Genki woke up to the hot desert sun.  He was floating incredibly high over the sand below, and for a minute he thought the battle at dawn had been a failure and he was looking down from heaven for his dead body.  Then he felt a presence underneath him; warm feathers that, if the owner was provoked, could burn.  He had been stretched out peacefully on Ember’s large expanse of back.


The Cinder-Bird felt the boy stirring, and decided to strike up a conversation.  With a few flaps of his gigantic wings, he rose higher into the atmosphere, where it was cooler.


“So you finally woke up, eh?”  Ember cackled, creating several more refreshing air currents with the flaps of his wings.  Genki sat up and stretched out his arms, breathing in the cool air.


“What happened?” he asked confusedly, “The last thing I remember is cornering that stupid Terror-Dog.”


“Well,” started Ember, “He must of said something that made you very upset, because you destroyed him.  The impact left you unconscious and the Terror-Dog as another lost disc to litter the ground.”


“I did?”  Genki asked, “Do you remember what he said?”


“Yes…but please don’t take it out on me when you hear it…”


“Hear what!?  Come on, tell me!” growled Genki, growing very impatient.  He had the slightest glimmer of what Ember was about to spit out, but he just couldn’t put his finger on it…


“Pharaoh…  Pharaoh is going to…” Ember paused in the middle of his sentence, his head cocked, listening for something he knew was there.


“Going to what!?  Ember!”  Genki shouted, wanting desperately to know the vital information that had made him kill the Terror-Dog mercilessly.  Suddenly, however, he heard what Ember was listening to.  A faint call, that sounded like a Pixie’s voice…


“Ember,” it echoed from beyond where the sun blocked their view.  Then he saw something reflecting in the sunlight, something speeding towards them.  Ember squinted his big red eyes and immediately zoomed in on the thing that was calling his name.  Screeching, and almost dislodging Genki, the Cinder-Bird plummeted towards the earth, wings outspread.


Genki gripped some of the Phoenix’s feathers and held on for his life.  Soon he could see the other monsters and humans below, all trudging along slowly in the heat.  Seeing the Cinder-Bird dive at them, they quickened their paces and scrambled out of the way, just as Ember touched down on the scorching sand.


“What is it?” asked Holly’s father excitedly, still on Steele’s back.


“It’s Allegra and Mystique,” Ember screeched, “and hopefully, they have your daughter!”


Genki perked up at the suggestion that Ember’s Mint and Unico allies were bringing Holly away from that awful prison.  Lexy, somewhat disgusted, growled deep in her throat.  Jewel cocked her head and looked confusedly at her, but the girl pretended to be overly interested in the condition of her sun-bleached ponytail when she saw the Oscerot’s concern.


When the two Pixie sub-breeds swooped down for a landing, however, their faces were long, and Holly was nowhere to be seen.


“What happened?”  Ember asked, looking in the distance as if he would see the girl they were searching for materialize out of the sand dunes.


“We…tried…to get her out,” panted the Unico.  Their wings drooped and their shoulders sagged from the long, tiring flight.


“…But she went back for the magic stone…” sighed the Mint, breathing heavily.


“…And he caught her,” finished Mystique, her eyes shifting down.


“We tried to go back and get her, but they put guards all around her room, even on the window ledges.  We’re so sorry everyone…” Allegra apologized sadly.  The excitement of the two friend’s arrivals had quickly shifted to uneasy silence.  Until a small voice spoke up.


“Mocchi thinks we can still find Holly!” shouted the little monster, hopping up into Lexy’s lap, his pink fist in the air.


“Mocchi’s right,” exclaimed Hare, “After all, we defeated Moo.  How hard can rescuing Holly be?”


“We’ve done it before,” added Tiger nonchalantly, “I’m with Mocchi.  I say we attack the temple, and get Holly back.”  Greywolf howled and nodded his head.


“I will help however I can,” voiced the Striker from the back of the pack, “You just leave Pharaoh to me.”


“No problem,” laughed Falcon, “I’m only concerned about one thing, and that’s Miss Holly’s safety.”  His dragons echoed agreements, and Jewel and Steele promised to help in any way they could.


“What about you Pixie?”  Ember asked, “Considering you never liked her that much you sure have done your share of fighting.”


“Count me and Big Blue in,” she sighed, rolling her eyebrows, “It’s not like there’s anything else to do.”  Big Blue smiled at her sarcastic comment, and she smiled back.


“Golem will fight to protect Holly.”  Everyone nodded as Golem voiced his opinion on the matter.


“You will never know how grateful Suezo and I are to you all,” Holly’s father praised, “Holly is our world, and without her, our lives are pretty meaningless.”  Suezo nodded solemnly, hoping their mission would be successful, not just for Holly’s sake, but for the well being of the entire monster world.


