**Pokemorph MUSH Character Application**

-- OOC INFORMATION -

1. Real Name - Christine Moyer

2. Email address - kiatsa_the_furry_dragoness@hotmail.com <mailto:kiatsa_the_furry_dragoness@hotmail.com> C’mon Fault. You gotta know this one by now. ^_^

3. RL Age - 22. I’m getting old! ;_;

4. Alts here and Alts elsewhere - EmberWyld, Vina, Kajin, Talya, and Sunami. Kiatsa should be dead now.

-- IC INFORMATION -

5. Character Name - Kijo (Perfect. It means she-devil in Japanese! n_n)

6. Character Species - Mewtwo-morph

7. Character Personality - Well, lets see. First off, she’s definitely what you might consider the ‘perfect leader’ type. Kijo is ruthless, cunning, and often willing to sacrifice the members of any team she’s assigned in order to get a job done. She seeks perfection in many fields, whether it is in those who are under her, in what’s around her, or even in herself. Having been created as the secondary Mewtwo-morph, Kijo often feels a sense of jealousy, both towards the one that came before, and more so towards that which she most wishes to find. Mewtwo. There’s no one in the world despised more by this ‘morph, and no one who she wishes more to have in possession in order to attain the secret of unlocking her own abilities to that of the great Mewtwo’s. When confronted with a battle against another ‘morph, she’s very reluctant to turn and run, even when confronted with a type that has advantages over her own. You see that’s just not the way she thinks. If you can’t manage to defeat someone, then they are more powerful then you, and deserve whatever chance is given to harm you. Of course, there’s nothing more she hates then being the weaker ‘morph, and something she strives to lessen through intense training and cold-hearted motives in order to attain things.


Which brings about another interesting note: You see, humans may be able to create Pokemorphs and all, but there’s one thing that thing simple cannot seem to erase. The way a Pokemorph will act according to its species. To that end, Kijo has taken a particular fondness for causing pain to those she comes across, often citing them as reasons that she’s not nearly the powerful figure that the other Mewtwo-morph is. She also takes great delight in any form of torture possible towards those who fail or are captured, often going to great lengths for females especially in order to satisfy her own lack of reassurance for being.. attractive enough? Hard to say, actually. It’s rare to ever hear exactly why she does it. A great sense of cunning exists within the female, and is demonstrated every day in one form or another. Be it in simple things such as solving a small problem with a ‘morph’s technique, or as great as figuring out how to dispose of the Team’s greater threats. Ruthlessness is something you’ll always see on display when Kijo is around, her habit of flaunting it by ordering others mistreated for almost anything a constant reminder of just how stronger her Mewtwo side weighs in. Traitors to the Team are always dealt with in the same manner that her ‘mentor’, Giovanni would have wanted. By using brutal torture to break them down, and giving them two choices to live by. Either join the Team once more as a lowly grunt for the rest of their life, or succumb to death for the so-called crimes they have committed against Team Rocket. Another odd note must be thought of, considering the aspect of Junior Agents. While most wouldn’t put much stock into them, Kijo actually puts a great deal into them, actively helping whether or not they show any sort of great talent. Call it a way of making up for her own flaws if you will, but it’s just one of those oddities you get from making a megalomaniac species into a ‘morph. 

8. Character Background - Well, this is going to be my first attempt at making a narrative-story-type-whatever background for a character. Bear with me on the rather cheesy names and my lack of ability to make it not ramble during some points. >_<

Prelude - (An explanation of why humans just can’t stop screwing things up)

The voice of an announcer much like that from the first Pokemon Movie fades into existence, speaking of how this story comes to a beginning. Before you, the process leading up to the creation of Mewtwo plays, almost pinpointed to go along as the man speaks this story.

“As many have come to know, the nefarious Team Rocket, headed by its leader, Giovanni, is very careful with mistakes they’ve made in the past..” a voice begins, only to have someone yell.. (Except for Jesse, James, and Meowth!) A slight thwapping can be heard as the announcer then continues on. “Unfortunately, the corporation’s lust for powerful Pokemon is unquenchable, and often leads to botched experiments with devastating results. The most dangerous of these experiments is, without a doubt, the awesome power of Mewtwo, the psychic-type with immense abilities at his disposal.” Taking a moment to let everyone think this through, the man then continues. “With the arrival of Pokemorphing, Team Rocket’s ability to create powerful creatures was expanded into a new territory, resulting in those we call ‘First Gens’, and their subsequent attempt, the ‘Second Gens’. Unfortunately for Team Rocket, Pokemorphs proved far too powerful for them to contain, ultimately resulting in the mass escape and migration of these new begins to the island known as Pokemorph Isle. Many Pokemorphs still remained a part of Team Rocket, whether by choice or force, resulting in a mixing of humans, Pokemon, and Pokemorphs working together in the ranks. Despite the obvious influence of humans, it was often powerful ‘morphs that were placed at the head of some groups, simply from the fact that they were more capable of surviving damage then the lesser-built humans.” Again the narrator pauses, though by the sounds of it only for the fact of needing a drink. “Out of these many Pokemorph heads, the psychic types stood in the forefront. The main reason was obvious; they possessed the ability to detect the other members simply by thought, and to easily tell when someone had slipped off for a little too long. They also had higher intelligence then others, meaning they could accomplish much more in less time then your average ‘morph. This knowledge eventually led to the creation of a powerful figure in the Pokemorphs’ history, one that would be cause for a change around Pokemorph Isle. Myuutsu, the leader of Pokemorph Island’s notorious sect of Team Rocket, was the change. A breakthrough in the creation.. the creation of a Mewtwo-morph that was with Team Rocket instead of opposing its desires. But, that is not really what our story is about. For you see, there was another story unfolding around the same time, in a lab close to the shores of Kanto, near the city of Fuchsia...”

At this point, the movie fades out, holding black for a moment..

Year One of Kijo’s Existence as an Adult

When it again fades in, the viewer is greeted with a sight not that different from the one seen in the first Pokemon Movie again, this time with the exception of it being something of an odd specimen within that large tube.

