"This is the boss."

He had aged twenty years since Meowth had last seen him. His face was withered and haggard, his eyes were deadened, and his hair was more grey than usual. Added to the fact that the last time Meowth had seen his boss was just 24 hours ago, it wasn't too hard to see that Giovanni had had quite a rough night.

The cat-like Pokémon was reclining on a rock, which had just spent hours getting quietly toasted by the sun. As a result, Meowth's fur was getting very warm. His battery-powered laptop was lying on the sandy floor in front of him. Giovanni's angry-looking face was flickering on and off, as the battery slowly ran out.

Yeah, I know it's da boss, who else ever calls me? Meowth thought.

"Oh, hi boss. I wasn't expecting ya."

Giovanni had obviously missed the sarcasm. "Where are the other two?" he blurted out.

To tell ya da truth, I don't rightly know. But I don't care.

"Dey're off capturing Pikachu, like ya asked. Don't ya want dem to do dat any more?"

Giovanni's face worked itself into a look of something like a mixture of anger, puzzlement, and embarrassment. The small furry Pokémon swivelled round into a sitting position and looked at the boss properly. Quickly, he tried to arrange his face into the same look. He succeeded only in looking even more shifty than usual.

"Well, tell them that I have another job for them. I have created a super-Pokémon, even more powerful than... magic leakage. The result of which being that I, Lissard, am under threat! Do you understand me?"

Meowth was genuinely confused this time. What da...?
He leapt off the rock and landed on the ground, his soft paw-like feet sinking into the hot sand. Loping over to the laptop, he saw that not only what the boss was saying had changed. The picture was no longer of the 40-year-old Giovanni, rather the laptop's screen now displayed two... were they men? One was taller than the other, and upon closer look, the cat saw that the taller one was holding the shorter one by the scruff of its neck. There was some sort of small, stone structure next to them.

"But I don't understand, Lordness," the shorter figure stuttered. Meowth noticed that he had a nasty lisp. Acting on a sudden stroke of inspiration, he reached out and pressed a few buttons. The zoom on the laptop screen enabled Meowth to see the face of the man more clearly now, it was in plain view as it had just been cast onto the floor by the other figure.

What da heck is dat?

Whatever it was, it wasn't human, although, Meowth reminded himself, it didn't just take a human to be intelligent. It was completely green, a result of the coloured scales that covered every inch of its skin, or all that Meowth could see, as it was mostly covered in shiny metal armour. It was definitely masculine.

"But Lordness..." he started again.

"But NOTHING!" roared the other figure. "If anyone discovers the warp we could be in serious trouble. You, Lissard, must seal it for me! Now!"
Lissard leapt to his feet.

"Oh, that's all right-ness then," he rasped. "Where is the portalness?"

"It's..."

Crackle. Buzz. Swoosh. Phut.

The battery on the laptop had run out.

***

Meowth ran, as fast as he could, along the beach. The sand was warm and soothed his feet, at least it would have done if the cat hadn't been preoccupied with recounting his viewing of two extremely powerful beings in terrible danger. He had only one thought in his mind.

Gosh, I'm hungry. I need food as soon as possible. Once I've found Jessie and James, I'll grab a bite to eat. Or preferably two bites. Maybe even more!

Meowth was so busy thinking about just how hungry he was, he didn't notice a large, black boot until he ran headlong into it.

"Youch!" yelled the tall, 17-year-old boy with purple hair whose foot was in the boot as Meowth collided with it. "Something just collided with my shoe!"

He was dressed in a white suit, with long, black gloves and white trousers. Emblazoned on the front of his shirt was a large, dark red letter "R". He whipped round and peered down at Meowth.

"It's Meowth!" snarled a girl with long, red hair, walking up next to him. She was wearing a similar uniform. "Meowth, stop dawdling and get up off the floor!"

The boy leaned over her shoulder. "Maybe he needs rest or something, Jessie…"

"I know what I'm doing, James," snapped Jessie, swinging her right arm backwards with such force that it caught James a sharp blow on the stomach and sent him reeling backwards. "All he needs is a good jolt."

Jessie kicked Meowth sharply. He bounced backwards a few times and then, blearily, opened one eye.

Oh, good. I've found dem.

"Hey, guys, uh, I've been meaning to talk to you..."

