Holly stood awkwardly in the middle of the temple’s throne room, surrounded by masses of Angels, Prince Hares, and other sub-breeds with Gali in them.  The entire time she had spent in the temple she had never known there were so many inhabitants.  If only she knew why they had suddenly appeared from the mists.


The Angels fluttered around her again, adjusting any part of her dress or hair that they thought was out of place.  In addition to all the trinkets she was adorned with from head to foot, several Balons trotted in, dragging behind themselves carts full of rare and fragrant flowers.  Angels hurriedly began plucking petals from roses, lilies, and irises to scatter on the marble floors as they headed the precession to the outdoor pavilion the wedding was supposed to take place on.  Several others selected perfectly shaped flowers from endless baskets of richly colored lilies, winding some into her braids, then picking some apart to litter on the long train that stretched from the back of her dress.  


The tasks were accomplished in a short while, due to the many workers slaving away at them.  Suddenly all the servants scattered away from her, and a light fog began to encircle the part of the room she was standing in.  Slightly frightened, she turned around to face the opposite direction, but nothing was there.  She looked around frantically and saw the Angels laughing at her insecurity in a situation they were very much used to.  


All at once she felt something slide across her skin, a sensation she had never felt before.  It was unearthly, and cold as metal.  It glided over her body, and in a second, she could feel the warm caress of fingers on the back of her neck.  Spinning around, Holly found herself wrapped in Pharaoh’s embrace.


Confused, she blinked a few times, and he just grinned.


“Don’t worry princess, you’ll get used to my entrances,” he said suavely, stepping away from her.  


“Open the doors,” he yelled to the Prince Hares at a set of large double doors Holly had never noticed before.  They swung to reveal a massive crowd of monsters, all milling around a long stone pathway leading to a raised platform.  In the center stood a High Priest, the Antores, and the Crimson-Eyed.


“Right this way,” he laughed, extending his arms towards the exit.  Before Holly could take a step, however, an Angel with a large basket of petals proceeded to the doors, followed by a dozen others.


“Go ahead.  I’ll be waiting for you,” he smiled, his golden lips curling upwards satisfactorily.  Taking his cloak in his grip, he vanished again, leaving Holly unexpectedly alone in the large, dark room.


Thinking she had a chance, she turned to run, but a furry hand caught her upper arm, pulling her back.  It was the Prince Hare that had guarded her the entire night.


“Please mistress,” he begged, getting down on his hands and knees and looking up pitifully, “Don’t try to runaway.  It will only make him want you more.  And when he catches you next time, I know the punishment will be twice as severe.”


Holly looked deep into the large brown eyes.


“But you can help me,” she cried, extending her hand to help him up from the crouched position, “We can escape together.”  The Prince Hare blushed a deep red, but stood his ground.


“It would be impossible.  Pharaoh has guards posted at every possible exit.  Please Miss Holly.  You can learn to love it here, if only you will try.  Surely it is better than death?”


“Why would Pharaoh dispatch sentinels all around the temple?” she asked, ignoring his question and looking the Hare in the eye.  He shriveled under her gaze.


“There is a rumor…” he started.


“What kind of a rumor?” she asked pleadingly.


“That your friends are coming to get you,” he sighed.  Holly’s heart leapt with joy.  They were coming to save her?  Genki was coming to get her?  If only it was true.


After a few long seconds, she bent over and kissed the Prince Hare on the cheek.


“Thank you,” she said, “for everything.  Now atleast I have hope to cling to.”  The Prince Hare smiled sheepishly and rubbed the back of his head.


“Your welcome,” he laughed, his true Hare qualities emerging.  Holly turned to face the walkway, a smile erupting on her face, and the last glimmer of sunlight enveloping her in a beautiful aura as she made her way to the high pavilion, to Pharaoh’s astonishment.  He did not see the guard that had gave her the life-saving news scamper off to join the crowd, and vainly thought the smile had everything to do with marrying him.


The silhouette of monsters, all different shapes and sizes, could be seen in the waning sunlight as they marched steadily into the oasis area.  Surprisingly, they found no armies lurking in the palm trees or submerged in the deep pools.  The answer came when they viewed the temple for the first time, however.  A chorus of “Oh my Gods” was heard as they laid their eyes on the clutter of monsters that surrounded the entire edge of the building.  There must have been over two hundred, screaming and cheering, for who knows what.


Suddenly it dawned on everyone.  It was the marriage ceremony they were shouting about.


