Allegra and the other Pixies filed into the large room quietly, but as soon as she rounded the corner where the bed and bathtub were situated, Allegra decided to give a warning just in case.


“Miss Holly?” she called, peeking in.  She saw Holly sitting, her back to them, in a frilly white bathrobe on the edge of the tub, her hair piled on top of her head in a towel.  She turned at Allegra’s voice, and smiled.


“It’s okay Allegra, you can come in,” she sighed.  Allegra watched her as she untwirled the towel from her head and let her hair fall in semi-dry dreadlocks on her shoulders.  She was about to reach for her pants, red pullover, white shirt, and vest when a Unico stooped over and picked them up first, carrying them away.  


“But…” Holly started, but Allegra interrupted her.


“Pharaoh had ordered that an entire new wardrobe be made for you,” she said smiling.  Holly’s smile dissolved into a frown quickly.


“Why is he doing all this,” Holly said, shaking her head, “It doesn’t make any sense.”



“It doesn’t to us either,” piped up the Unico, who had returned to the room, “But he seems to be infatuated with you.”  She took a sheet of a blue silk from another Pixie and held it up to Holly, cocking her head as she tried to form a picture in her mind. 


“He wishes to dine with you tonight,” continued Allegra, amazed that this girl could question all these beautiful gifts from an admirer.  Unless, of course, she had someone else that she pined for…  “Please just give him a chance to explain himself.”


“It better be an awfully good explanation,” Holly sighed under her breath.  She stood still as the Angels surrounded her with bolts of silk, golden trimmings, lace, sheer materials, and various articles of jewelry, and closed her eyes.  


“Brother!”  Tiger exclaimed as he caught sight of his silver-coated sibling trotting towards the group of travelers that were just about ready to start out again.  It had taken a few days for them to meet up, but the reunion between Tiger and Greywolf was worth the rush in their journey.  The two wolves attacked each other playfully, rolling and pouncing as they leapt around.  A pair of dragons descended down from high up in the air to greet the other members of the group.  


“Greetings,” called the Oscerot warmly, her brown, fur-covered scales shifting as she glided over.  She bowed her head low and then folded up her large dark wings.  “I am Jewel, and this is my friend Steele,” she continued, pointed a sharp claw at the metallic-gray Stone-Dragon that had landed beside her.


“We are acquaintances of Falcon’s” Steele shouted over the series of yips, howls, and growls that had erupted from the Tiger brothers.  


“How is Falcon?” asked Genki, remembering the kind purebred Dragon that had helped them rescue Holly long ago.


“He’s is getting older, but he still likes a good romp once in a while.  He declined when we asked him to come,” continued Steele, voice still loud, “When he hears you’re back, though, he might just change his mind.”  Genki smiled back as Steele flashed him a toothy grin.


“So what’s our plan Greywolf?” asked Holly’s father as the wolves stopped their roughhousing, both panting with their long, pink tongues hanging out. 


“Pixie, Big Blue, and our friend Hurricane are heading off to find Ember, while we tag along with you guys, maybe speed things up a little,” Greywolf chuckled.  Holly’s father rolled his eyes, but secretly agreed that they had to pick up the pace, before it was too late.


“Why don’t Jewel and I fly a few of the humans ahead for the night, and the rest of you could catch up in the morning?” asked Steele, “That way we’ll have an extra couple miles gone, more than if we all traveled together, atleast.”


“Awesome,” Yama exclaimed, “You’d really give us a ride?”


“Sure thing.  Hop on,” encouraged Steele, lowering himself to the ground.  Jewel did the same.  Lexy was a little reluctant, but when Genki offered her his hand to help her climb up on Jewel, she gratefully accepted it.  Once she was on and had her arms wrapped snugly around the boy’s waist, Mocchi hopped up and settled in Genki’s lap.  Hare and Suezo decided to ride with Yama on Steele, and in no time the six friends were soaring above the clouds on the dragon’s backs.