"There, you see?" said Jessie, ignoring him completely. "He just needed a sharp awakening, James."

"Yeah... sure..." James panted, clutching his stomach and massaging it desperately.

Jessie and James ran up to Meowth.

Now's da time, Meowth thought to himself. I can't hold on fer much longer.
"Can we have lunch?"

Jessie was apoplectic with rage. James and Meowth looked at each other, but neither of them could work out what she was saying. They knew, of course, that she was very, very angry, due to the fact that she was jumping up and down yelling lots of things. Then they both looked at the sand below their feet. The next thing that they knew was a lot of blackness and a horrible falling feeling. Jessie had stopped jumping in time to join in with an "Uh...Oh…" before the sand below the team's feet caved in and they all fell, screaming, down a huge long hole.

Many a time before had Team Rocket fallen down a hole, but never one like this. For a start, this one seemed to be bottomless. James and Jessie were clinging onto each other for dear life, and Meowth had his front paws around James' neck. In this way, as James thought, if we die, we'll all die together. He looked down at whatever fate befell them. Inky blackness. But a different shade of inky blackness. "What is that?" he moaned, as the team still fell. "Water?"

Meowth glanced up at the top of the hole. The original opening which Jessie had inadvertently revealed a little too clearly seemed like a pinprick of light from this distance. He wasn't to see it for long, as the three of them fell into the water that James had mentioned beforehand.

It happened very quickly; instead of floating to the surface, Team Rocket found themselves plunged into freezing cold water, and they kept going down, down, down, down...

Eventually there was no more water. Team Rocket found themselves falling as before, only this time they weren't in a hole. And Jessie, James and Meowth only had a few seconds to take in the awesome surroundings before they crashed to the floor and blacked out.

It was Jessie who came to first, although all se could see was whiteness for a while. It was only when she realised that to see properly she had to brush James' suit out of her eyes that she could take the first look at where she was. Standing up as James and Meowth shook themselves awake, she glanced quickly around.

They were in a castle dungeon of some sort; that was certain. There were walls dripping with scummy water, and torches which seemed to burn with some sort of blue flame. The floor and walls were made of the same stone, and behind them was a pile of barrels. Glancing up at the ceiling, Jessie noticed that it was made of solid stone too, and the only opening was the hole by which they had fallen in. She could see no water in it, rather a spot of blue ripple that rather resembled water, but obviously wasn't. As it was suspended above them the dungeon would have been flooded by now, and it was relatively dry. In fact, the only way out from here was via a passage that led off from one end of the dungeon. Team Rocket all turned their heads towards each other, nodded, and set off towards it. However, before they were even half way across the room, they were stopped by a nasty shout.

"Who the devil are you?"

"Aaaargh!" James whimpered. Standing in the torchlight was an intimidating figure. Cloaked entirely in black, and with a skeletal suit of armour, his head was made of bone. His face was livid with anger, and on closer inspection, Team Rocket might have noticed that his eyes were a burning shade of red. He filled up the entire doorway in his anger, and was pointing straight at them. Jessie and James clung together again.

"Who," he repeated, "are you?!"

There was only one way to introduce themselves. Leaping backwards onto the barrels, Jessie and James adopted a heroic pose and glared defiantly back, looking rather braver than James - and even Jessie - felt.

"Prepare for trouble and make it double!" they yelled together, and suddenly blaring music echoed around the dungeon chamber, although where it came from is anyone's guess.

"To protect the world from devastation!"

"To unite all peoples within our nation!"

"To denounce the evils of truth and love!"

"To extend our reach to the stars above!"

"Jessie!"

"James!"

"Team Rocket! Blast off at the speed of light!"

"Surrender now or prepare to fight!"

"MEOWTH!! That's right!" yelled Meowth, leaping up from behind the barrels.

There was a moment of silence.

***

"Well," said the man casually, and for the first time Meowth recognised him as the taller, angrier man from the laptop's picture, "may I welcome you to Knightmare, Team Rocket. However, unfortunately, you won't live to tell the tale. Right, Lissard?"

Lissard sidled out from behind the man's cloak.

"Yes, Lord Fearness."

