
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Disclaimer



[image: ]




This is a work of fanfiction. The author does not own Pokémon or anything belonging to Nintendo, Game Freak, or Satoshi Tajiri. All characters and storylines not from the original Pokémon franchise, including characters Andrew Brown, William Brown, Saundra Heaston, Jake Adams, Ralph McDonough, Chief Ken Douglas, Taylor Namada, Bartholomew Lee, and Dustin Zane belong solely to the author. Any character resemblances to actual people are coincidental. This story is not being published for commercial or monetary gain and is designed for educational and writing practice purposes as fair use.
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Hello, readers!

Thank you so much for taking the time to check out my pride and joy. This story is dear to my heart and has evolved significantly over the last 10 years (no pun intended!), and I can’t wait for you to hear a very familiar story through a new character’s point of view and experience a human connection through the story’s look into Team Rocket being a formidable threat.

Don’t forget – please follow me on Bluesky at @ashtonkbarnes.bsky.social, and you can supplement your reading experience with music by following along to my “Extinction of Team Rocket” playlist on Spotify.

Happy reading!

All my best, Ashton
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To Luthor Parks, my former teacher and friend who has remained by my side through a turbulent period of self-discovery.

You were the only teacher who told his students that it was okay to not know the answer or didn’t understand something in an assignment. And, you were the only teacher who showed support for students both through their words but also their actions, and I could never thank you enough for that support. Thank you for believing in me, even when I didn’t yet believe in myself or know the path ahead of me. May this work be a testament to what you teach your students about believing in themselves.

To all you budding philosophers who want to change the world: keep believing in yourself and the gift you have to offer the world. You never know what will happen when you have a little bit of faith.

“You do not become good by trying to be good, but finding the goodness that is already within you, and allowing that goodness to emerge.”

~Eckhart Tolle
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Chapter One
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Finally, we had a moment to breathe and survey the damage. My gym challenger was a fierce competitor who showed little mercy in our battle, disarrayed the floor, and exhausted my entire team. The smell of fresh earth filled our noses as dust continued to settle.

As was customary for the Viridian Gym, I healed my opponent’s pokémon, regardless of who was victorious. After I bestowed him with the Earth Badge, and he made his exit, the gym grunts helped me repair the floor.

Will came in just as we finished. “Hey, Drew. How’s my favorite little brother doing?”

I withheld the urge to scowl and nodded in his direction, panting and putting on my best game face. “How’s it going, Will?”

He wore his usual attire – a charcoal gray blazer adorned with a crimson “R” on the breast pocket, matching slacks, and a starchy, white dress shirt. It was our father Giovanni’s signature style of dress. He resembled a young Giovanni, but what set Will apart was he was more handsome and not as heartless as him. Irrelevant, certainly, but in Team Rocket everyone has a fair amount of evil in them.

“The grunts were right,” he said, surveying the dirt and sweat clinging to my body. “That trainer let you have it.”

As I filled up the last hole, one of our new junior executives, Rodney, came up to me. “Drew, I know how busy you are. Would you like me to heal your pokémon?”

I couldn’t pinpoint why, but every time I saw this guy, my stomach churned. It was the way he smiled and the look in his eye when he spoke. All he wanted was to advance in rank, or so it seemed, and it had worked thus far.

But, I always took care of my own pokémon. Nobody else could. I gave them a fast treatment, but their battle today was far too intense for it to have done much good.

“No, that’s okay,” I said, faking a smile and turning around.

“But, I insist,” he said. “I want to help, especially when you work so hard to keep this gym running its best.”

Any red flags from before were confirmed. Nobody in Team Rocket stroked my ego as gym leader. It was a real pity he wasn’t as smart as his words were smooth. I turned back to face him. “Rodney, you know our procedure here. Nobody but myself can heal my pokémon.”

“Drew, don’t be rude,” Will said. “Let him do this for you.”

“Will, I’m not being rude...” 