Holly looked at herself in the mirror Allegra was holding up for her and rolled her eyes.


“Mystique, I look ridiculous!” she whined as the Unico tried to make her hold still while she combed Holly’s long hair so it hung down untamed on her back.  It was not her hair that was bothering her, however.  It was the incredibly tall and tight headdress that she had insisted Holly wear.  It came to a diamond in the middle of her forehead where a gigantic jewel sat, and the band cut around her skull to come to a peak in the back.  The front extended up from the diamond about a foot into the air; long peacock feathers sprouting out from in every direction.  Strands of iridescent beads hung down from the sides, making her hair seem to glow.  Her bangs were pushed back under the headdress, giving her the high-foreheaded appearance of royalty.


“You look great, like a princess!” encouraged several other Pixie voices from their owners that flocked all around her, spraying perfume in her face or adjusting some part of her costume.  Mystique clapped excitedly as she looked at Holly’s painted face.  She had outlined her eyes and shaded her eyelids, giving her a cat-like appearance.


“Stand up for us,” Allegra giggled as Holly, sighed and leaned on her hand disgustedly.  Not wanting to offend the Pixies because of all the work they had put into dressing her up, she obliged, earning several oohs and aahs from the adoring servants.


“Miss Holly, you look absolutely stunning,” cooed Mystique, flapping her wings excitedly.  All of a sudden, a long brass-like sound rang throughout the room and the entire palace.  The Angels picked up what remained of their silks and jewelry and hurried out of the room through the back way, leaving Holly with Allegra and Mystique, pondering what the toll meant.


The doors to the room burst open, and in marched pair after pair of Prince Hares, all with horns that they insisted on blowing loudly.  Holly winced as the shrill noise hung in her ears.  Finally, the Terror-Dog that Holly recognized as her one of the monsters that brought her to the temple a few weeks ago entered the room.  He looked at the dolled up Holly a little confusedly at first, but then his black lips curled back into a sly smile.


“Well what have we here?”  Midnight snickered as he circled Holly, “The rude little vixen magically transformed into a proud, forgetful peacock.  Quite a surprise.”  Holly just turned her nose up in the air and waited for the Terror-Dog to finish inspecting her.


“Pharaoh requests your presence in his Throne Room at once,” growled Midnight, stalking off towards the exit, his long black tail swishing.  Holly’s eyes teared a little, but she straightened up and confidently followed.  Allegra and Mystique watched in awe as the very upset girl tried to contain her sobs as she rounded the corner to await her fate.


Pharaoh sat in his lavishly decorated throne, his head resting in his hand as he waited impatiently for her to appear.  He knew that all the gifts he had presented to her must have left her impressed and speechless, and he secretly hoped that she would be grateful for all that he had done.  When he had chosen her as the one, her abilities with the magic stone was not the only thing that drew him in.  Her beauty, even after several days spent in the hot desert sun, had astonished him, because he knew that it came from within.


As he was daydreaming, the Terror-Dog entered and bowed before him, smiling.


“Oh great Pharaoh, I present to you, Miss Holly.”  He backed away, leaving the floor open.  Allegra and Mystique floated in and landed to either side of him.  He could here her soft footsteps as she lightly padded down the hallway.  


Holly paused at the door and quickly adjusted her hair on her shoulders.  What does he want from me, she thought sadly, swiping away a tear from her cheek.  Taking a deep breath and straightening up her thin frame, she turned the corner and walked in slowly.


Pharaoh gasped when he saw her.  She trembled terribly, but he could tell she was trying to act prominent.  Her long, empire-waisted dress gathered in the middle with a large stone flowed behind her delicately.  Her sheer, billowy sleeves hung down to the floor, and the elaborate headdress that sat on her head towered above her, making her seem much taller and goddess-like.  He could not help but stare.