~Wh.. where am I..?~ a psychic voice chimes, sounding very feminine in its vocal pattern. ~What’s.. going on..?~ the voice again questions. It’s with these opening words that Kijo first came into consciousness, and opened her eyes to the world for the first time. She was greeted with the sights of many scientists around the tube in which she currently rested, nestled safely within the fluid therein. For a while the humans and the single occupant of the tube stared at one another, one waiting for answers, the other scribbling down notes. And then, another being stepped forward, shaped differently then the others, but still not like Kijo. It was an Alakazaam-morph, elderly in age, but looking very wizened all the same.


~You’ve impressed us all, managing to survive.~ he telepathed to the female, who was still within the chamber, curled up partially.


~Who.. are you..? Where am I..?~ the female responded, showering the older ‘morph with seemingly thousands of questions.


A paw was raised by the elder ‘morph as he spoke again, ~In due time, all will become clear child. For now, you must prepare. A few moments from now, and you will be coming into this world, and have to breath without that contraption.~


Sounds like a really bad take on the Mewtwo movie? Well, not quite. You see, Kijo was created with a purpose other then the power for which Mewtwo held. She was created to become a leader, so that in the absence of the first Mewtwo-morph, it was possible for a second to step in, keeping TR’s affairs on the Isle handled. To this end, the Rockets had pursued a careful goal, tapering the female’s ego and deadly desires with the use of several psychic-types during her growth, including the Alakazaam-morph who was to be her mentor.


Mouth opened to ask another thing, the female stopped upon being told she was about to be left into the true world, body moving a little closer upon itself. Moments later, the scientists retreated a few feet, opening up a button that was simply labeled ‘Open’. With a shattering blast from small charges, the glass blew free, leaving young Kijo to fall upon the ground. Coughing and choking at the sudden influx of air into her lungs, the Mewtwo-morph dropped onto the ground, writhing around for several minutes while the scientists tended to drying the female off. Upon coming into the habit of breathing something that wasn’t fluid, the new ‘morph stood upwards, wrapped in a blanket with the symbols of ‘TR’ stitched into the back. Bright blue eyes surveyed the area, and the scientists who still took notes about the female surviving entry into the world.


At this point we cue into the flashy beginning just like Mewtwo’s movie, with the exception of it being titled ‘Kijo’s Legacy’, respectively. 


We next fade in a few days later, catching glimpse of a wide-open area that seems to be fashioned as a Pokemon arena. Currently, the Alakazaam-morph, known only as ‘Doctor’ to Kijo, is standing near the side of a large circle drawn, speaking towards the young female Mewtwo-morph. “Now then,” the elder psychic starts, “we will continue going over this until you either drop dead from exhaustion or get it correct.” The view shifts over to Kijo, who’s looking rather exhausted, battered, and agitated. “Damnit..” she pants, looking ready to give up. “I’ve done this for three hours now!” Head shaking, the older psychic simply chuckles, “And you will keep doing it until it’s done right. You’ll never be able to follow in Ms. Myuutsu’s footsteps if you can’t execute a simple move like this.”


Well, that seemed to strike a cord within the female’s mind, as her eyes began to glow with an intense blue aura. At the far end of the arena, a cannon of sorts fired, unleashing the equivalent of a Hyper Beam towards the female ‘morph. Aura flaring up at the pitch you’d expect on a Dragonball Z episode, the Mewtwo-morph floats from the ground, body shrouded in the essence of a Barrier forming. With a rather earth-scorching blast, the attack and defense collided as one, resulting in a spectacular explosion that draws out other members of the Team to see if they weren’t being attacked. As the smoke clears away, the glowing sphere remains, a pair of glowing blue eyes staring out from inside. Startled by this sight for a moment, the elder Alakazaam-morph steps back, smirking then as he speaks to Kijo, who lands near him, completely unaffected by the attack beyond a smoldered set of clothes and drained psychic aura. “Anger is both your greatest weapon, and greatest weakness child. When you at last learn to harness this power, then you shall finally come to walk in the steps of a true Mewtwo-morph.”


The femme simply looks to her mentor, giving one of those cocky smirks you’d expect from someone gaining egotism. “When I learn to master it, then the enemies of our Team will truly come to realize why they fear the name of a ‘Mewtwo’.” Leaving her mentor to ponder that statement for now, the Mewtwo-femme simply floated off for now, heading towards the elevator that lead up to her room near the middle of the base. ~Bleach. I need a serious shower.~ she notes with a wrinkled nose, disliking the fact of being so dirty.


An hour later (yes, Kijo likes to be very clean. n_n)), the young female is lying on her bed in fresh clothing, absently chewing on a bit of lettuce while she thinks about the day’s practice, and a few things deeper that had bothered her since creation. With her creators’ hopes that she would prove a good leader, they had given her access to many things, including documentation upon how the first Mewtwo had come into being. Rather amusing how it had been in much the same way she was ‘born’, so to say. “Mewtwo was a fool for betraying Team Rocket.. What better place to start a wish for dominance over the world then right here, surrounded by all the resources necessary for it?” the female ponders, still munching. It’s around this time that her loathing and hate towards the true Mewtwo developed, likely due to the female’s belief that he had no grounds to betray Team Rocket, and even gave up a valuable resource by doing so. But, that is likely never to be really admitted, as very few bother to question it. Let alone to her face.

Year Two: A Lesson Learned

(I don’t feel like flooding this thing. n_n)


Once more, we pick up at a later date, this time nearly an entire year from when everything started. Since then, it has become readily apparent that the female’s genetic code still lies within the Mewtwo species, as she’s displayed a constant thirst to gain positions of power, or simply power itself. A number of the scientists grew slightly alarmed at this, but didn’t put too much stock into any danger that might occur. There was a good reason for this, too, as she was quite the capable leader for the squad of Pokemorphs she was placed in charge of at first. Not only did she actually plan out most of the raids and other jobs pulled, she also joined in, freely adding to the mayhem, something rather odd when you consider most of the SICs and executives would rather hang out at the base where it’s safe. Of course, as you will come to find, this also had a rather severe effect on her life one day. An effect that would be cause for her to not only redouble efforts at becoming stronger, but ultimately come to disgust Dark-types beyond what any Psychic likely could.