“Let’s move!” shouted Genki at the top of his lungs.  Their forces began charging forward quickly, sounding very much like a stampeding herd of elephants.  Falcon, his dragons, and Ember took to the air.


“Everyone except Falcon and I attack from the ground.  Try to divert their attention from Miss Holly and Pharaoh.  Genki and I will make our move while Falcon comes in from behind!  We don’t have much time!” screeched Ember from the air.  Genki clung on, gripping the feathers as hard as he could, as the Cinder Bird shot straight up and leveled out at a very high altitude.  Falcon and his crew remained a little below them, ready for the Cinder-Bird’s cue.


As Ember glided closer, Genki squinted and focused on a large platform standing in the middle of the masses.  It looked as if there were only a few figures standing there, facing the opposite end towards the building.  The images became clearer as Ember increased his speed, flapping with all his might.  The boy could see two men in robes, and two monsters, an Antores and a Crimson-Eyed, standing there, fixated on something stalking towards the platform.  In an instant, he knew.  It was Holly.


“Hurry Ember,” he shouted, his breath raspy.  They were too high up; the air was too thin.  He knew he would need his full strength to accomplish the task that lay before him now.  The Cinder-Bird noticed the boy’s voice, and immediately dove a few feet, to where Genki’s oxygen supply was more adequate.  They both watched as their comrades attacked the edge of the mass of monsters, sending most scattering away from the pavilion.  Ember nodded to Falcon, who’s cackle echoed off the clouds.


“Let’s go get ‘em boys,” he laughed, diving full speed at the cowardly lingerers near the platform.


Holly was sashaying her way down the walk when all of a sudden a battle cry to end the world pierced the crisp cooling air, stunning her into a motionless state.  There were monsters, familiar monsters, attacking the crowds from the outside, breaking up the masses and sending them scattered.  She found herself searching the sky for some reason, going with her gut instinct.  In a second, she saw what she was looking for.  On the back of the illustrious Cinder-Bird Allegra and Mystique had told her about was the one she had been waiting for for so long.  It was Genki.


Before she could stop herself, she was running towards the pavilion, calling out his name frantically, not noticing Pharaoh’s angry howls at his day being ruined or the Crimson-Eyed slithering after her.  She let out a terrible scream when, as she was about to fling herself from the platform into the sand below, the Crimson-Eyed stretched out his long black arm and grabbed her fiercely by the waist.  His long claws tore into her soft flesh as he dragged her back to where Pharaoh was standing with the priest.  He grabbed her wrists as her arms flailed around, and his grip, adding to the sting of the wounds she had received from the Crimson-Eyed, sent her into a series of long, quiet whimpers.


“Do it now,” Pharaoh growled at the Priest, forcing the girl to stand upright.  The Priest, a full-blooded Gali, was reluctant to begin, but Pharaoh’s growl grew louder and deeper, encouraging him to make it quick.  Holly broke out into heavy sobs, interrupting the Priest’s words, and in his anger Pharaoh reared back his hand and slapped her hard across the face.


Genki had zeroed in on Holly, and for some reason he relished in the fact that she was running and calling out his name desperately.  Until he saw the Crimson-Eyed go after her.  Ember immediately knew what he was thinking and went into a full speed dive, right at the monster as it dragged the poor girl back to the center of the platform. 


Ember was gaining speed, and Genki waited for the right moment.  Even though they weren’t as close as he had wanted to be, when the man he assumed was Pharaoh slapped Holly it was the last straw.  Summoning up all the strength and courage he could find, he leapt off Ember’s back, careening right towards the Priest.


Something caught the Priest’s eye as he stumbled through the speech he was trained to recite, and he gasped when he saw a large object falling from the sky towards him.


“You fool, keep going. It’s not like we have all night here!” yelled Pharaoh.  But the Priest didn’t utter a word, just stood there transfixed on the presence plummeting towards him.  When he finally realized what exactly it was, it was too late.  Genki landed feet first on top of him, squashing the Gali to the ground and ending his life.  A shriveled lost disc loomed in the place he had once stood, and now it was Pharaoh’s turn to get smacked.


Before Genki could demonstrate his newly acquired prowess in kicking butts to Holly, however, Pharaoh let out a blood-curdling scream, and flinging his large white cloak around Holly and himself, vanished into thin air, taking the Antores and the Crimson-Eyed with him.


The biggest battle Genki would ever see was raging just a few feet from him, but he would never remember it.  The attacking Gali sub-breeds or the powerful hits his friends took for each other’s sake just didn’t register with him at the moment.  He had one thing on his mind, and that was getting to Holly before Pharaoh had a chance to hurt her any more than he already had.