“Well Yama, Lexy?” asked Ember, chuckling, “Are you disappointed with your adventure so far?”


“No way,” said Yama cheerfully, “This has been the best vacation I have ever taken!”  Lexy just smiled and patted Mocchi on the head.


“What about you Genki?” the girl asked solemnly.


“I’m in.” he muttered, shifting his position on Ember’s back.


“Well that’s everyone.  It’s unanimous.  Pharaoh, here we come!” laughed Ember, taking off.  Allegra and Mystique’s somber moods lightened quickly as they took off to fly ahead of the Cinder-Bird, leading the way.  Falcon, his dragons, Jewel, and Steele also took to the air to scout for the temple prison where Holly had been held for almost three weeks now.


Genki stayed on Ember’s back, somewhat comforted by the thought of rescuing Holly, his Holly.  Then his old feelings of confusion flooded back into his head.  Getting angry, he slammed his fist hard into the fiery feathers.  Feeling the sudden pressure, the Cinder-Bird knew that Genki was dealing with problems of his own, and they were anything but physical.


“Is something the matter?” he asked quietly, to avoid anyone else hearing them.


“I’ll say,” Genki growled disgustedly.


“I can see why you might be confused.  They both are very beautiful…”


“But why am I so mixed-up Ember?  Why can’t I decide?  I mean the only reason I went to the stupid sorority party was to see Lexy, but when I started playing that game all I could think about was Holly.  And then a few days ago, Lexy and I, well, you know…”


“Made out?”  Ember asked curiously, “That was the word that Yama was using.”


“You guys were watching us!?”  Genki squealed, overly embarrassed.


“If I may, I’d like to quote Pixie: ‘It’s not like there was anything else to do’” Ember shot back coyly, gaining altitude as he flapped a few more times.


“She’s a great kisser too…but that’s not the point!” he exclaimed, ashamed that he had allowed himself to utter that outloud.  Ember just smiled to himself.


“Looks like you’re going to have to make a decision sooner or later, because Lexy will not want to stay here forever, and if you choose Lexy, who knows how Miss Holly will react.”


“Holly has feelings for me too?”  Genki asked curiously, thinking all along that his efforts were mainly one-sided.


“I wouldn’t be surprised if she did.  Allegra and Mystique told me that the reason she even considered escaping was that they mentioned your name.  They said her eyes lit up as if she actually had hope of getting away from that maniacal monster…”


“Did they say what he wants with her?”


“You really want to know?”  questioned Ember, preparing himself for another blow on the back.  Genki breathed deeply and answered yes.


“Just please tell me.  I don’t want Holly to get hurt.”


“He plans on making her…he wants to marry her,” Ember spit out reluctantly, bowing his head.  The slam from Genki’s fist did not come, however.  The boy sat there stupefied, his eyes wide.  Ember sighed.


“I was expecting a violent reaction like the one that came over you last night.  You really pounded that Terror-Dog, after he said just that.”  Genki did not answer, though, and Ember reasoned that this conversation was most likely closed.  Sighing again, he leveled out and glided along with a soft air current.  


It was around a half an hour before Genki finally uttered the words that Ember was waiting to hear.


“I swear if he hurts her, I’ll make him pay,” he growled lowly, shaking his fist, “I’ll kill him.”  Ember nodded in agreement and knew instantly that there was no way they would lose this battle now, especially with Genki on their side.


Holly stared around the room she had called her own for almost two weeks, and knew this was it.  This was surely the end of life as she knew it.  The minute that she joined hands with Pharaoh would be the exact moment of her death, and her descent into Hell’s fiery pits.


Why me, she asked herself desperately, why is all this happening to me?  I have never done anything wrong in my entire life, never sinned so horribly that I would deserve this.  Or have I?  Her mind jumbled with the thoughts that she had condemned herself to an eternity of sorrow as terrible as this.  Suddenly a loud bell tolled, and she was snapped out of her cruel thoughts and back to reality.  


She looked down at her garments, all made of silks and laces fit for a princess.  But she was far from royalty, and she knew it.  All these things made her look like a porcelain doll that Pharaoh would order dressed up whenever he wanted.  


Her empire-waisted dress was similar to the one before, but was adorned with thousands of ribbons that streamed from the gold band that cinched underneath her chest, colored gold, white, ivory, and a baby blue.  The front was low cut and tied at her shoulders, leaving her back from the nape of her neck to her waistline uncovered.  Strands of pearls hung across her bare skin, and a thick choker of pearls and crystals encircled her throat.  Her hair was braided into tiny cornrows, all which hung separately on her shoulders, each woven with a string of pearls and tied off with a long ribbon of white, blue, or gold.  The final touch was the delicate ivory crown that sat on her head.  It peaked in the front with a magnificently detailed mini-sculpture of a swan, and the band thinned as it disappeared to the back of her head.  From the crown lacey layers of sheer material billowed veil-like, giving the appearance of a private breeze that blew only for her.