Holly saw the look on Pharaoh’s face, and practically kicked herself for letting the Pixies dress her up like a doll.  She continued to walk until she was directly in front of him, then stopped and looked him straight in the face.  


Pharaoh took Holly’s hand in his and kissed it lightly.  The girl’s expressionless face remained unchanged, even when Pharaoh went so far as to run his fingers through her hair and correct an untidy strand.
 Mystique tossed her short brown hair and Allegra swished her long bushy tail.  They could not wait to see this.  They never had the privilege, however.

“What do you want from me, oh mighty Pharaoh,” she said coldly.  


“Less than you think,” he replied quickly, giving her an amused smile, “Let’s discuss my propositions over dinner.”  He clapped his hands loudly, and several of the Prince Hares that had escorted the Terror-Dog to her room surrounded Pharaoh and Holly.  He reached out and pulled her close to him, a little too close for Holly’s comfort.  He wrapped one arm tightly around her waist, hand pressed on her side, and with his other hand, gathered up his cloak.  With one quick movement, he drew the cloak over both of them, and they vanished.


Lexy gazed dreamily from her spot perched high on a dragon’s back at the landscape zooming by below.  It had always been a childhood dream of hers to meet a dragon, and she owed Genki everything for giving her the opportunity.


“Yo Genki, this is awesome!” called Yama from Steele’s back nearby.  The rock dragon did a loop the loop, much to Yama’s delight, but terrifying Hare and Suezo, who were both hanging on for their lives.  


“Ugh, you’re slobbering all over me,” whined Hare, disgusted that Suezo had his very long tongue wrapped around his waist.  Suezo, trying to talk, only lost his grip with his tongue.  He tumbled backwards, screaming bloody murder, as he was about to plummet to the earth.


“There’s no one there to catch me!!!” he screamed.  Just as he did, though, Yama reached down quickly and caught up Suezo’s handkerchief that he always had around his neck.  The boy lifted the monster up and set him in his lap.  Suezo took a long breath in relief, and sat contentedly for the rest of the flight.


Soon they had pulled way ahead of the others, almost to the spot where the six other friends had been camped the night before.  Dark had started to fall, and the Dragons were both breathing heavily from their weighty loads.  Silently they glided down to the earth in a small meadow area filled with flowers.


“Golem would love it here,” commented Genki as he leapt off Jewel’s back, followed by Lexy who was carrying a sleeping Mocchi.  Steele landed a few feet away, and Suezo hopped out of Yama’s lap without so much as a thank you.


“Well your welcome,” Yama called to the eyeball, who in return just muttered something about being grateful and wandered off.


“He’s just sad about Holly,” Hare said as they settled down to get a fire going, “Those two were always inseparable.  The only thing I could never understand was how someone as sweet as Holly would end up with a monster like Suezo.”


“One word,” sighed Genki, “Spoiled rotten.”


“That’s two words,” Lexy corrected, laughing at his obvious mistake.


“Don’t rub it in,” he yawned, “I think I need some sleep.”  He reached into his pack and pulled out a bunched up sleeping bag.  Unfurling it with a snap, he immediately climbed in and before they knew it, he was fast asleep.


Yama noticed Lexy looking a little jealously at Mocchi, who had curled up comfortably in Genki’s arms.


“You like him a lot, don’t you?” he asked inquisitively.  Lexy shook herself out of the daze she was in and nodded.


“Isn’t he so cute?” she sighed, eyes starry.


“Ummm, I’ll have to pass on that one,” Yama laughed, rolling his eyes.


“It’s just too bad he’s so hung up over this Holly person,” continued Lexy, resting her head in her hands, “I mean he said she was like five or six years older than him, right?”


“Actually, I think he said three, but whatever, I see your point.  Why want the older one when you could have the more experienced,” Yama said suavely, winking at Lexy.  This time she was the one to roll her eyes.


“Obviously he doesn’t seem to care about whether she is experienced or not.  I have a feeling it’s her personality that’s attracting him,” she muttered.