It was your typical mission; you go into this wooded area, blow up a resistance force towards Pokemorphing, and then go home for food and a nap before meetings. Unfortunately for Kijo, it was not to be so ordinary that day. While waiting for her team to finish with the extermination, the Mewtwo-femme was greeted by someone chuckling as they spoke to her.

“Enjoy makin’ those who’d tear your corp. apart, eh?” a rather sleek voice came, emanating from the bushes before the Mewtwo-morph.

“Don’t tell me.. another one of your poor avengers hoping to take out the big, bad Rocket for hurting so many others?” Kijo retorted, not quite worried due to her characteristic habit of egotism.

From the foliage a lone Scyther-morph appeared, bladed arms crossed at the chest where a scar was quite visible on his shirtless chest. “Oh no, my friend. I’m here for a li’l more. Do ya have any idea how well you’re gonna look mounted on my wall back home.”

Still not shaken despite the obvious fact she was faced with a ‘morph of her disadvantage, the female Mewtwo-morph’s eyes began to glow with a bright sapphire-blue light as her psychic aura came to life. “Oh come now.. You don’t really think the like of you is capable of defeating someone of my stature? Your advantage is null, knifed beast,” she responds, flicking a few bangs away. “I’m going to make your suffering brief for your own benefit, and so I can go about getting to my meetings on time,” the Mewtwoess chuckles, launching a powerful Confusion towards the other ‘morph, expecting him to drop near-unconscious despite his resistance.

To the Scyther-morph’s obvious enjoyment, and Kijo’s displeasure, the Bug-type was barely affected; only showing the slightest effects of an attack he resisted well. Wouldn’t it have been her misfortune to have run across a ‘morph far from her league, with a level approaching, if not directly on, the one hundred stage. “Now that you’re all done playing childish games, allow me to introduce ya to some real fighting, kid.” he chuckles, dropping down into a fighting stance. Before Kijo even had the chance to react, she was reeled back by an excruciating pain in her stomach. In one swift movement the male ‘morph had managed to cripple his opponent with a powerful Fury Swipes attack, landing repeated blows into the girl’s soft stomach, raking open the flesh to nearly expose her innards.

Having not yet learned to Recover, the female dropped to both knees, eyes wide with the immense pain of having nearly been spilt wide-open. With a single move the other ‘morph had literally defeated her, leaving the female at the mercy of an opponent who had displayed no sense of such a word. Breathing in, she attempted to say something, but only got out a faint ‘Ba.. st..’ before quieting again, too agonized to continue. Her head was tilted back by one of the blood-soaked blades, eyes able to view the smirking Scyther-morph as he spoke in return now. “If I didn’t feel so damn sorry for ya, I’d just slit your throat for even havin’ wasted my time,” the male chuckled, the other arm raising. “Consider this a small payment for all that you’ve done,” he then commented, flicking the blade with precision to cause a cut across Kijo’s left eye. It was this eye that was to become a permanent scar, but not one that disabled her vision. It was one to mark her as having been defeated by another, and something the young female didn’t take lightly to.


It took some time before the female was able to recover from the attack, at least in the mental aspect. How could she have been defeated?, the female wondered in quiet anguish. No one had beaten her up until that moment, and now she bore the permanent mark of what had happened. Despite the defeat their creation had suffered, the scientists saw no grounds for termination of the female. Rather, they decided to increase her abilities, giving her the gift of a [Dynamic Punch] TM in order to handle moments when she ran across another Bug-type, or even the dreaded Dark-types that were said to roam the lands recently. This also had the effect of pushing Kijo to increase her training in order to avoid another moment such as the one that left her scarred, and to show her creators that no one would defeat the power of someone created from the cells of the might Mewtwo!

Year 3 - An Agonizing Loss

(Having fun yet? n_n)


It’s been nearly four years since Kijo was first introduced to the world upon being freed from her glass tube, and much has changed it seems. Pokemorphs mostly reside on and island simply dubbed ‘Pokemorph Island’, formerly Prism Island, and in harmony no less. This meant a general decline in fights involving ‘morphs for the female Mewtwo-morph, who had aimed her primary goal at learning the better ways of disabling and eliminating such threats in order to prevent the moment of agony that still haunted many of her dreams, even with her continued growth up to the point of learning to use her Dynamic Punch to a devastating blow to those it managed to hit. She’d also learned to deal better with weaknesses of her elemental alignment, most especially when the inclusion of [Shadow Ball] came as a gift one day from the scientists who had created her three years earlier. It also saw the unfortunate moment of a death that actually managed to strike the femme’s heart deeply, as it involved someone who had taught her a great deal about existence as a whole, along with learning to invoke her abilities.


A knock comes at Kijo’s door, which has since changed many times as she moved up to a better rank in the position of an Elite. “Mmm?” the female yawned, sitting up in bed. ~Now who the heck would that be?~ she absently wondered, ears twitching as a small psychic bolt twisted the door’s knob, popping it open. A rather solemn male Rattata-morph greeted her, face contorted in a frown as he immediately spoke. 

“I regret to tell you, Ms. Kijo, but I’m afraid the good doctor has passed away.. He was discovered half an hour ago by one of the other Elites who came to regard him for something. It was, thankfully, of natural causes. There will be a small service for him in the morning before they lay him to rest in the arena.” And, with that said, the male simply turns, stepping away to inform the others who need to know of this news, leaving the stunned female to simply stare out into the hallway. 


Upon finally managing to bring enough sense, she shut the door in silence, simply sitting there for several more moments before it finally happened. A single drop of wetness hit her leg, followed soon by another. “What.. is this..?” she asked no one but herself, touching a finger to find that, despite her unwillingness to shed a tear before, they were indeed flowing down either cheek, and dripping onto the floor or fur.


The next day a service was held in honor of the good doctor, who had given so many of the ‘morphs, Pokemon, and humans present an understanding of themselves, and a deep understanding of what truly rested within their own ability to develop. As one would expect, Kijo attended, silent in demeanor as she watched the rather ornate casket containing her one and only mentor being lowered into the earth. Not being the type to harbor much on such things, the event was soon completed, leaving a few to stand in continued silence. She didn’t stay afterwards, knowing that doing so would only bring more of those painful tears, shaming her in a way that was both disrespectful towards the student and the master.