Genki joined Ember, who had been torpedoing several Prince Hares with helmets on and spears when suddenly one dropped to his knees in front of the boy.


“Oh please, spare me!  I’ll help you any way I can,” he squealed, wringing his hands.


“Where did he take Holly?”  Genki snarled, picking up the Hare by the golden collar he wore around his neck.  The Prince Hare squirmed around, gasping for breath.


“Your choking him Genki.  We’d never find out the answer to that question if you kill him,” Ember warned, his eyebrows raised.  Genki sighed and dropped the Hare into a furry heap.  He gulped a few times but managed to get up and regain his breath.


“Quite a grip you got there,” he coughed, rubbed his paw around his neck.


“Thanks.  Now do I need to strangle you again!  Where did that demon go?” he growled impatiently, glaring at the Hare.


“No, no, that’s quite alright.  Don’t worry, I don’t think he would leave the desert without a couple hundred body guards, especially since he isn’t particularly well-liked now that he took Miss Holly.  He’s probably only looking for the other resident Priest, probably on his barge.  


“Great, so he can finish the job,” Ember said angrily.


“Where’s the stupid barge,” Genki asked, “can you take us to it?”


“Absolutely, but we might have to fly,” he said, motioning to the moat that encircled the temple.  Ember nodded and Genki immediately sprung up on his feathered back.  He helped the Prince Hare up so he was positioned in front of him, and the Cinder-Bird took off gracefully, leaving behind him a charred pile of rose petals and several new lost discs.


The second that Holly felt her feet on solid ground she screamed and pushed away from her captor, breaking free from his grip.  She saw they had ended up back on the lavish barge, reached for the nearest heavy object, which happened to be a large vase, and with difficulty, flung it in Pharaoh’s direction.  It smashed on the wall beside him, but he didn’t wince at all.  He just narrowed his blood red eyes and moved towards her.  Holly shrunk back in fear; the deep cuts on her abdomen throbbing and her head spinning wildly.


“Touchy, touchy,” he laughed, rubbing his hands together, “What’s the matter?  Pre-wedding jitters?”  He glared at the two monsters he had transported with them and growled lowly, “Hurry and find the other resident priest.  Leave her to me…” The Antores and the Crimson-Eyed quickly skidded and slithered away.  Pharaoh just moved further forward.


“Stay away from me, you…you…you monster!” she shrieked.


“Oh,” he sighed, clasping his head in his hands in a sarcastically shocked position, “What an insult.  I hope you know my heart is completely and utterly shattered!”  He threw up his hands, as if in despair.


“Whatever happened to the sweet girl I once observed, so quiet and forgiving.  Now she has become a bitter, raging adult.”


“Excuse me?”  Holly asked confusedly, staring at him as he kept coming towards her.


“Oh, I was wondering how long exactly it would take you to recognize me!  I guess I thought you were smarter that you are…”


“Recognize you?  From where?” she interrupted, backing up even more, but this time into a dead end.  Her knees bent forwards as they slammed into a settee, and she slid down onto it ungracefully.


“Tisk, tisk, princess.  You honestly do not remember me?  Or should I say, my Gali half…” Something clicked, and Holly immediately placed an image with the thought she was forming.  It was a picture of little Mocchi, using his Cherry Blossom Blizzard, to attack a rather peeved Gali, who was attacking with a strike of his own.  She gasped, remembering the mask breaking, and even a lost disc forming in the place of the monster.


“It’s not possible…” she spit out, looking up, surprised to find Pharaoh leaning over her, his face very close to hers.


“But it is, dear Holly, it is!  Don’t you see?  When that little pink nuisance of yours broke my mask, he let the demon inside of me out, free to escape the imprisonment in my Gali body.  The body may have shriveled up, but the demon lived.  After a few years of wandering, possessing anything it felt worthy, it settled in a young man about Genki’s age, and combined with him.  That boy was me, and look what I have become!”


“You were…a human?  You…you don’t have any regrets?” she asked, mouth ajar.


“Once upon a time, yes.  But the demon made me complete!  He gave me more powers than I had ever dreamed, and countless opportunities otherwise,” he snickered, “And this is one opportunity I’m not going to pass up,” he whispered in her ear.  She tried to squirm away, but he grasped her head in his hands and pressed his lips hard on hers.


