Return of the Orichalcos

By stinkulousreddous
Submitted: January 23, 2009
Updated: April 22, 2009
Takes place in the middle of Season Five- right after the Grand Prix tournament, and before they go on

the memory journey to Egypt. | hope you guys like it! I'm not used to writing fanfictions! X]

Provided by Fanart Central.
http://www.fanart-central.net/stories/user/stinkulousreddous/55451/Return-of-Orichalcos

Chapter 1 - Chapter One 2
Chapter 2 - Chapter Two 12
Chapter 3 - Chapter Three 16
Chapter 4 - Chapter Four 27
Chapter 5 - Chapter Five 40
Chapter 6 - Chapter Six 43
Chapter 7 - Chapter Seven 52
Chapter 8 - Chapter Eight 56
Chapter 9 - Chapter Nine 63
Chapter 10 - Chapter Ten 68
Chapter 11 - Chapter Eleven 73
Chapter 12 - Chapter Twelve 78
Chapter 13 - Chapter Thirteen 84
Chapter 14 - Chapter Fourteen 98
Chapter 15 - Chapter Fifteen 105
Chapter 16 - Chapter Sixteen 112
Chapter 17 - Chapter Seventeen 120
Chapter 18 - Chapter Eighteen 124
Chapter 19 - Chapter Nineteen 127

Chapter 20 - Chapter Twenty 131



1 - Chapter One

Through narrowed eyes and a fixed glare | read the words: “MUSEUM EXHIBIT
CLOSING- ARTIFACTS TO BE RETURNED TO EGYPT.” Ishizu Ishtar, an important
figure in the Egyptian government, had removed the ancient, encrypted stones from the
Domino museum, to take them back to the tombs of Egypt. She believed that it was time
for the stones to retire- that, and | quote, “the Pharaoh will soon go on his journey to
regain his memories.” Whatever.

| flipped the page of the newspaper in front of me. The air smelled crisp and fresh. |
thought mildly to myself that maybe | should work outside more often. It was a beautiful
day in late April; normally on a day like this, | would be stationed in front of a computer or
two, sorting financial budgets for the next fiscal month. School was on a week-long
break, with today being the first day that students had off.

| looked up for a moment. It was one o’clock in the afternoon; Mokuba was running
around with a group of other boys his age; someone had brought a soccer ball, and the
boys were playing a friendly game. Mokuba, the smartest (and richest, of course,) of his
friends, was somewhat the leader of them; they nearly worshipped him, believed every
word that he said, and did everything that he told them to do. Insisting that | needed to
enjoy a bout of free time, he had dragged me here, not necessarily to watch him play;
more to take just one breath away from my very hectic career.

| lowered my eyes back to the newspaper, and felt something shoot over my head. The
wind blew my hair back with it, and | looked up, surprised; apparently, a soccer ball had
missed me by mere centimeters.

“Sorry, bro!” | heard a desperate voice yell, and | looked back at the group of kids to see
Mokuba waving at me. He was a handsome boy, but currently was covered in dirt; stray
blades of grass stuck out of his long black hair in some places. His eyes, dusty
purplish-gray, were currently slightly wide. “Are you okay?”

| gave him a silent thumbs-up and went back to my newspaper, and the boys continued
playing. | didn’'t consider myself a very caring individual; | had no time to be
compassionate. Mokuba, my kid brother, was the only person on the planet that | loved;
almost five years separated our ages, but he was everything to me, and | was everything
to him. Growing up without parents had given us an incredible bond that few other
siblings really enjoyed. It was my sworn duty to protect him; his sworn duty was to keep



me from overworking, and therefore, killing, myself. Today he was putting this duty into
action; | had made the mistake of passing out during yesterday’s dinner because |
hadn’t slept in two days, and he realized that | had overworked myself again, so now he
was forcing me to do anything but work for the entire week-long break from school.
Originally he had wanted me to relax for seven whole days- | was able to convince him
down to let me off for six. So, six it was.

The soccer ball bounced near me again; it splashed into a puddle immediately next to the
bench that | was sitting on; some of the water hit the bottom of my left pant leg. “Sorry,
bro!” he shouted again. | gave him a thumbs-up again; | lifted the ball out of the water
and threw it back at them.

| looked down at the puddle and saw my own reflection staring back at me. | considered
myself an attractive young man; thick brown hair framed my face; and my eyes had a
kind of coldness to them that somehow complimented their striking blue color.

| looked up at the kids. Now Mokuba was involved in a huge wrestling match; the boys
were all piled up on top of each other, punching and kicking and fighting. | frowned. Is
this what normal twelve-year-olds did? When | was twelve, | was learning four languages
at once. ...but then again, so was Mokuba.