For several days afterwards the scientists found their project refusing to perform her duties, and even refusing to eat anymore then a simple drink of water now and then. Worried over the possibility of losing a very expensive creation, they immediately sat to finding a new goal for the female Mewtwo-morph, and, to some degree, were successful. You see, she’d never truly forget that old Alakazaam-morph who had spent so many of his hours training her, but would never allow that to block her ultimate goal to become something that all of the world would fear. She made sure to visit every day, going even when it meant being out at the crack of dawn or days when she was sick in order to let the older ‘morph know that she would always care about what he had meant.

Chapter 4 - The Pickings Are Slim

(Do do do.)

The fourth year of existence for Kijo proves to be somewhat agitating for the female. With the others now clustering onto Pokemorph Isle, her choices on targets begin to rapidly dwindle as most leave, some are captured, and others simply go into deep hiding on Indigo. While this meant less chances of another painful meeting, it also left her stressed for options on who to terrorize in order to satisfy that ever-growing passion for causing misery in others. Of course, as history has often proven, things have a funny way of happening, especially when you’re given the fact of ‘morphs being so very willing to die for what they believe in.


It was a warm summer eve when Kijo was standing in the arena alone, concentrating on trying to find a balance in order to maintain the appearance of her Barrier for a longer period of time.


“Care to show a little Rocket hospitality to one of the newly captured prisoners?” a voice chuckled from nearby.


“That depends,” Kijo began, opening an eye to spot another female, this one in the form of a Pidgetto-morph.


“On what?” the avian asked, still smirking in some knowledge she withheld.


“Whether or not he’ll leave an awful blood smear like the last,” the Mewtwo-morph snorted, ears flicking as the realization of something not being told came to light. “Out with it,” she demanded.


“Oh, I think you’ll find this one entertaining..” the Flying-type chuckled, looking off to one side as a pair of grunts brought forth another ‘morph in shackles.


The Mewtwo-morph merely gazed towards this; not really showing interest her gaze met with the sneer of a male Scyther-morph. “You! The bastard that attacked me!” she suddenly hissed, fur rising on end.


“Aye, me,” the bladed ‘morph simply chuckled, seemingly unabiding by the fact he was chained and at the presence of someone he previously scarred for life. “You’ve gotta problem?”


“Oh, you only scarred me for life.. Why would that ever be cause for anger?” the Mewtwo-femme replied, eyes glowing with a fierce blue light that caused the Pidgetto-morph and one of the guards to retreat to a safer distance. Snapping both fingers, the other guard blinked, responding to a mental message from the female to set the Bug-type free.


His arms now free, the male rubbed both arms together, smirking towards the angry psychic. “Wantin’ a rematch, eh? Guess ya need another good whippin’ to get in through your Rocket-head,” the ‘morph snorts, nostrils flaring as he slid backwards into an offensive stance.


The Mewtwo-female soon began to hover from the ground, aura burning to intensity as she hissed again, “I’ll show you just what I’m capable of, fool!” With that said, she suddenly struck towards the male, locking with him in a grapple.


A violent battle soon erupted between the two, with neither having the obvious advantage, even with the Bug-type’s resistances. You see, she’d learned better then to attack with a move the opponent can shrug off, powerfully damaging or not. Instead, she attacked viciously with fists, Swift stars, and the occasional Psych Up when the bug decided to try pumping up his attacks with Swords Dance. Despite her attempts, the male finally managed to get in a powerful shot to the female’s torso, sending her skywards in an uppercut slash that left her with a gash from stomach to neck. With his target now far away enough to perform an attack, the Scyther-morph drew both arms close, wrenching them away as he unleashed a powerful Hyper Beam directly for Kijo. For a moment it looked as though the Bug-type had won, as an explosion went off around the female, blocking out any vision around much of the arena as the cloud expanded out. Thinking he had obviously won, the male smirked, letting both arms drop to the side. So what if he wasn’t going to leave? One less genetically made Rocket freak around. But then, just as he was getting ready to turn, the smoke cleared, showing a still-living Mewtwo-morph who looked very pissed, and burnt across much of her body. While not totally successful at raising a Barrier, Kijo had shed enough damage away in order to live, and now seethed with anger beyond belief! The Scyther-morph never even had a chance to raise his arms in defense before the female closed, throwing a Dynamic Punch that literally crushed through his exoskeletal front, and popped right out the back.


Several blinks followed as the male looked down as his blood now coating the arm that ran through, and chuckled with a rather calm voice as he spoke a few final words. “Gotten.. better.. didn’t ya.. Rocket-scum?” he wheezed, slumping forward into the female’s arms as the deadly blow took a quick toll. Opponent now defeated, Kijo slumped onto the ground near the dead body, pained from the intense fight and the damages it had brought. As you might have guessed, she eventually made a recovery, being back in service for the name of Team Rocket in only a month. The fight had brought renewed strength to the femme, who had worried so much of becoming unsharpened with a lack of enemies to face. While not having anyone possible to kill in the form of a ‘morph beyond the odd traitorous scum, she continued to train every day, often spending hours upon hours alone in the forest, pushing the very fabric of her own body in order to become a stronger warrior. Yes.. she would make Myuutsu proud some day, by becoming strong like the other Mewtwo-morph. No matter how many lifetimes it took, she would finally prove to be a competent leader!

Chapter Five - A Damaging Blow to Rocket

(Hmm.. I think it’s still alive. * SHOCK! * Yep, it’s alive.)


It was in the winter of year 2025 that a devastating attack fell on Team Rocket when Sylph Co. was leveled to the ground, apparently by a single ‘morph who knew of the company’s affiliation to the criminal organization. To say the least, it nearly lead to the complete and utter destruction of the Team, with many of the important scientists now dead, along with millions in damage. Several of the men who had created Kijo were now dead, leaving the female with another sense of loss. No, they’d never really done anything life-altering beyond giving her two TMs, but they still felt part of the Mewtwo-morph. That day she vowed to have revenge upon the unknown ‘morph, declaring to no one but herself that this was more then an injustice to the ones who had created this traitorous being. It was a direct assault upon her person! Team Rocket went underground at that point, appearing to those who knew little to have fallen apart and simply gone into hiding or normal lives. But they weren’t annihilated; only given a wound that needed time to heal while the members and remaining scientists plotted a way to reinstitute their control on the unruly ‘morphs.