“But he said she was pretty,” Yama interjected, emphasizing words that Lexy did not want to hear.


“As pretty as me?” she asked Yama slyly, and he just shrugged.  “I highly doubt that,” she snickered.


“A little jealous?” he asked sarcastically.


“Of someone I’ve never even met; No way!” she laughed airily, “It’s just that when she meets me, she’d better watch out.”


“Because…” he continued, waving his hand in the air.


“Because,” she said cockily, “Genki is mine.”  She smiled a cute little smile, then took out her sleeping bag.  Moving a few feet away from the guys, she rolled hers open, and climbed in.


Yama shook his head.  Poor girl, he thought as he tried to formulate a picture of Holly in his head, hasn’t she been through enough already?  And now that Genki’s back with another girl…  Yama shook his head again, watching his version of Holly disappear.  I just hope when Genki sees Holly he gets over Lexy so fast she won’t know what to do.  Snickering, he pulled the top of his sleeping bag up to his chest and rolled over, drifting off into a dreamless sleep.

Holly found herself, to her own dismay, wrapping her arms around Pharaoh’s waist when he pulled the cloak over him, for she knew what was coming.  As the darkness surrounded them, the floor began to move away, or actually, they began to move.  Her feet lifted off the ground, and she realized that if he had not held on, she would have plummeted into the nothingness.  Pharaoh was using one of the only Gali-like traits of his that Holly had seen, and that was to teleport.  She closed her eyes tightly as the world started to spin.  It stopped almost abruptly as it started, however, and Holly felt her feet touch the ground wherever he had taken her.  He loosened his grip around her waist, and in return, she loosened hers around his.  Stepping back from her, Pharaoh adjusted his cloak and held up his arms.


“Look around,” he said, his own eyes wandering around the room.  She took a step towards a large window, really just an opening between two columns, and saw water below.  Leaning out over the sill, she saw that they were on some sort of boat.


“It’s my private barge,” he called from behind her.  She turned to see him lounging on a settee in the middle of the room, several Angels surrounding him, sitting on cushions around the couch and holding trays of pastries, fruits, and glasses of a beverage, most likely wine.  “Come, eat,” he beckoned. 


She wandered over hesitantly, watching as the Angels giggled and hand-fed grapes and melon slices to Pharaoh.  Their expressions turned sour, however, when he pushed several of them away to make room for Holly.  She perched uncertainly on a large burgundy cushion.  One of the kinder Angels handed her a bunch of grapes, from which she plucked a few and placed them in her mouth.  They tasted heavenly.


Pharaoh watched as the girl savored the sweet taste in her mouth before taking a few more.  He clapped loudly, and the Angels immediately flapped off, leaving he and Holly alone.


She looked up at him as he clapped again.  A slow, beautiful ballad wafted its way through the room like a well-known smell from the kitchen.  


“Tell me, Miss Holly, why do you think I brought you here,” he said, his gold lips curling upward in approval.


“Why don’t you tell me,” she cooed, a little too flirtatiously.  


“You are a very powerful woman, Miss Holly,” he smirked, “Do you realize that?”


“Am I supposed to?” she said cutely, plucking another grape from the stem and sliding it into her mouth.


“Oh, no, my peacock princess,” he said, taking a glass of wine from the tray on the floor nearby, “Apparently you do not.  Why your beauty could make any man fall madly in love with you…” He reached over and grasped her chin, turning her face towards his.


“Too bad it doesn’t work on monsters,” she hissed, eyes narrowing.


“Quite the contrary.  But Miss Holly,” he laughed loudly, “You forget that I am part human.”


“Just because you claim that you are doesn’t make you one inside.  No one but a monster would…”


“That’s enough,” he growled, tightening his hold on her chin.  Her eyes waved wildly back and forth as she felt him slide his hand up her arm and under her hair.