“What’s the matter, princess?  Cat got your tongue?”  he murmured as he forced her mouth open, pushing his own tongue in .  Thinking quickly, she bit down as hard as she could into the slimy flesh, drawing blood.


“You little dog!” he screeched, jumping back, his speech impaired.  He spat out a mouthful of blood onto the spotless marble floor.


“I thought I was a fox,” she retorted, getting up and grabbing a large champagne bottle.


“It’s going to take more than a measly bottle of dressed up liquor to stop me you stupid girl,” he growled, taking menacing steps back towards her.  Holly just glared back uneasily but determinedly.  Luckily, she would never have to use her weapon.  Before Pharaoh could come any closer, Genki’s well-known war-cry rang out through the misty river air, and a violent fireball came whizzing in, connecting with Pharaoh’s back and sending him flying into the hard marble wall a few feet away.


“Oh Genki,” Holly gasped, her head spinning.  She slumped to the ground, dropping the bottle of champagne and sending bits and pieces of glass shattering in all different directions.  With a contented sigh, her head lolled back, leaving her milky white throat exposed to reveal the absence of the magic stone she had not taken off for years.


“Holly!”  Genki ran to the girl he had missed so much, but he watched her fall as he moved.  He knelt down and gently scooped up her limp body, and felt the blood oozing from the deep gashes in her side wet against his fingers.


“She’s bleeding!  We have to get her to her father as quickly as possible!” he yelled to Ember, who had stayed about fifty feet away, trying to keep his voice above the shouts and cries from the battlefield that raged unchecked into the night air. 

“The magic stone is gone,” called back Ember, “You have to retrieve it!”  Genki’s eyes flitted back and forth across the room, and then focused on the unconscious half human monster stretched out on the floor nearby.  He handed Holly to the Prince Hare, who was just happy she was not dead, then ran over to Pharaoh.

“He’s still breathing,” Genki yelled back to his companions.  Ember shook his head.

“Just get the magic stone!” he cried, looking around, “The Antores and the Crimson-Eyed could return any minute!”

Genki quickly knelt by Pharaoh, wishing he could end his life for what he had done to Holly.  But there was no time.  He could hear the clatter of hooves on marble and several hushed voices coming down the hall towards them, and in desperation, he pulled the green stone from under Pharaoh’s golden collar.  

“I’ll get you next time,” he vowed.  

Running back to Ember, and taking the girl back into his own arms, he brushed a long, disheveled braid off of her delicate face.  Looking deeply at the unconscious expression temporarily housed on her mouth, he touched her lips.  Were they as soft and luscious as Lexy’s had been, he wondered.  Silently he vowed that if it was the last thing he did in this world, he would find out the answer to that very question. 


The Prince Hare noted the loving way that the boy looked at his almost former mistress, and came to a quick conclusion.


“You must be Genki,” he smiled, snapping the boy out of deep daydreaming.


“Yeah, how’d yah know?” he asked curiously, turning his head to face the rabbit-like monster.


“The way you were looking at her.  And the look on her face when she saw you.  I remember last night when I was watching her that all of a sudden she started whisper the name Genki over and over, asking why he didn’t come.  When she looked up from where Pharaoh had landed and you were running towards her, she had a completely relaxed facial expression, as if she knew everything would turn out alright in the end.”


“With our crew, I guarantee you it will,” Genki chuckled, smiling back.  Turning to look ahead again, he couldn’t see very many monsters left standing, let alone fighting.  Ember spiraled down quickly, sending Holly’s layered dress to catch the air and float into billowy masses.  When the Cinder-Bird descended upon the standing members of the rebel army, it seemed as if they had gone after a princess, and come back with a fluffy cloud in exchange.


Allegra lifted her head weakly, her bluish black hair sliding back over her ears and away from her eyes.  She blinked a few times, bringing the world around her back into focus.  Her blurred vision cleared, revealing a very concerned looking Unico and a few faces she couldn’t place staring at her intently.  


“Oh thank goodness your alright!” shouted Mystique, hugging her roughly.


“Where are we?  What happened?” she asked groggily, rubbing her palm on one of the many sore spots that now adorned her head.


“We retrieved Miss Holly…or rather that boy did, I can’t remember his name…anyways they brought her back a few hours ago, she was cut really badly…you must have been knocked out sometime during the fighting because we found you unconscious, and…” The Unico continued to jabber on incomprehensibly, but Allegra only cared about the first thing that had come out of her mouth.  Holly was safe.