During this time, the feminine Mewtwo-morph took time to finally reflect on her life as it was, and the many things that had happened during it. So many had come and gone, including the mentor who had worked hard to train Kijo into what she was presently, and several of the scientists who had seen to her creation. So many lives now gone who had made a difference, including that Scyther-morph who had nearly managed to kill her. Despite being an enemy, he had done much to push the female to her limits and beyond, resulting in the continued growth well beyond what most settled for. Perfection was what she wanted to achieve, perfection in being like the one she sought to be like. True she’d never even been allowed to come into contact with Myuutsu, but it was that rather strong desire to be like another you resembled that drove the Mewtwoess to push her own training far into many days out there in the desolate woods surrounding the new base that was her home after the attack. It was also around this time that the few remaining scientists who had contributed to this second Mewtwo-morph gave her a third TM to enhance her abilities, this time in the form of concentration-killing [Double Team]. The next year proved to be a little more on the exciting side, as is about to be seen..

Year Six - Spirit Bomb Attack!

(I couldn’t help myself. ^_^)


This year began with one hell of a bang, literally. A number of humans a Pokemon had taken up to eradicating the last few remaining Team Rocket personnel and bases that functioned. It was during one of these raids that Kijo finally proved her worth to Team Rocket, and sealed a position as a SIC at the side of a powerful Steelix-morph later on.


A day late in August saw the feminine ‘morph, and most of the base, deep asleep when something horribly powerful rocked the entire base. True that the building wasn’t very large, but it was still made from strong pieces of steel-reinforced concrete. The sleeping femme Mewtwo-morph dropped from her bed with a soft growl, thinking a Pokemon had managed to somehow get entangled in one of the many traps around the base. Floating over to her window with a blanket drawn around, her eyes widened at the sight outside. Dozens of trainers were moving in on the compound, with even more Pokemon concentrating attacks on the weakening building! An immediate and powerful psychic summon was sent to the others as the femme quickly dressed, and then flew out to help in defending her home from those trying to destroy it. Ducking out through the entrance and into a blocking column that shielded her from direct fire from the attacking opponents. Eyes narrowing she looked around with glowing blue irises, watching as the rest of her team began to flood out in order to battle off those who threatened their lives and livelihoods. A few of these ‘morphs died in utter agony as a rocket exploded, tearing down a portion of the base along with it. Eyes widened at the sight of the loss, the Mewtwoess looked past the approaching collection of ‘mon and humans to see a single human busily reloading a rocket-launching weapon with spare ammo.


“Bastards!” she hissed out in anger, launching an immediate assault towards the coming enemies in the form of a powerful Psychic wave. One of the humans screamed at the attack, dropping down in pain as his proximity proved to be too great. He dropped to the ground, mind fried beyond repair, leaving a pair of Pokemon to suddenly drop back as they attempted to cover a dead owner. At the same time a mighty Charizard-morph reared her head, breathing a searing cone of flame from the left side, igniting some of the grass in order to break up the formation. Another ‘morph, this one a younger Vaporeoness, clouded the skies above as she unleashed a torrent of frozen ice shards on the group, again splitting them up, while also pinning down a few of the weaker Pokemon as they were literally speared. Smirking at the gaining strength her team was displaying, Kijo began to move, only to hit the ground in a spinning mass as another of those fierce and ultimately deadly rockets blew the Vaporeon-girl away. Looking up with a bloodied face full of rage as Kijo’s fists tightened, she came to realize what was happening. These people weren’t here for the base.. they were killing those she led! Sure she didn’t like most of them, but with the exception of only a few, they were all still very young, and promising so much to Team Rocket!

Standing upright, hands held towards the sky, Kijo concentrated all her thought on one objective now: killing that rocketeer before he added another of her team to the list that would be buried. An eerie black and purple glow suddenly gathered into the area, actually stopping the coming assault as the Pokemon and humans noticed this new occurrence. Kijo merely looked on as her eyes glowed the most sickening blue you could imagine, tainted with her anger over what had occurred. It took mere moments for the enraged female to summon a Shadow Ball the size of a large beach ball, at which point she lurched forward, hurtling the deadly ball of ghostly energy towards that single human who had claimed many lives. Heads and bodies hit the dirt as the attack sailed past, striking the ammunition store that the man had been using to attack the base up until that point. He didn’t even have time to mutter more then “Oh d-!” before being cut off with a violent explosion that rocked the entire forest, along with the building and all those present. The blast literally incinerated some of the attacking squadron, leaving the rest to easily be captured by those still alive. Only a few ‘mon managed to escape capture, fleeing into the surrounding forests where they would eventually be reintroduced as wild specimens, or find new owners in order to one day try once more in order to avenge their fallen owners and comrades.


As you saw earlier, Kijo was indeed promoted for what she did, along with a number of the remaining members of her team that had assisted in both destroying and capturing the attacking enemies. Funerals were held the following morning for those who had fallen, a total of eight ‘morphs who now joined their brethren in the afterlife beyond. Once again, the Mewtwo-morph was left with a sense of loss as she watched those caskets lowered into the ground, and felt the emotion of pain that managed to crack even the most hardened of Rockets. But.. as you’re soon to find out, Kijo would have her revenge upon those who were not loyal to the likes of Team Rocket, and watch as the evil corporation once more climbed to the head of troubles for a world who thought them gone.

Year Seven and Eight - The Reincarnation of Evil

(Almost done! ^_^)


The seventh and eight years of Kijo’s life were perhaps the most gainful for the female, and Team Rocket as a whole. Where there were once mere laughs at the expense of the powerful organization, there were now muttered whispers of a growing suspicion that they were back. Many had begun to see men and women dressed in black clothes and red letters wandering around the various towns of the world, and it was growing clearer by the day that something was definitely up. In the seventh year of her life, the female Mewtwo-morph, still known only by those who worked with or on her, gathered a group of Elites, grunts, and herself to prepare an attack in retaliation for the defeat they had suffered during the Pokemorph War and the loss of Sylph Co. The target? The very place that had harbored the one who destroyed the main lab of Team Rocket: Saffron City!


