careful not to make the same mistake I had made before.


When that was over, I had targeted my eyes on the prize. First, though, I had to fool the thick security system around the glass case. 


I checked my arsenal for the invisi-gloves. They should have been right next to the… shit! My gloves were missing!


Well, maybe I could try a fold of the suit, I thought.


I took a fold of the invisible suit and put it on my right hand, which was the good hand. Slowly, almost painfully, I extended my hand through the lasers. I grimaced, awaiting the guards’ coming.


But there was no alarm. I pulled my hand in and out in disbelief, amazement, and enjoyment. I stopped playing my game when I decided to take out the glass-cutter. 


My shaky hands clutched both the invisible suit and the glass-cutter. There was no turning back. 


In one swift, circular motion, the glass was open.  I reached into the box, grabbed the Pokèball and replaced it with the big rock I’d promised you.  For a moment, I just stood there, gaping at the job I’d done.  But when I snapped into reality, I knew I had to escape.


I bolted through the beams, barely missing one of them, but nonetheless I still had the Pokèball clutched tightly in my good hand as I hoisted myself onto the cord that would be my ticket out.


“Phew, out,” I said, bringing myself outside into the sunlight.  “Now, back to headquarters.”


I walked casually to a taxicab at the corner.


“Hey, uh,” I said.  “Gimme a ride to the corner of Mino and Cheska.”  The driver turned around.


“Yeah, get in,” he bellowed.  I obediently opened the door and got in.


We rode the short distance in our smelly cab to the street corner.  The driver turned around to get my money for the ride.  The problem was I didn’t have any money.


“Um, mister?  I owe you,” I said quickly before bolting out of the cab.


“Hey!  Wait a minute!” the driver yelled.  It sounded like a whisper because I was sprinting so fast.


I got to Headquarters and pulled out my key.  I fumbled to open it, quickly moving so I would not get caught.  I could already see the driver hobbling along the sidewalk.


When the key got through its hole, the door swung open with my hand.  As soon as I was in, the door locked itself again.  Oh, I love technology.


I collapsed onto the floor gasping, when I saw a dark face looming over me.


“Hello, Chael,” the feminine voice echoed.  I looked up more.


“Who are you?” I inquired.  The girl laughed.


“I know what you have.”


“That’s not what I asked you,” I said.  “I asked you who you are.”


“That’s not important,” the girl said.  She had cornered me, and was attempting to choke me.  “Hand over the Pokèball.”


Losing circulation, I grabbed the Pokèball from my pouch and handed it to her.  The girl took her hand off of my neck and stood up into the light.


To my relief, I recognized the light purple hair to be that of Qate’s.  Qate laughed along with me and outstretched her hand.  I held out my hand also, and she hoisted my limbered body up.


“Great job!” Qate yelled.


“Oh, it was easy,” I started.  “Except for that taxi driver who I still owe money…”


“Well, I think that’s him,” Qate suggested, looking out the door.  We exchanged horrific looks and ran towards the elevator.


I stared at the white ceiling.  It was a good thing I had gotten that Black Pokèball to Manny before noon, because he thought that even my outfit was conspicuous.


But I was safe then.  Safe in my own, small cot.  And I drifted slowly to sleep engulfed in these thoughts.


Christine opened the office door.  She held a video tape in her left hand.  “Christine,” Sal said. “Glad to see you with that security tape.”


“Glad to see you glad to see me,” Christine replied.  She handed Sal the tape.


Sal popped the videotape into the VCR slot and watched the characters on the screen, carefully.


“This is that Roke person, is it not?” Sal asked Christine.


“Yes, and do you know where the girl is?
 Christine asked.


“Mm, the Cerulean City Museum?”


“Oh, yes,” Christine said. “I say we sabotage the girl’s promotion and kill her.”


“This blackmail should be useful,” Sal mumbled.  “You may leave Christine.”


I rose in complete darkness by the shaking on my bed.  It turns out that Qate was shaking me up in the middle of the night.


“W-what?” I asked in the dark.


“It’s me, Qate” Qate whispered. “Get up, we’ve gotta go. NOW.”


“Why?  What’s up?” I whispered back.  I sat up a bit to see Qate more clearly.


“That mission you went on,” Qate began. “Do you remember any cameras?”  I shook my head. I was quite sure of my surroundings when I retrieved the Pokèball, but –


“Wait. Did they have spy cameras watching me?” I asked.


