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Pokemon Tech

Does anyone here know how James and I met? (One person raises his hand.) Ummm…..who here is telling the truth? (Hand goes down.)

Good. Let me tell you. It was back in Pokemon Tech. 

*flashback*

James was being picked on by those “helpers”, but he wasn’t improving….at all.….so they just started using him as a punching bag. One day, I was walking back to the girl’s dorm, when I heard all this punching and hurting noises. I walked over to a group of boys to see what was going on. The boys were in a circle around him, kicking him every time he tried to move. 

“Hey—leave the kid alone!!”
One of the larger boys looked at me with big, dumb eyes. “And if we don’t?”

“I kick you in the nuts.”

The boys all put their books over their crotches and quickly scurried away, leaving the little lavender-haired boy. I helped him up. His uniform was filthy and torn. His face was covered with scratches. 

“Thank you.” he said. He had these huge green eyes---I couldn’t help staring at them. 

“You’re welcome. Don’t let those goons boss you around.”

“But they all came at me at once-and-and-“ the kid was starting to cry. This was one huge wimp.

“Just be careful.” 

“Thank you. I’m James.” He extended his hand, for a handshake. I accepted.

“I’m Jessie. Nice to meet you.”

I ended the handshake, and then I ran into the girls dorm. What the hell was that? I was actually nice to another human being!!!! FREAKY!!

Next Day…..

Previously not to my knowledge, the group of guys that assaulted James earlier carried him into the girl’s locker room for gym. He kicked and screamed, but was thrown into one of the empty lockers. One of the empty lockers that just happened to be next to mine. James stood in the cramped box, in the dark, peeking out the slats for a teacher or someone to come by and let him out. Just then, we came in.

“That was fun!!” said a blonde.

“Can you believe that girl’s Jolteon?” said a girl with green hair, tied up in meatballs.

“I myself like a Flareon better.” I said. Red is really the finest of the all colors in the rainbow.

He tried not to stare, but he accidentally saw us start to change into our gymsuits. 

First our shirts came off….

James tried to turn around,  but the locker was too small. He accidentally gasped. 

“What was that?” said one of the girls.

“I don’t know.”

I reached over to open my locker, but accidentally reached for the wrong one….

And out came James!!!!

*blink blink*

*blink blink*


“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!”


James ran like hell out of that locker room.

“I SAW NOTHING!!! I SAW NOTHING!!! I SAW NOTHING!!!”

I hit him with my paper fan and he whimpered and scurried away.

Hey, this thing works.

After gym, we had lunch. I kept noticing that weird blue haired boy staring at me. I wonder what he wanted.  

So, the rest of the year was uneventful, and…..boring.

But then I heard about entrance exams. 

About what you studied in your classes that year. 

Classes? What classes?

Oh. Those classes.

Whoops.

Shouldn’t have fallen asleep. 

Then I ran into Blue Hair again. We were both walking with millions of textbooks, and crashed into each other. We decided to be study-buddies and cram together. We studied until 12:00 midnight and headed tover to the girl’s dorm to party. 

Now do you know what we meant by “frolic”?

In case you don’t, here is our detailed definition:

A party that James brings a 40 oz. bottle of Vodka to and declares it a chug party. Then other people join in, and we somehow woke up in each other’s school uniforms with major hangovers.

So, you know the rest. Bicycle gang, TR, Meowth, Jessiebell….bla bla bla….

Well, that’s the story of how me and James met.

La-de-frickin-da.

The End.

Stop Reading.

Now. 

I mean it.

You lookin at me? 

You lookin at me? 

There’s no one else around here, so you must be lookin at me.

Stop it!! 

Ok.

I get it.

You want me to say it.

You do.

Well, I’m not.

I’m not going to declare my love for J…..whoops.

Ok, you’ve had your fun, now shut up about it.

Bye.

Go.

Leave.

Now.

Go away.

I used to be a man.

-

-

-

Dang.

It didn’t scare you away.

Oh, well. I was just kidding anyway.

Will you please leave me the hell alone and stop reading this?

Go, Arbok!!

Wait, this is a fanfic. Arbok can’t type.

Never mind.

Is there anything that will make you go away?

Wait a minute!!

 o\_/o (PIKACHU!!!)

It worked!! Hahahaaaaaoooooh wait, you’re still here.

Wait!! Maybe if I put it in big text……

THE   END

Bye!!heh heh heh!!