No one even seemed to notice anything odd when three tractor-trailers arrived in the enterprise district until it was too late. Without warning, all three of the trucks pulled to a stop, and their sides opened, exposing many armed Rocket members and nearly a dozen ‘morphs, with Kijo being among said ‘morphs. In mere moments the area for several blocks was like a war-zone, with many casualties resulting for innocent bystanders and the Pokemon they had with. By the time police were able to respond, an estimated four million yen had been caused in the span of mere minutes. Upon arriving, the police were literally overwhelmed by the amazing firepower that the organization had managed to muster for this attack, including the strength of the ‘morphs who willing aided them in killing four officers, and placing thirteen more in the hospital. When their ammunition and attacks at last ran low, the grouped assault began to pull back, keeping those who tried to stop their retreat pinned down with a constant assault from one of the guns mounted in the trailers. The psychic female closed the final movement, layering the area in a thick Mist that cut down visibility to nothing, leaving the police to stumble around in the fog as they searched for the dead and dying. With their job done, the trucks pulled from the devastated city, leaving on a path towards a waiting base well hidden in an underground network long thought previously abandoned.


Kijo and her team-mates were sitting in their newly built base when the news came on, telling of the horrible disaster that befell, and the growing proof that now pointed to Team Rocket’s forces once more threatening the world. It was a crowning day for return of Rocket, and one that Kijo and her crew spent celebrating well into the night that day. Yeah, the bosses were a little unhappy when the entire crew under her command didn’t make it to work the following day thanks to numerous hangovers, but who cared? It was well worth the unscheduled day off anyways, as it had been quite some time since the members had seen any sign of their lives returning to the glory they once had. And, without their knowledge, they were partying to the eventually return of Team Rocket’s presence in the known world, not only upon Johto and Kanto, but on Pokemorph Island as well.


The eighth year presented a growing amount of light to those not with the Team that things were once again blackening, as Pallet Town’s own lab was sacked by several people in black uniforms with the symbol of a large ‘R’ on their clothing. It was also a very appropriate year for Kijo, too, as she began to show the final stages of her growth as a Pokemorph, her Psychic and Amnesia abilities coming into play. She also came into the final appearance of an adult at that point too, and began to dress more in a formal manner then she had when younger. Fun as it was to tease the poor males who had to put up with her, she felt too much pride to be considered sultry, and began to cover up appropriately. The year was also marked by another success in history for Kijo and her crew, as several ‘morphs began to request transferal to the female’s attachment, proving that she was gaining a great deal of popularity among the ranks it seemed. But perhaps it was the visit she paid to an old friend that made the largest improvement upon the Mewtwo-morph, and lead her to continue on the path that eventually leads to the present.


Kijo returned to the spot where her mentor had been laid to rest during that summer, clearing away wreckage and other debris that had been knocked down during a storming by police, trainers, and others on the Rocket compound. Taking a seat next to the cleaned grave, she began to converse with no one really, simply speaking for the sake of catching up the fallen Alakazaam-morph on what had occurred in those years she hadn’t been able to visit.


“You know, I wonder why I’m talking like you’re still alive?” the female chuckled absently, getting ready to stand when something touched her arm. Immediately expecting an attack, she whirled, eyes glowing to life as they caught sight of the spectral image of the mentor she had come to see.


“Still jumpy as ever, I see.. But, it’s good you’ve come back for a visit, child. It was growing too quiet here,” the spectral Psychic-type chuckled, sitting upon the ground, and motioning for the other ‘morph to the same.


“A ghost..?” the female Mewtwo-morph replied, peering quietly as she sat down before this odd image of her mentor as a ghostly Alakazaam-morph.


“That I am, child,” the elder male stated, “It seems as though you’ve grown since I last saw you as well. Fitting for someone who wishes to be a leader some day, I suppose.” He continued on for a moment, finishing then with a, “Glad to see you again.” Just to make sure she didn’t think he was being totally crabby, after all.


Hours passed by as the two talked, with the female doing most of it while her mentor listened, and offered advice now and then on what to do. When it at last grew to the time of midnight, the elder chuckled, waving Kijo to be quiet. “I suppose the others will come to miss you by now, child. This old man requires his sleep, too. You don’t want me to be crabby the next time you visit, after all.”


There’d never been a time that the femme had hugged anyone until that day, when she walked over, trying to hug the Ghost-type in thanks for the peaceful day, and the lasting advice he had given. Strange as it was, she swore it actually felt as though he was there for real, if only for a brief moment. When she at last left, the Mewtwoess felt a strange, but rather pleasant, sensation of feeling more complete. Odd for someone born of Mewtwo, but still wonderful all the same. Of course.. this was to become somewhat forgotten in the coming years.

Chapter 9 - The Life of a SIC

(One more after this! n_n)


By now Kijo had long settled into her life as a SIC for the Steelix-morph she worked for, someone who had a very brutal strength that was matched only with his love for brawling. Thankfully, the male left his SIC out of this past time, thinking she was too feminine to truly enjoy it. Oh well, she likes going to watch the brawls on weekdays more. It was around this time that she came upon a file for reverse-morphing as well, and began to read on this subject. The lab-rat had been a human at the time of becoming a Pokemorph, and apparently managed to survive despite the odds that she wouldn’t. And, perhaps even more amusing then that, was the fact that the girl had ended up as a Sandshrew-morph at the very end. Despite her attempts to find more specific information (and, it was very unusual that she even got that far), the female was left without a name besides what the project had been labeled. Theta-01. A rather strange name, to say the least, but likely fitting by any means for whatever reason they had decided to use such a thing. By the turning of the year, Kijo had nearly reached a pinnacle for herself, achieving the ability to heal by use of Recover, and mastering the concept of using telekinetic powers in order to either break things through thought, or simply just to move objects in order to save time while working in her office. 