“Kaiba? Is that you?”

| turned my head and saw Tristan Taylor approaching me. Tristan was one of the idiots
who followed Yugi around like imprinted ducklings. He had a kind of tough-guy look to
him, with his spiked brown hair and leather jacket. He stood nearly as tall as | did; in one
arm he was holding a two-or-three-year-old child.

| raised my eyebrows at him. “Tristan,” | responded.

| wasn't really friends with Yugi or his gang; however, the incredible amount of
life-risking adventures we had all been on together at least had given us all a little bit of
respect for one another... with the exception of my annoyance towards Joey Wheeler,
Tristan’s go-to man; his confidence in his dueling “skills” was infuriating, not knowing

his place, in the slightest. Tristan, here, was a lousy duelist, but at least he never tried to
make himself look stupid. | didn’t mind him quite so much.

Tristan was looking at me in a way that suggested he was stunned to see me sitting on a
park bench. He looked up at the wrestling boys and spotted Mokuba, before chuckling
and saying, “I got stuck babysitting my nephew. Stupid brat.”



The squirming boy propped on his hip proceeded to vomit all over Tristan’s shirt. He
groaned aloud and growled, “not again...!” as the child giggled, very pleased with what
he had accomplished.

| smirked as he said, “bye, Kaiba,” and left to clean himself up. At that time, Mokuba ran
up to me, breathless and filthy, but looking happy with himself. “Let’s go,” he said.

The next thing | knew, | was behind the wheel of our expensive red sports car, and he
was going on and on, telling me the story of how he had defeated the other boy in a
wrestling match; somewhat paying attention because | had bothered to witness the
match, | nodded and said “mmhmm,” at regular intervals, so when we pulled up to our
driveway, he was thrilled with himself and leapt out of the car and ran into the house. |
frowned at the passenger’s seat; he had gotten it all muddy. | stepped out of the car and
one of my servants approached me. “Have someone clean this up,” | told him, pointing
to the seat, and he nodded and entered the garage.

| closed the car door and walked up the pathway to my house. Mokuba and | lived in a
spectacular mansion purchased by my adoptive father; white and castle-like, this was
among the biggest houses in the country. And yet, Mokuba and | lived here, alone... well,
alongside fifteen butlers and maids, but that was it. And we were perfectly fine with that.

| entered the manor; five of the servants were waiting at the door for me. | removed my
coat and shoes and handed them off, before climbing the staircase to my studying room.
| looked at the clock; it was almost two o’clock. | had some free time, now; | could
manage to get a little bit of work done passing papers for the theme park which was to
open in Miami, soon...

| had barely sat down at my computer before the door to my study burst open. Startled, |
looked up to see Mokuba, standing in the doorway, dripping wet and wearing only a
towel.

“What are you doing?” | asked him, stunned. There was still shampoo in his hair, and he
was soaked; it appeared that he had been interrupted in the middle of a bath?

“What are you doing?” he asked me angrily, holding his towel tied at his waist. “You
shouldn’t be in here! Don’t you dare break your promise to me!”

| sighed, defeated. He had made me promise that | would do no work for six days. He
had only made me agree to this by assuring me that the committee chair-people and



head financial officers were taking care of my job, this week- he worried constantly about
my health and had finally found the courage to force me to eat and sleep and do things
that | just didn’t usually have time for, especially not when | was trying to open ten theme
parks.

| stood up out of my chair. “You have to listen to me,” he said, matter-of-factly, brushing
dripping water out of his face with the hand that wasn’t holding up his towel. When wet,
his hair hung down to his lower back. “I am only one position below you, so all major
decisions go by me, too. And | say you have to take a break for six days. This is only
your first day. You know you can’t be in here.”

“Yes, yes, alright, you win,” | told him, amazed at how well he knew me; somehow
sensing that | would try to sneak some work in. Did he have a hidden camera set up in
this room that he could monitor from anywhere? “I'll go...” | paused. What do people do
on their days off?

He read the confusion on my face. “Go read a book or something! Or... watch a movie!
Or go to sleep! You never sleep! You always look so tired!”

I did? “Well...” | said, thinking of something. “Will you play a board game with me?”
His mouth fell open and eyes went wide. “Really?” he asked, hardly daring to believe it.
“Sure,” | said. “I have backgammon, and a go board, and chess...”

He looked as though | had just offered him a swimming pool full of chocolate pudding,
which was his favorite food. “Yes! Of course!” he said.

“Well, go finish your bath,” | laughed. He looked down at himself; had he forgotten that
he was... well, naked?

“Oh. Oh, yeah,” he laughed. “I'll be done in ten minutes. Don’t you dare turn on that
computer. I'll know if you do. | know you.” He pointed his finger at his head, then pointed
at mine. “I know you,” he repeated.

He left my doorway and | chuckled, submitting to the fact that | couldn’t cheat my way

out of this promise. | went into my bedroom and took my chess board off of a bookshelf; it
was dusty, not been used in a long time. | set it on my bed and set the pieces up. It sure
had been a while, old chessboard, | thought.