“Yes, that’s it.  But Z.I.R., our rival crime ring, now has hold of the tape and showed it to the cops,” Qate hurriedly said.  “We have to get out of here before they find us.”


I practically sprung out of bed and almost hit Qate in the nose.


“Oh, sorry,” I apologized.


Qate said nothing of it but rather grabbed my hand and flung the both of us out of the door.  We stumbled down the hall to the stairs and pulled at the door.


When it wouldn’t open, I panicked. My eyes got teary as I remembered the scene from so long ago.


It was when my mother died.  Our apartment, much like this one, was surrounded by police.  My mother was carrying me and running to the stairs, but she tripped. Soon, police were behind us and before I knew it, my defiant mother had been shot by two suspicious characters.


I certainly didn’t want the same fate as my mother, so I kept on frantically trying to pull open the door.  Qate just stood as if she were trying to recall something.


“Wait, wait,” Qate muttered.  “I think there’s another way out.” My despair turned to hope as Qate sprinted through the hallway, myself in tow.


We approached the window and Qate held out her arm.


“What?” I asked, confused.


“Hello? The window!” Qate exclaimed.


“No way,” I absentmindedly said.


“It’s our last hope. All of the other members are, like, all the way to Los Angeles by now!”


I glanced down at my belt. Yes, there was my rope.


“Well…if it’s the last hope, yes,” I decided.


“Come on!”


I hesitantly unlatched the window and attached my rope inside of the sill and onto my belt.  Qate did the same and we repelled down the side of the R.I.Z. building.


We landed with a thud on the sidewalk below.


“There,” I sighed.  Qate laughed sarcastically.


“Oh, you’re funny,” she remarked.  “We’re not even close to safe.”


“W…we’re not?

“Let me explain in one word. RUN!”


Qate dashed off in front of me, and I quickly followed.


Down streets and alleys we stumbled, trying to avoid any suspicious characters.  But when you’re in a famous crime ring, everyone looks like a cop or a Z.I.R. member.


Finally, we reached the passage in the brick wall.  The passage was our only hope of safety, especially since I was on the run having stolen a rare Pokèball.


Qate entered a code with her gloved hand, and the narrow opening in the brick was revealed.


On the inside, the walls were painted black, and the room was scattered with candles all over the white floor. 


The other members of R.I.Z. were huddled in the corner holding their possessions. I didn’t have any worthy things, because I have been a runway since I was a child. 


Back on track, though…


“So you’ve finally made it here,” Vikki said. She was the ‘snob’ of the association. 


“Yes we have, Victoria,” Qate snobbed equally back. 


You could easily tell that there was friction between the two, plain as the electricity coming from their eyes. 


“Excuse me, but,” Madison, another member, said, “ if we can’t all get along, someone will hear us.”


“Brat’s right,” I admitted. Vikki and Qate just shrugged off and refused to look at each other.


Hours passed, and soon our whole R.I.Z. team was tired and bored. But there was nothing we could do. 


So bored we sat, waiting, but we knew we would never return to the apartment. Only patience would keep us from snapping and losing control.


It was hair-raising. Terrifying. Just horrible. It is the beast given the name ‘waiting.’


I felt I was trapped on the Titanic during its final moments. I knew, like everyone else, that it was only a matter of time before we were found. 


“There just has to be something we can do,” Qate whispered to me in the near darkness. 


“I know! Order a pizza!” I said. Qate didn’t seem too happy about this joke. “Well…” I slid down the wall onto my behind next to Qate. “Maybe… there is something!”


Qate nodded her head.


A strange banging noise crashed into the outside walls.


“We can’t wait until then. Someone’s found us!” Chars shouted. Meanwhile, an idea was sprouting in my head. 


“Qate,” I addressed her.


“Hm?”


“How thick is this carpet?” I asked. Qate smiled. 


“Hey, HEY! Everyone, listen!” Qate ordered. When all were at attention, she finished with, “Chael here has an idea.”


I blushed humbly as she announced me. But I returned to normal soon with a feeling of leadership.


“R.I.Z.,” I began. Ooh, I enjoyed the power… “Get together your sharp objects. We’re going to dig through the carpet and under the brick so as we can escape!’


Mostly everyone had a pointy thingy with them, and even if they didn’t, they used their hands. Nonetheless, we worked the carpet off of the floor and began to dig into the cool, wet soil below. 


Our hands and faces were filthy, but we finally broke through just in time. We shimmied under the hard brick and out into the alley right before the police busted in. Of course, the carpet had been put back into place. 


