 

Pokèmon Heroes
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This chapter follows the path of the Buizel, starting shortly after it leaves Derek’s house, I have replaced all Pokèspeak with English so as to avoid confusion, enjoy! ;D

The Journey Home
(Or, A Fateful Encounter)


“Now, let’s see here…home is, that way?” The young Buizel was somewhat confused, having got lost in the darkness after leaving the strange human’s cabin. He gently rubbed his own chin, looking around in the trees, “What happened to that stupid river? I could swear it was just this way…”


The sun had already set, but the moon was only barely peaking out over the horizon, a mass of clouds filtering its light, “I better hurry too, I smell a storm coming.” He turned sharply, as a crackle echoed in the trees, followed by laughter, “Ohhhh, poorrr little Buuiiizeelll. Losstt arrre weee?”


“W-who’s there? Show yourselves!” The Buizel was shaking ever so lightly, for the voice sounded familiar, his mind grasping at hidden memories, “P-please…I, I don’t want t-to have to hurt you.” A loud chuckle shook the trees, “Youuu…hurrrt meeee?! Howww silllly of youuu to think that as posssibllleee.”


The voice sounded serious, he wasn’t sure if he could stand up to such a beast, “I-I’m stronger than I look…” He stood in silence, waiting for a reply. But no words were returned, just the sound of wind. “H-hello?” “Shadow Ball!” The voice sounded out, a large sphere of darkness hurtled towards the Buizel, grazing its arms before exploding on a tree behind him, causing it to topple.

Grasping his arm in pain, the Buizel became encased with water, “Y-you may be strong, b-but I bet you ain’t fast.” He darted off into the trees, the Aqua Jet dramatically increasing his speed. But it was futile, for he just ended up back where he started. “W-wait…but how?”


“Doo youuu like myyy littlllee trick? Whooo needsss speeeed, when youuu havveee skillll?” The water faded from around the young Buizel, and he just stood his ground, still holding on to his injured arm, “Only one Pokèmon can do something like this out here…Gengar, show yourself!”


A thick fog rolled around the small sea-weasel, “Youuu guessssed it, littlleee onnneee. Youuu dessserrrvee another Shadow Ball!” A large Gengar stepped in front of the Buizel, holding up a sphere of darkness between its hands. The Buizel staggered back shakily, “P-please…just let me be…I just wanna get h-home.”


The attack slammed right into the Pokèmon, causing him to crash back into a tree, before the dark energy dissipated, “Ssorrryy, but yourrr hommmee isss desstrooyyyed. I’ve had a bonnnee to pick, with youuuu.” The large beast stepped closer, an ice blue scar crossing his chest, clashing against his purple flesh, “I’ll neverrr forrgettt ourrr lassst encounterrr, I’d be ssurrrprised iff youuu rememberrr it at allll.” Gengar chuckled, pointing at the dark purple scar that revealed itself on the Buizel’s head, “The marrrk of a Ghossst-tyyype.”


The Buizel shook on the ground, as his old foe creeped closer, “It’sss timme, to ssaayyy goodbyeee.” Gengar prepared a last shadow ball, ready to finish off the young one. A small glow of blue light covered the inside of the Buizel’s mouth, “No…I j-just made a new friend…I promised, I’d go back.” The purple Ghost-Pokèmon jumped back, holding onto his powerful attack, “Ssstilll have enougghhhh energyyy? Won’t dooo youuu any goood.”

He tossed the sphere of darkness, “Shadow Ball! Finish the job!” On the opposite end of the attack, the Buizel stood, grimacing as his whole body ached, “I…s-said…NO!” A chill rushed through the air, a light frost covering the trees and grass, “ICE BEAM!” A surge of blue energy rushed forth from the young sea-weasel’s mouth, crashing into the Shadow ball, and encasing it in ice. The force of the strike sent it backwards, crashing back into the Gengar, and sending it back into the darkness.


A roar of pain came from the Ghost, as his illusion faded, revealing the river that had been there all along. Quickly, the young Pokèmon hopped into the water, barely managing to form a new Aqua Jet, and rushing down the river. Behind him, the Gengar let out another roar, this time in rage. The sound was soon followed by crashing trees as he began to clear the area in search of the Buizel.


‘Gotta…hurry…’ He wasn’t heading further into the forest though, instead, he was making his way back. ‘Gengar is right on the verge of the town…and that trainer…’ An image of Derek flashed through his mind, ‘Gotta warn him.’ A chill continued to flow through the air, the frost following him, though the rapid moving-river was incapable of freezing, ‘Gotta protect him…he’s too kind for such a fate.’


The moon now hung high in the sky, the battle lasting far longer than seemed, Gengar’s illusions had a way of distorting time. The young Buizel makes his way back up the river, to Twinleaf town, and to Derek’s cabin. Will he make it in time to warn him? Or will Derek have to fend off the powerful Ghost Pokèmon all by himself? Tune in next time, and find out!

(Sorry for that last little bit, couldn’t quite resist XD)