“Where are we again?”  she asked rudely, interrupting Mystique, who seemed a little hurt at first that her charge would not listen to the story she had formulated in her mind while waiting for her to awake.  She shrugged it off, however, and replied cheerfully that she had no idea where they were positioned at that exact moment, only that they had retreated into the desert oasis after they had recovered the coveted girl.


“Maybe you should ask Ember, I think he would know,” she suggested hopefully, trying to act a little less annoying.  Allegra nodded and groaned in semi-agony as she stood up.  Her wings ached from all the flying she had done in the past few days, but she managed to flap hard enough to raise herself a good six inches off the ground, and took off to find her commander.


As she flew by she noticed groups of monsters huddled together, and turning by a bush covered with dark flowers, she found three men, a woman, and the Cinder-Bird crouched and standing over what she deducted to be none other than Miss Holly.


Dipping down to walk quietly up, she noticed the other human girl standing, or rather leaning, aloofly to the side, preoccupied with the condition of her cuticles, or finger-nails, or some other thing that Allegra reasoned was associated with staring so zealously at one’s hands.  The rest of the people were concerned over some matter with Holly at the moment, but no one seemed to really care that Lexy was not as attentive to the girl as they were.  Shaking her head, the Mint realized that there was probably no worse a reason for Lexy’s less than exited behavior over Holly’s return than sheer boredom, but she had to wonder.


“Ah Allegra,” cooed Ember, looking up quickly and acting sarcastically surprised to see her up and about, “We were wondering how long your little nap would last.”


“You took quite a knock in the head, as I recall,” Holly’s father laughed, he too looking up.


“Yeah, that was some hit yah took for ole doc here,” sighed Yama, scratching his head and in the process ruffling his wild blond hair back into it’s normal state.  The heat and the excessive sweat everyone had poured out had caused it to slick down as if he had poured a large bucket of grease over his head.


“No thanks necessary,” she said, smiling sheepishly.  Her voice turned serious, however, when she spoke again.


“Is she okay?” she asked softly, stepping into the circle they had protectively formed around the girl.  Upon leaning over and hearing the soft sound of somewhat shallow breaths and seeing the peaceful smile on Holly’s face, she got her answer.

“She had some large gashes on her abdomen from where the Crimson-Eyed grabbed her, and she spit out some blood when she woke up for a few minutes a little while ago, but I can’t see where she would have any internal injuries.  Other than the scratches, I think she’s perfectly fine.  Thank God,” Holly’s father added after the analysis of his daughter’s injuries.  Allegra nodded.  

“I’d better go check on the other monsters,” he said gravely, standing up and dusting some sand off of his knees.  Grabbing his large sack full of the medical supplies he had not needed until now, he nodded to everyone, leaned down, kissed his daughter gently on the forehead, and slowly stalked off.


“C’mon Lex, lets go get somethin’ to eat,” said Yama persuasively.  When she tried to protest he responded by tugging on her upper arm and looking sternly at her.  Sighing long and loud, she turned and accompanied him out of the little thicket they had been standing in.


“Ember, I came to find out our position,” Allegra said quietly, motioning towards the bush from which she had come from behind.  


“Well, you see…”Ember started in his professor-like voice, bobbing after Allegra.


Genki was the only one left, but it wasn’t like he had noticed the others there in the first place.  The entire time that Holly’s father had dressed her wounds and the group had stood their conversing, all he could do was replay scenes in his head, scenes from the past.  


When it finally hit him that the others had exited the dark sanctuary, he gazed down at Holly’s sleeping body.  Her head and shoulders lay flat on the ground, but her back was twisted so that the side where the cuts were deepest was untouched, her legs pulled up towards her chest in a fetal manner.  One arm was flung up above her head carelessly, and the other was folded in towards her stomach and rested gently at her throat.  And despite the strange, tangled position she was laying in, there was a content smile on her lips, which parted every so often to let a breath come spiraling out like a gentle breeze.  He leaned in over her face, letting her breaths sift through his unkempt hair.  His fingers wandered to her tight cornrows, which he wanted to unweave to let her hair fall loose and full, but knew that he might disturb her if he tried to pull out the mass that her head rested on top of.


He laughed in spite of himself.  How could something this beautiful have feelings hidden deep inside her heart for him?  Then he remembered what the Prince Hare had said about the way she had looked when she saw him leapt out of the air onto the barge.  She had looked contented.  She had looked as if she knew everything was going to be all right because I had arrived.  Smiling to himself, he sighed happily, and turning his attention back to the girl, he sat for the longest time comfortably, just watching and listening to her breath.     