“But, it’s a nice gesture.”

“William, we follow procedures around here.”

“Andrew, please... He wants to help.”

I scowled, handed him my pokéballs, and said nothing. His smirk made me want to deck him, but I could only hope my pokémon would be fine.

I gave Will a sharp glance, and he smiled at me. I wiped my face and walked with him down into the basement, seeing as there was no longer any business to attend to. My lips stung from the sweat.

Below the gym lurked Team Rocket Headquarters, fully undetected. It was one of the only ideas our father had that seemed smart. We took the elevator down to the fourth floor, where our private suites and tighter security were.

“...Phew, what a battle,” I said as we walked through the door.

Our unadorned suite with snow-white walls and dull gray carpet housed a small living room, kitchenette, three-quarter bath, and two small bedrooms with twin beds and miniature armoires. We sat down in the living room to unwind.

“We don’t often receive tough trainers like him...”

“Do you want tomorrow off?” he asked, keeping his usual fake smile.

"I wouldn’t mind," I said, giving him a look. “But, I’m rarely granted time off. It’s a wonder my library card hasn’t been revoked.”

"I can’t help it if we have more trainers coming through here than normal,” he said with a nervous laugh. “Tell you what, you can have the day off, but we need you to complete a small mission for us.”

I wasn’t surprised. This was a classic William tactic.

“It’s not dangerous, but it’s crucial for our plan. What you’d need to do is-”

“Are you still on that plan to find Dad? Will, that plan is shit.”

“We’re making great progress towards finding him!”

“Are you kidding?” I asked. My hands were now floating through the air as I spoke. “Our bigger plans have never succeeded! Don’t tell me you forgot about how Dad’s plans in Celadon and Saffron bankrupted us. It took months to dig ourselves out of that hole! Even our plans at Azalea and Rage Lake fell through, thanks to some nosey kids, and Dad wasn’t even here for those! ...those had been even remotely successful, I’d be more supportive of the plan.”

“This plan is different!” Will said, mirroring me. “If we take over the airwaves, we’ll have a better chance of getting a message out to him.”

“I still can’t believe you want to find him. Everyone here believes he abandoned us. If he didn’t care about Team Rocket’s future, why are we looking for him?”

He didn’t respond. He stared at the coffee table to fight against the anger on his face. I would’ve cared more about any unresolved feelings he had if I didn’t have my own bone to pick with our father.

As much as I wanted to continue to fight him on this, I sighed. We didn’t agree on much, especially our father. But, I was under his command. “What do you need done?”

He took a deep breath, his frown still intact. “A tour is being given at The Kanto Broadcasting Network’s new facilities in Goldenrod. I need you and a grunt to act like tourists and plant bugs in several key locations-”

“Wait, you want me to bring a grunt along? William, I can handle missions on my own."

“I know, Drew, but our grunts need more hands-on experience with executives. They aren’t maturing as much as we’d hoped.”

"But, why am I stuck with one? The others don’t mind. Send him with one of them!”

“Please, Drew, Jake’s a bright kid. I see executive potential in him. He needs more time with someone like you.” His frown had returned, though this time it was more pronounced. “Please, Andrew... This could help him... It could help us.”

I loathed the thought of mentoring an expendable brat who couldn’t care less, but there was no other option. “All right. If that’s what you need done, I’ll do it. But, the kid needs to turn down that smile."

He gave a small laugh.

“You owe me big for today,” I said.

He nodded. “I’ll tell him to meet you at Black Phoenix at noon. Repairs on it finished a few hours ago. In fact,” he said, looking at his watch, “there’re still a few more things I need to do. I’ll be back later.”

As if in a hurry, he stood up and was on the other side of the door in seconds.