Many reports were filing into the new Rocket HQ that had been erected for those not working against Pokemorph Island that threats were growing against the Team stationed there, though those in charge refused to put any judgment to such a thought. Kijo, ever watchful of such things, tried to persuade her boss to allow her to go and check these events out, but was denied when it was thought that the meeting of two feminine Mewtwo-morphs might lead to some rather catastrophic events if they should come to bad terms. Denied the chance to go about doing this, Kijo nevertheless found something to occupy herself during the remainder of the year, and it didn’t even include training for hours a day. What exactly could it be, you ask? Simple: gardening. After having seen her mentor’s grave as it was, the female Mewtwo-morph had, oddly enough, taken up the habit of tending to a few flowering plants in her room, and on a small balcony that was projected from the sliding glass door as a hobby to keep herself busy while not out running on a mission that the boss assigned. Believe it or not, she was, and to some degree still is, rather good at it, and enjoyed the scent of fresh flowers, most especially that of roses and lilacs.


A very big change was soon to befall the young female however, as something totally unforeseen was to occur within months from the beginning of a new year..

Chapter Ten - Anger is at Last Controlled

(Last chapter! Yay!)


It began innocently enough for the tenth year of Kijo’s life, starting off with a party for the years she seen and the movement of her team to a base close to the coast of Cerulean. January passed quickly as it was, with little more then a few odd missions involving the capture of Pokemon in order for Team Rocket to perform more attempts at the reverse-Pokemorphing that had occurred the past year. While not successful, it did lead to a number of gains for the Team, mainly in the field of human physiology, and the effects certain strains of Pokemon DNA have on the body. February saw a definite improvement in the ‘interesting’ category of life, as the female happened to stumble upon several documents containing information on the ‘morph who had demolished the Sylph Co. building several years prior. They weren’t the best of photos, being blurred from the moving target, but did contain a few clues as to the identity of the demolisher. For one thing, it was obviously a male, as there was a sense of no shirt being worn. This was easy to figure out also by the appearance of several scar-like areas on the ‘morph’s chest, though the actual shape was too distorted to make any true idea of just what pattern they made. Being a SIC had its advantages then, as she was able to obtain a few copies in order to study in hopes of one day using them as a means to identify and capture the one who had nearly destroyed Team Rocket in its entirety. She didn’t even come to think that this would ever be useful, as there hadn’t been any actual damage done to the base located near Prism Isle as it had been thought would fall. But then again, fate is a very strange thing at times. March repeated the episodes of boredom for the femme and her team, as a general lack of use for battle-experienced teams began to dwindle with the growing ranks of newly inducted members. Thankfully, Kijo did manage to find some sort of enjoyment in the fact she was often elected to demonstrate techniques to new Psychic-types, and occasionally had the fun moment of being able to discipline those who didn’t follow well enough, or decided to make light of the female being in charge instead of a male. Needless to say, April nearly went in the same fashion as the month previous, until it was nearing the end.


Kijo was returning to work when she was called over the intercom to report directly to the head honcho’s office, with reason unstated. Agitated at being denied the chance for a shower, the Mewtwo-morph nevertheless did go, if only for the sake of not being in trouble.


Knocking on the door for a moment, Kijo stated whom she was when someone inside asked, and then entered when the door’s clearance ran through. Upon coming in, she was greeted with her leader, an aged Kabutops-morph, and another ‘morph that she didn’t recognize. “What did you wish to tell me, Sir?” she asked as politely as possible, agitated visibly despite her attempts to not show it.


“I’m afraid to inform you, Ms. Kijo.. but I’m afraid that our base located near Pokemorph Isle is no longer.. functional..,” the elderly male stated, seemingly keeping something from being said.


“And you called me in to hear this?” the female retorted, nose wiggling. She wasn’t /that/ important so as to warrant being called in, even if she was a SIC.


“It’s been completely leveled,” the Kabutops-morph then mentioned, his eyes unblinking as he continued, “And I’m afraid that our leader, Ms. Myuutsu, is no longer living. A group of anti-Rockets were able to penetrate into the base with the help of a hacking device.. Unfortunately, neither the building nor our leader survived.. and we believe that the one who bombed Sylph Co. several years earlier lead the attack.”


Kijo merely stood there for a moment in shock at the news. Not only had the base of operations been lost to a bunch of pathetic ‘morphs wishing to stop the glory of Team Rocket spreading, but they had also killed the only one left alive that she had looked up to. “When?” is the only question she could manage, anger swelling so rapidly that it was nearly ready to explode from the female.


“Days ago. We only had the report recently when one of the flying units patrolling near came across the smoke. They were unable to approach because of the amount of toxic chemicals from the labs inside,” the other ‘morph (a rather fresh Arcanine) suddenly said, showing his apparent rank over the other by cutting over him.


“Normally, there would be very little we could possibly do in a case like this..” the elder picked up upon, “But.. it seems the scientists had a good idea to create another Mewtwo-morph several years ago.”


~What could he possibly be talking about?~ the female wondered, tail flicking from side to side in growing angst. “And this means what about me?”


“Due to the loss of Ms. Myuutsu.. we are requesting that you prepare for possible leave from this location in order to be relocated to Prism Isle in order to provide stability to those still loyal to our cause,” the Arcanine-morph stated. “It’s not certain whether you will be sent or not, but it’s best that you be prepared should the need arise. The survivors of our Team will be shocked from what occurred, and no doubt act irrationally in some moments, or even try to leave. It is in our best interests to re-establish a new base quickly in order to provide a new sense of power within the area.” With his job now done, the ‘morph offered a stiff salute to the two there with him, and promptly left without anything further.


With the much higher superior now gone, Kijo allowed her anger to manifest into the form of a powerful wave of anger that swept across the entire compound with quite the raw force. “They will pay..”


“In time, they will. I think we all know how much you wished to do as Ms. Myuutsu has done for our organization. But for now.. I suggest you try to clean up and rest. This might very well be your first true encounter with more then the ‘morphs of our own team since the others were moved to Prism Isle,” the elderly Kabutops-morph stated, turning in his chair to look away from the female.


With eyes narrowed, Kijo said one thing before she departed. “May Moltres have pity upon their souls if I ever find who did this,” she growled, turning then to walk out in a mood that pushed beyond anything she’d ever felt before. “They’ll need more then pity, I’d think,” the elder chuckled, head shaking as the female disappeared.