“Like, I like, got my, like, new outfit all, like, dirty!” Britti complained. Qate rolled her eyes. 


“It’s better if we look dirty and as if we were born in the street,” I said. 


“She’s right,” Manny agreed. 


“Well, now that we’re out, where will we go?” Jack questioned. 


“We have to split up,” Manny ordered. “Jack and Chars, that way. Britti and Madison over there, Chael and Qate, you follow me. Let’s g-“


Manny’s somewhat masculine voice was cut short by the all too familiar blast of a gunshot. Manny yelled a scream of pain before falling to the ground, clutching his arm. 


“Oh, Dad!” Chars called out before running to his father’s side. Another shot was fired. 


It missed us, but the figure who aimed for us had her shadowy figure upon us. 


It was so familiar though. I could’ve sworn that hair was someone’s I’d seen…


“Hold it right there, R.I.Z.,” the shadow said.


“We’re backwards of you, so leave this place,” another voice from behind us yelled. A man with orange hair jumped from inside of a trashcan. 


“Or we’ll leave a cavity in your face!” the girl said.


“We’ll make you die before you think…” said trash-can man.


“…You’ll get off easy in a blink.”


“Sal!” yelled trash-can. 


“Christine!” yelled shadow. 


“And there’s more to us than our speed of light!”


“So get away, or get ready to fight!”


“So it is you two!” I gasped in horror. “Y-you killed Mom!”


Christine smiled and aimed her gun at me.


“Hm, yes,” she said. “Your mother wasn’t really important, and neither are you, ya Pokeball-stealing twerp! Now you can see your Mommy!”


I stood still in fear and anger, not knowing what to do, as both Sal and Christine prepared to fire. 


“Good-bye, R.I.Z. scum!” Sal shouted. 


“HOLD IT RIGHT THERE!” a strong voice yelled. 


Suddenly, a whole squad of cops entered the scene. 


“This ain’t no street fight,” Sal insisted.


“I heard gunshots,” a male cop said. Sal searched for an excuse, but Christine had already found one. 


She fired a shot at the squad and the cop fell limply into the arms of his peers. 


The police then took out their guns and aimed at Christine and Sal.


“Put down the guns,” a female officer said. 


“Make us,” Christine yelled. 


I guess that’s when it began. A whole ton of bullets flew past my head and body. I caught a bullet in my right arm and fell among a cluster of trash cans on the ground.


The world spun in a blurry, 2-d world in front of my eyes and the sound pierced my eardrums. I soon couldn’t take it any longer, and I blacked out. 


Bright lights.


There they were, very blurry, in my face. So white, so blinding…


Then I felt the bandage on my arm and it all came back. I was a bird falling to the ground. 


Blue eyes and blue-green hair replaced the lights.


“Hi. You’ve finally come to,” the girl said.


“W-where am I?” I asked.


“You are in my shack for the injured,” she said. “My name is June. Do you remember yours?”


“Yes,” I replied. “Yes I do. I’m Rachel Roke, but all of my friends call me Chael.”


“That’s a lovely name,” June complimented. “Let me get this light out of your way.”


June swiveled the light over so that it didn’t bother me. I sat up to see all the colors in a rush.


“So, where did you find me?” I asked.


“You were in a street fight, and you had been knocked out,” June started sadly. “You were the only one fortunate enough to just have been shot in the arm.”


“Why?” I exclaimed in cold fear.


“Everyone else, sadly, has passed away.”


My eyes filled with tears for my partners. Poor Qate; her daughter, Miyamoto, is only 9 years of age. Jack and Madison were engaged to marry next month. Britti was Chars’s girlfriend. My pity, mostly, goes out to poor Chars, even though he’s with his long-gone father in heaven. 


Now tears rolled down my cheeks. It was an uncontrollable depression that would scar me forever.


“What’s wrong, was one of them your friend?” June inquired. 


“A-all of t-them were,” I stuttered back. 


Just then, a boy entered the wooden shack.


“Oh, hi Giov,” June said to him.


“Hi June,” Giov said. He pointed to me. “Who’s the girl?”


“I’m Chael Roke,” I said. Giov was sort of staring at me. I guess he looked pretty cute.


“Well, hello, Chael.”


“Yeah, well, hands off, Giov,” June said. “She’s recovering her arm and hand from a street fight.”


It would take a little time to get out of the dump, so I got to thinking about making friends with June and Giov. 


As their conversation went on, I interrupted with, “How do you guys feel about starting a crime ring?”