After a hard day, a shower seemed nice. In theory, anyway. I removed my jumpsuit and glanced over my scars, obscured by muscle and the tattoos that reminded me to find strength through distressing times. On the right side of my chest was a large tattoo of my espeon with eyes that seemed to glow and shine like Espeon’s did. Around my arms were sleeves of my ninetales, pupitar, dragonair, scizor, and crobat, plus various tattoos including Viridian City landmarks, tribal tattoos from our community’s ancient religious tradition, and positive, affirming words in our culture’s ancient Ryuluan language.

The only tattoo I hated was the Team Rocket “R” on my side, required of every executive. Not to mention the thin, skintight device on my ankle that prevented me from going anywhere other than where I was directed to go.

I turned on the shower and closed my eyes as I numbed everything but my mind in frigid water. When I could take the chill no longer, I dried off and put on my polyester pikachu pajamas, my only real possession. I closed my bedroom door, turned off the lights, and curled up under my quilt. It warmed me up some, but it could never warm me up enough to take off the chill from living underground.

I dreaded each night. After falling asleep, a nightmare put an end to my rest. I spent at least an hour shaking, powerless and unable to control my nerves. I wished they’d go away. The pain that came from past memories was sometimes too much. I thought I’d conquered this.

I had spent eight years in Team Rocket, and all I wanted to do was leave. It was my destiny to forever follow the oath. pokémon were not for friendship, or so they said, but only to turn a profit. At the thought of facing another hopeless day, I groaned, curled up into a ball, and waited for the shaking to stop.

I woke up from some decent sleep the next morning and stumbled around for the light. I put on my executive uniform - a black shirt, a white blazer with a black breast pocket stamped with a red “R,” white dress pants, a black belt, and white shoes. I kept my short, brown hair spiked.

I rode the elevator up to the second floor that housed a battle practice room, a storage facility for our pokémon (stolen and otherwise), a recreation room, fitness center, conference room, research laboratory, and cafeteria. As I entered our distorted excuse for a pokémon center, I saw my pokémon lying on stretchers, looking as though their pain and untreated wounds kept them from resting. I knew that son of a bitch was not trustworthy.

It took a lot of self-control to not let my blood boil over, as Dr. Namba, Team Rocket’s oldest scientist, was in the room and focused only on the blueprints in his hands. His thick, light brown eyebrows and bushy moustache, and the lack of hair growing on top of his head, creeped me out. He reminded me of a pathetic reject for a clown, and his best known trait was his short temper.

“Namba!”

“Mr. Brown,” he said with his back straight and his hand to his forehead.

“Why are you idling around? These pokémon need medical care, and all you seem to care about are your blueprints.”

“With all due respect, sir, I’m paid to conduct research and invent technology that makes Team Rocket invincible, not baby-sit weak pokémon that soil Team Rocket’s name.”

Although he was much older than I was, the man was a poor excuse for a human being and a scientist. The number of useful gadgets and discoveries to his name were minimal. But, his putting down my pokémon was inaccurate and undeserved. I could battle circles around him.

“Your job description doesn’t interest me, but your ignorance of real problems is unacceptable. These pokémon give the Viridian Gym its strong reputation. And, they do so without technology and could easily defeat anything you use... If they aren’t healthy, they can’t perform. I thought a man as... senior as you would understand my frustration when employees don’t show initiative for what needs to be done for the greater good of Team Rocket.”

His face twisted into a reserved sneer. “Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. From now on, I promise to keep my eyes open for real problems."

“Yes, I’m sure you will... Now, if you wouldn’t mind, please see to it that your subordinates, Butch and Cassidy, are on time when I fly to Ecruteak at 12:15... You know how much I love to deal with incompetence.”

“Yes, sir,” he muttered before leaving the room.

What a fool. I’d have kicked the crap out of him or battled him into submission if it would’ve helped the circumstances. I turned to my pokémon, who looked at me with sad expressions and pain in their eyes. I was sure what Namba said didn’t help the situation. I fought back the tears that formed.

“I’m so sorry he did this to you,” I whispered. “You were great. I'm so proud of all of you.”