Studying her elaborate dress, jewelry, and crown, she knew very well that she would never look more beautiful in her entire life.  If only I were marrying someone else…  The mere thought of her secret longing brought tears to her eyes.

As she examined herself in a long wall mirror that hung to her left, the bell tolled again impatiently, and two Angels burst in to find Pharaoh’s bride completely dressed and ready to accept her fate.  Or so they thought.  As they got closer, one pointed out to the other the seemingly selfish girl’s tears.

“Oh boo hoo,” one mocked disgustedly, rubbing her fists beside her eyes to imitate Holly’s mood, “You should be grateful you stupid girl.”

“You know how much one of us would kill to marry master Pharaoh?” the other growled, both hovering around her.  Holly’s eyes flashed.

“Then why doesn’t he just marry one of you then?” she shot back furiously, pushing the Pixies out of the way.  She stormed a few feet, then turned on her heel to yell some more at the astonished Angels.

“He’s half human,” one sighed, “Why would he want one of us?”

“Well being half human on the outside sure as hell doesn’t make him one on the inside.  If he had any human-like qualities at all he would not be treating me like a prisoner and forcing me to marry him against my will,” Holly cried, more tears sliding down her cheeks.  The Angels just glared back at her, her words making an unexpected impact on their impression of their master.

Eventually, after several minutes of staring each other down, Holly regained her composure and the Angels remembered their reason for entering her room.  The bells tolled long and loud a third time.

“You are wanted immediately in the Throne Room where you will wait until Pharaoh is ready for you,” they ordered.  Holly sighed, dried her eyes and gathered all the courage she had in her soul.  Unhappily, she followed the grouchy Angels down the long hall, the sun just beginning to dip below the hot surface of the sand dunes in the distance.  


The tall cloaked figure paced angrily back and forth in his private chamber, waiting anxiously for the return of his most trusted minion, the Terror-Dog.  


Suddenly a Gariel burst in, hitting his holographic head on a vase on his way to his master, knocking it over and watching it smash into a million pieces.  Fumbling to try and clean up the mess, the Dragon sub-breed knocked over another large vase, which also crashed on the marble floor in several chunks.


“Nevermind that you idiot!”  Pharaoh yelled impatiently, “Have you any news from Midnight?”


“Well master, that might be a bit of a problem…” the Gariel groveled.


“Why!” screamed Pharaoh.


“He’s been annihilated!” exclaimed the Dragon, waiting for a blow to the head that never came.  Pharaoh was too stunned to even swipe at him.


“He’s been defeated?” he asked, astonished.


“Yes!  The rebels came, and they number over thirty!”


“His army was well over two hundred!” cried the Gali/human, slamming his fist on the nearby table as he stopped pacing.


“But master, they are strong, stronger than most of our armies.  They dodged our ruthless attacks and fought back daringly themselves.  Soon enough our numbers were cut down severely, mostly because their were too many of us to escape from the wide range of torpedoes and cannons and whatnot.  It was a one-sided battle, master.”


Pharaoh could not believe his ears.  His best army, with over two hundred top-condition monsters, was defeated by a rag tag group of rebels that claimed they would rescue his bride-to-be if it was the last thing they did?  


“Go at once to Scythe and Minion.  Tell them of your embarrassing defeat, and make sure they have sentinels of atleast fifty stationed around every possible entrance to the temple.  Then report to me before the wedding ceremony commences.  Go!”  Pharaoh commanded forcefully, sending a shiver down the Gariel’s spine.


“Ye…ye…yes master,” he stuttered, spinning around and leaving as quickly as possible.


“These imbeciles just won’t give up, will they?’ he growled under his breath, slamming his fist into his open palm, “Well I’ll ruin there hopes of ever getting Miss Holly back, “ he continued slyly, “Because when I marry her, she will belong to me.”  Squinting his red eyes and laughing dementedly, he envisioned the poor helpless girl under his complete control.  Smiling suavely, he gathered up his cloak and with one quick flick of his wrist, disappeared.


Suezo watched as Holly’s father stared blankly into the distance; eyes fixated on the oasis that they were approaching.  Ember had warned them that at sunset Pharaoh was going to make Holly his wife, and if they didn’t get there and stop the wedding, or have someone atleast stall it long enough for the entire squadron to get there, there would be nothing that they could do.  Holly would be lost forever, and Suezo knew deep in his heart that the reason he was alive was her.  Sighing, he hopped along as fast as he could on his foot, making sure that he did not stumble and slow the pace.  If they were going to pull off a major stunt, they would have to do it fast, he reasoned.  The sun had already submersed itself in the hot sand and only a sliver was left visible.