Jessie and James were still in their finishing positions from their motto, so it was a bit of a shock for them when they got hit by a fireball. Crying out with pain and surprise, James pulled himself to his feet and stepped boldly forward, followed by Jessie. (Meowth was hiding in a barrel which had very conveniently fallen onto him.)

Striding forwards from the opposite direction was the towering Lord Fear, a red gleam in his eyes, and bolts of lightning issuing from his fingertips. James, leaping forwards with several small squeals, dodging as many lightning bolts as he could, reached for the first thing he could...

"Child's play," gloated Lord Fear.

"Weezing... I choose you!!!"

A huge Pokémon issued from James' Poké Ball and immediately soared towards Lord Fear. "WEEEEEEEZ!" Fear and Lissard were covered in smoke.

"Do somethingness!" came Lissard's anguished cry.

"Spellcasting," thundered Fear, "W-I-N-D!"

Issuing from Fear's fingertips came a Force 15 gale, blowing everything in its path away with ease. Jessie and James were caught in its blast and they soared backwards, colliding with the far wall. James dropped his Poké Ball and it burst open. Weezing, being battered around helplessly by the wind, shrank to fit back inside it and disappeared as it closed around him. Team Rocket were helpless as they were pinned to the wall, unable to do anything except blink, and they couldn't do that very well either. The barrels were being blown towards the far wall, too, all except the one with Meowth in, which was a little too heavy.

"Let's see you get past this!" bawled Fear, over the huge howl of the wind. "Who's the better team now?"

Jessie pulled her own Poké Ball out of her pocket. "It's time to get even!" she yelled. Hurling the Poké Ball into the wind, and ignoring the "Ouch!" from James as it was immediately blown into his head, Jessie yelled, "Lickitung! Lash, now!"

Jessie's pink Pokémon issued from the ball and extended his tongue. It was so long, it reached through the wind easily, and zoomed towards fear like... well... a very, very fast thing.

"Spellcasting!" yelled Fear, and the wind immediately stopped. (Jessie and James, who had been pinned against the wall, fell to the floor with a crash.) "I...C...E!"

This time, a blizzard issued from Fear's hands... a very small and ergo extremely concentrated one, which headed straight for Lickitung. It hit the extending tongue with equal force, and for a few seconds, everything seemed in even balance. Then, there was an ice explosion, and Lickitung's tongue was solidified... turned into ice. Then the ice infection started to travel steadily up his tongue. "Liki..." he managed to say, before he, too, was covered completely by glistening, clear crystals.

"Grrr," Jessie snarled, "Lickitung, return!" A jet of red light issued from her Poké Ball and reclaimed Lickitung.

"You'd better give in," said Fear, silkily. "Why challenge the greatest power on earth?"

"You've made a mistake!" yelled Meowth, popping up from his barrel. Why da heck am I doing dis? It's suicide! "Our Boss owns a Pokémon wit power dat you'll never have!" I'm not exactly sure why I said that, said the look he shot Jessie and James.

Lord Fear's rage was immense. Barrels shot everywhere, and they exploded. Sometimes, much heavier things were sent flying - Lissard, for instance. Parts of the wall started to crumble away. Lord Fear was surrounded by a huge, red glow, and he was positively roaring with unsuppressed anger. Jessie, James and Meowth were standing on a barrel right in the middle of the room, squealing as barrels around them exploded with huge force. Lord Fear paused for a second or two and everything was calm then...

"Aaaaaaarrrrrrggggghhhh!" All the final barrels exploded and the room caved in on itself, collapsing. The barrel that Team Rocket were standing on propelled itself straight upwards. "We're going to crash!" yelled Meowth, and they all held onto each other... only they felt nothing.

***

Lord Fear was sitting in the rubble of Marblehead's dungeon, blackened. He coughed, and dust flew out of his mouth.

"Beaten by the bad guys from Pokémon," he moaned. "How embarrassing."

"I unreservedly agree," came Lissard's voice from a pile of rubble somewhere.

By some fortuitous circumstance, the other set of villains had survived their dizzy trip back the way they came, through the magical warp, and had exploded out of the sand at Acapulco Beach. Only they didn't stop there, and their memories of Knightmare lasted for the rest of their lives, but for now, they were only concentrated on zooming through the air in their own familiar land, and screaming at the top of their voices.

"Looks like Team Rocket's blasting off again!..."