Hours later, Kijo sat upon her bed, alone as always, contemplating what this serious change in Rocket meant not only for herself, but also for everyone else. Would she ever even manage to convince those that were part of the Pokemorph Island team to even listen? “About as likely as me ever coming to compare with Ms. Myuutsu..,” she chuckled in a rather disappointed voice. Measure up to the likes of the first Mewtwo-morph? Never. But, she would at least try if given the chance, and hope to be enough of an inspiration to keep Team Rocket’s outlook on the ‘morph population from toppling as it was wished by those who hated it. Yes.. she would make them all suffer, just as they were now making her.


It was only two days later that Kijo was called into service, along with a small team of Elites headed by the newly appointed commander for this little trip. They were going to Pokemorph Island in order to establish a new control over those still loyal, and to backlash those who had committed such an act. As a final parting gift, her leader gave the team one final TM each in order to prepare them for the long road ahead. Most of the ‘morphs chose powerful attacks or defensive abilities, leaving Kijo to choose perhaps the weirdest of all: [Swagger]. Of course, she already knew the reason for doing it. Being a natural at aggravating one’s opponent already only serves to bolster the effect when you use a move designed to confuse them, too, eh? They left that day on a Rocket transport bound for the island, all of them sitting in silence within the different portions. As you’d probably expect, Kijo tended to stay away from the others, simply taking time to prepare her mind for what lies ahead...


And it’s with this final portion that we conclude a ridiculously long background. Hope you enjoyed the show! Make sure to tip the waiter on the way out, as that old Onix-morph gets angry if he doesn’t see proper tipping! n_n


9. Character Description - Prepare for much spamminess. O_o And yes, she’s got Mew ears. It comes from the tempering they tried to do in order to prevent her from going AWOL like Mewtwo did.


Kijo can be a very awe-inspiring sight to behold, both because of her legendary status and from the fact of just how she appears. . . Without even needing to think twice, one will almost certainly notice the main difference between the ways a Mewtwo appears and the way Kijo appears. Instead of the normal hues associated with the species, this female is almost solid black in color, with small patches of blue and silver appearing on certain areas.


She stands approximately five foot nine and half inches from head to toe, though don’t let that short stature fool you. As one would guess, the female Mewtwo-morph weighs in somewhere between 100 to 115 pounds at most, her body structure light and lithe as one would want in a female. Her figure is hourglass-shaped, curving smoothly with no signs of roughness to be found by even the most scrutinizing of eyes. Thick black hair hangs down from the girl's head, streaked with areas of lavender and silver that run the entire length down to mid-back with her hair and eventually ends in a small knot that she made out of dark blue cloth in order to have things orderly. Her bangs are quite long, and often fall down to cover either eye, along with one of the few blemishes in her fur. Two triangular ears poke up through her hair, the outer sides colored black, while the inner sides are a soft pink that turns red when the gal's angry. Each ear is pierced twice, once at the top with a single silver stud, and at the bottom with a small hoop-ring. A white slash crosses over her left eye, marking it as the spot where a wound once healed, but not without a lasting reminder as to where it was. Kijo's eyes prove her psychic nature, being a bright sapphire-blue that turns into glowing balls of light when she makes use of psychic powers or grows angry.


Both of her arms are long and slender, ending with five fingers that are slightly Pokemon in origin, but still function quite well for finer manipulation. A tapered upper body shows off her physique quite well to any that will notice, mostly those who are untrained to avoid the female’s tricky nature. A trim waist sways from side to side with each step, showing off Kijo's seductive nature and the work she boils into making those tight abs as they are now. Two reverse-joint legs stretch to the ground, ending in a pair of digitigrade feet that walk in a smooth and silent motion with every step the female takes. Just above her heart-shaped little rump appears a tail, long and slightly thick like a Mewtwo’s, but not quite as much. The tip itself is bulbous in nature, and seemingly kept from touching the ground at all times as a sign of dominance. All together, it'd be a good guess that the tail extends for around five feet, though it may be longer or shorter, as it's nigh impossible to measure with the constant twitching.


Clothing is kept simple, but strangely enough, manages to mesh enticing with functionality. A cleanly kept white t-shirt hugs close to the female’s upperbody, its V-shaped neckline running down to give off a hint of her cleavage. (Which, in itself, appears to have a V-shaped appearance of dark blue fur coming down from the shoulders.) Over this she wears a neatly pressed jet-black business shirt of sorts, with the word ‘business’ a rather loose term. A jet-black blouse covers her waist modestly, but not exactly without making sure those around her know this ‘morph is female by the sway of hips. A hole is cut out in the back to allow her tail out, with a little more added to make sure it sways without restriction. Nothing in the way of footwear is worn, considering her feet are a little too odd for anything to be considered. Around her neck a silver chain lies, dangling what appears to be a locket down inside the female’s shirt. What this really is remains a mystery to everyone but those so needful to know, though many in the Team speculate it holds something of value, as Kijo’s broken many a hand or arm on anyone that tried to touch it.

10. Profile information:
Species: Mewtwo-morph
Sex: Female
Primary Fur Color: Black
Hair color: Black/Lavender/Silver
Eye color: Sapphire Blue
Height: Five foot nine inches. (Don’t let the size fool you.)
Weight: 114 pounds
Attacks: Confusion, Disable, Barrier, Swift, Psych Up, Future Sight, Mist, Psychic, Amnesia, Recover. TM/HMs: Dynamic Punch, Shadow Ball, Double Team, and Swagger.


Profile: Kijo is what you would describe as 'Project: Mewfour.' She's been kept away from her long-standing idol Myuutsu in order to avoid conflict, and worked in the arts of developing mental power output in order to attain greater levels of fighting prowess. The female's seen a good deal of fighting, in the fields of war and in the arena of one-on-one matches. Now with the death of Myuutsu, she's been sent by Rocket executives in order to re-establish a power structure over Pokemorph Island, and plans to do so in a manner that causes agony to all that would stand in Team Rocket's way. So just remember: If you did something naughty, prepare to suffer worse then just an annoying motto!