They were far too weak to eat, so I hand-fed them until their hunger was gone. Afterward, I selected a victreebel from our storage system’s computer. A thick panel of glass separated the holding room, and a mechanical hand retrieved a pokéball and dropped it into a slot in the wall. It squealed to be out of its confinement.

Most of our stolen pokémon had behavior issues, so many Team Rocket members couldn’t control them. I could never explain it, but I’d never had an issue. They trusted me, and this grass-type had no issue releasing a flurry of silver powder that lulled them to sleep.

"Thank you, Victreebel," I said as I stroked the leaf on its head and returned it to the storage room.

I retrieved some medicine from a nearby cabinet and treated their wounds. Once they were in much better shape, I submitted Rodney’s junior executive account for termination through our computer, using Will’s identification code for its final approval. Good riddance.

With that done, I rode the elevator down to the fourth floor and gathered some regular clothing. Next was the underground heliport, located underneath the Viridian Forest. It was only accessible through a long passageway underneath the gym.

After walking past several of our available helicopters, I stopped in front of a black model with red stripes extending from its nose to its sides. I loaded my belongings into the cabin and went to the cafeteria.

The usual noise disappeared after I entered a gray and offwhite room filled with around 50 tables each sitting six people. The room, though partially clean, still had dirt spots missed by the cleaning crew. I went through the line and was served lukewarm oatmeal, fruit, and toast that passed healthcode but not so much for flavor. I sat down by myself and casually observed those around me. Through various rumors, grunts believed I could fire them at the drop of a hat. They’d scarf down their food or throw it away and leave, hoping to avoid any crossfire. Any grunts who decided to stay would whisper and fidget until I left.

What I hated seeing was the interactions between other executives and grunts. One clumsy grunt stepped on Ariana’s foot, and she yelled loud enough to capture everyone’s attention. I’d seen him once or twice before. He was a younger recruit with red hair and freckles scattered on his face and arms. I think his name was Ralph. With his face white and his legs shaking, he looked like he was about to piss himself.

“How dare you step on my foot, you pathetic little caterpie! Get out of my sight before I have you punished in the game room!”

The poor guy stumbled back and ran to exit on the far side of the room.

Proton, another executive, spotted me looking at him. “What are you doing here, dimshit?”

“Eating my breakfast like everyone else. I see your wish hasn’t come true yet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“All those shooting stars you’ve wished on. Nothing’s happened. Your personality’s still as endearing as a makigarp’s ass.”

He moved closer to me. “I ought to beat your ass for that comment, you sorry excuse for an executive.”

“And, what would you do that hasn’t already been done to me by someone else?”

He bent down and whispered in my ear, “What Will doesn’t know won’t hurt him.”

“You have no authority over me, and if you so much as try anything, I’ll make a fool of you in front of everyone here.”

Having had enough, he and the other executives kicked some grunts out of the farthest table from me. I rolled my eyes and went back to my breakfast.

~ ~ ~
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At noon, I returned to the heliport to find my grunt, Jake Adams, waiting for me.

“We meet again, Mr. Brown,” he said with a toothy grin.

He was different from other grunts, having accompanied me on several missions already. Unlike others who were too afraid, he always seemed excited. Plus, I didn’t get the same evil feeling in him like I did with others. I wasn’t sure how I picked up on it, as I didn’t consider myself an intuitive person. I didn't care to be around grunts, but this kid kind of reminded me of myself (except for the smile). His brown hair was unkempt, his skin a healthy pink color, and he was one of the few in Team Rocket with blue eyes.

Still, I suspected he could be like the others, only wanted to advance, and didn’t care about anyone else. After boarding the helicopter, I put in coordinates for Butch and Cassidy and put Black Phoenix on autopilot.

"Will, we're on our way to pick up the artifacts and then catch the tour,” I said after pushing the “talk” button on the dashboard.

"All right,” he replied, his voice cracking through the helicopter’s speakers. “Good luck. Tell me if you encounter problems.”