“You truly want to know why I brought you here,” he asked, his face very close to hers.  She nodded, and he let go of her chin.


“All this could be yours, princess, if you do one thing and one thing only for me,” He said, staring deep into her eyes.


“Wh…what,” she stammered.  Nevertheless, she already knew what he was going to say.


“Marry me,” he whispered in her ear.  Her eyes snapped and she tried to pull away, but then found out the purpose of the hand he had placed at the nape of her neck.  His cold, gold lips touched hers, and he pulled her into a fierce kiss.  Despite how she struggled, he would not let go.  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he broke it off and stepped away, leaving Holly to stare breathlessly at him.  Smiling nonchalantly, he clapped his hands, summoning the Angels back from wherever they had gone.  


“Take her back to the temple.  I’m through with her for now,” he said satisfactorily, hooking an Angel’s arm in each of his.  Then he was gone.  


Holly felt sick.  Her head felt light and airy, as if it would float away.  Her hand went to her forehead, but she did not manage to hold herself up.  Spiraling back into darkness, she collapsed on the floor, to the surprise and delight of the jealous Angels.


Pixie sighed as she flapped her wings gently to land on the ground at Big Blue’s feet.  They had been walking for a few days, and they had finally made it to Ember’s Cavern.  Hurricane slid ahead and entered the dark cave where their Phoenix friend usually stayed when he was not with them.  They heard shouts from inside, and a few happy screeches.  He was home.


They walked inside and instantly came into a dimly lit area.  The light was coming from the Cinder-Bird, who was perched upon a high rock.  He looked like cooling coals; grey with veins of reddish gold all over his feathered coat.  He smiled kindly at the three.


“Welcome friends,” he laughed, “Boy have I got some news for you…”


“What?  More news from the Desert of Death I hope,” growled Hurricane, balling his fists up.


“Precisely.  Pharaoh has made quite a move this time,” cackled the Cinder-Bird, stretching out his fiery wings.


“Oh really,” laughed Pixie, sitting down and crossing her legs, “Do tell.”


“Well, my sources inform me…”


“Sources?” asked Big Blue, crossing his arms.


“Yes.  I sent my Mint and Unico friends to join Pharaoh’s idiot bunch months ago.  Luckily Allegra and Mystique were able to get in as two of Miss Holly’s personal servants, and they’ve been reporting back to me every few days…”


“Wait a minute, slow down,” said Pixie as she shook her red head, not believing her ears, “Servants?  Personal servants?”


“That’s what I said.  Apparently, Pharaoh has been treating her like a queen, probably because he has every intention of making her his queen…”


“Huh?”  Pixie said, bursting into laughter.


“You heard me,” screeched the Cinder-Bird, tired of being interrupted, “He wants to marry her.  Poor Miss Holly is so devastated that she hasn’t stopped crying in days, well that’s what Allegra said anyways.”


Pixie was laughing so hard she had tears in her eyes.


“What a vain, rotten, ungrateful little human,” she sputtered between cackles, “She doesn’t even have the brains to realize she is so lucky.  I would have said yes in a heartbeat if I was her.”  With the last comment, Big Blue looked down sadly.  Realizing what she had said, Pixie stopped laughing.


“You would never consent if your heart was somewhere else,” Ember said knowingly, looking from the Golem sub-breed to the purebred Pixie.


“So where is her heart then?”  Pixie asked, throwing up her hands.


“I think we all know,” Big Blue said, frowning.  


“Well what are we waiting for,” growled the Striker impatiently, “Lets go after him before he has a chance to ruin her life and everyone else’s!”  Like he did mine, Hurricane thought sadly.


“Yes, we can gather up more friends, and when the others get here we’ll have a full-fledged army ready to go,” smiled Ember.  The three others nodded, and the Cinder-Bird directed the conversation elsewhere.  Before long loud laughter could be heard from the cave as the four companions talked about long ago.