Neither of us said anything for the first few minutes in the air. But this didn’t seem to faze Jake.

“How is everything?” he asked me. “It’s been a while since we’ve had a mission together.”

“Tiring,” I replied. “Same old shit.”

“Will’s still not giving you much time off, is he?”

I shook my head. “Business as usual.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

“It is what it is,” I said. “I didn’t care to do this mission, but it was a favor to him.”

“Yeah, I would’ve been up for this mission had they let me go alone. It doesn’t seem hard to operate these helicopters.”

“That’s true... but I doubt the executives would allow it.”

“Yeah, you’re probably right.”

I checked vitals and returned my gaze to our view. 

“But, hey, it’s better than cleaning bathrooms.”

“Yeah, can’t argue there,” I said. “It’s not the first job on anybody’s list.”

Jake laughed. “True... but your job must not be easy either.”

“It has its pros and cons... it keeps me from having to complete missions most of the time.”

“You mean you don’t enjoy this part?”

I shook my head. “If I had to choose, I’d pick being a gym leader every time.”

I tried to keep a blank expression, but this kid seemed all right, so I found it challenging to keep up the façade.

“You’re not as quiet as everyone said you’d be,” he told me.

“Is that a good thing?”

He chuckled a bit. “I guess... I’m not sure... it’s different from what I heard.”

I looked at him. “Why? What have you heard?”

“Oh, different things...”

“Like what?”

“Like... you always have laryngitis, or you only speak when you fire someone... and most of the grunts are silent whenever you’re around, as if you’re their executioner or something.”

I chuckled at the thought. “So, I take it you don’t believe them?”

“Of course not... I just think they have the wrong idea about you.”

“I hate to disappoint them... but I’ve never had laryngitis. And I don’t fire people... usually. That’s more up to William.”

He looked at me. “So, why are people so afraid of you?”

“...I’m quiet most of the time because there’s not a lot to say... But, I make myself look tough.”

“That’s where the exercising a lot comes from?”

I nodded. “It works for everyone... except the other executives.”

“I never thought you’d have to do that. Do you do the same as gym leader?”

“No, my confidence as a gym leader is real. Everything else is forced.”

“Why would you have to force yourself to be something you’re not?”

“Because...” I was trying to think about how much I wanted to divulge. “...Team Rocket was rough when I was younger... it wasn’t until I made myself intimidating that people respected me and left me alone.”

He didn’t respond, appearing like he was processing what I’d said. It gave me a chance to look him over. He couldn’t have been older than 14.

“How old are you, Jake?” I asked him.

“13.”

His response saddened me. It only brought back memories of when I was new. They only intensified my sadness.

“How did you get that scar on your face?”

I didn’t answer right away, but I looked at him and went back to our view. “You might want to try a different question.” It wasn’t the first time I’d said that for an uncomfortable topic.

"Okay...”

As he thought, I had a question of my own. “Tell me, Jake, how did a decent kid like you get involved in Team Rocket?”

It seems my gloominess was contagious. A frown settled on Jake's face. “Because the other kids in trainer school teased me... And it was all for my lack of confidence in battle... My family pulled me out after not doing well... And, somehow, I ended up at a Team Rocket recruitment meeting, where they promised me power and confidence if I joined...”

I said nothing. His response did nothing to encourage me. I looked at the helicopter's vitals and kept my attention on the sky before us. We were almost to Ecruteak City, where the interception of the artifacts was to take place.

“So, you don’t regret your decision?” I asked after a further moment of silence.

“No... I mean, I don't regret it a lot... but I'm sure my parents wouldn’t approve if they knew where I was.”

Ecruteak came into view, and the helicopter flew toward the Burned Tower standing in the northwest corner of town. Known for being the former home of Ho-Oh, a legendary pokémon whose feathers shone like the rainbow and brought peace wherever it went. But, because of human error, the tower burned, and Ho-Oh never returned. Will sought after remnants of items inside the tower that could help us find it.
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