Mokuba came in moments later, fully dressed and hair dry. “Awesome!” he said, when
he saw me sitting cross-legged on my bed in front of the chessboard. “You know you'll
beat me, but it'll still be fun!”

He sat across from me, and we played a few games; | hated to admit it, but it was
relaxing to sit back and play a game without worrying about competition. | won every
time, but | could tell that he was getting better.

“Seto,” he said, matter-of-factly, after the third game. “Since you obviously don’'t know
how to enjoy time off, can | make a suggestion?”

“What,” | asked, putting the pieces back into the box and folding up the board.
“Will you get me some ice cream?”

“Ice cream? Have a servant bring it up here,” | responded, sliding the box back onto the
bookshelf.

“No,” he responded, hopping off of the bed. “Can we go get some ice cream? Like, go
to a parlor?”

| looked over my shoulder at him; he was giving me his widest-eyed stare. Damn, he was
cute. | sighed. “I have no idea where any ice cream parlors are...”

“I know where one is. | want you to get some ice cream!”
“Mokuba, | haven’t eaten ice cream in years...”

“Precisely why you need to have some. You've forgotten what it’s like to be happy,
Seto! I'm going to teach you, and the first step is to give yourself a treat once in awhile.”

| frowned. “...alright, get in the car.”

“Nope!” he said happily.

“But | thought you said you wanted ice cream...”

“l sure do. But the parlor is only a block away. We're walking!”

| didn’t know what to say. “Mokuba, the car is perfectly fine...”



“So is the weather! Come on.”
“You already made me go outside, once...”
“For the first time in weeks! Look at how much tanner than you | am. Come on!”

He ran out of the room. Defeated, | followed him. Ice cream? | was probably
lactose-intolerant by now.

| followed him down the sidewalk ; on the way, he would run into other friends of his. |
was unaware that he was this popular; his friends would run up and high-five him, and
they’d run a few yards, and then he’d turn around to make sure | was still following him.
We eventually reached the small parlor; it was almost like a large ice cream stand. |
frowned.

Mokuba was at the front counter. “What flavor do you want, Seto?” he asked.

| looked up. Chocolate chip cookie dough? Oreo? Vanilla? | hadn’t eaten this sort of
thing in years. What was good?

“Um...” | said, completely at a loss. He frowned at me. “Try the birthday cake flavor,” he
said. “It has real icing.”

“Do... do | like icing...?” | asked, confused.

The clerk was frowning at us. Mokuba ordered and handed me a small cone with the
funniest-looking food I'd ever seen; it was white ice cream with blue icing and sprinkles
littered through it. He looked up at me, expectantly. “Eat it,” he said.

| looked at him hopelessly, before picking up a plastic spoon out of a cup on the counter
and stuck it into the pile of ice cream on the cone. Mokuba frowned, a ring of chocolate

now around his mouth. “You're supposed to just lick it, Seto.”

“How about no, Mokuba,” | said, sticking a spoonful of ice cream into my mouth. It was
overwhelmingly sweet; | cringed.

Mokuba laughed. “Sugary?”

| swallowed hard and thought for a moment. The aftertaste ...really tasted like a slice of



birthday cake. Maybe it was good.
“I's... not bad,” | admitted.

We went back to the house, me routinely spooning ice cream into my mouth, liking it
more and more, to my own surprise. Once we reached the house, Mokuba said, “I got an
idea! Can | have five hundred dollars?”

“Yeah,” | said, finishing the ice cream, preparing to throw the cone in the trash; Mokuba
said, “stop!”

| froze. “What?” | asked.

“You're supposed to eat the cone,” he said.

“But it's empty,” | said, not quite understanding.

He sighed, exasperated. “The cone is edible, Seto. It's a waffle cone.”

“What? Really?” | asked, looking at it; it was slightly soggy with ice cream; it didn’t look
all that appetizing. | frowned. “You eat it. | don’t want it.” | handed it to him; he frowned,
before stuffing it in his mouth whole. | cringed slightly; he chuckled. “What do you want
five hundred dollars for?” | asked.

“l got a good idea! You'll see,” he said excitedly.

“You can get the cash out of my safe,” | said, confusedly. He ran off up the stairs. |
wondered briefly what he was going to do... maybe buy a few video games, or
something?

At seven o’clock that night, | was startled by fifteen middle-school kids bursting through
the front door, shouting for Mokuba; he appeared at the head of the staircase and said,

“It's almost here!”

“What's almost here,” | asked, setting down the book | had been reading, thoroughly
confused.

Mokuba paid no attention to me; he ran into the backyard with his friends. | followed them
outside; the sound of a helicopter was on the horizon. “Here it comes!” Mokuba shouted,
over the sound of helicopter blades. My mouth fell open as | saw an enormous



trampoline attached to the helicopter; slowly, it lowered the trampoline onto our backyard.
A few of Mokuba’s friends leapt onto it and detached the ropes from the helicopter.
Mokuba gave the pilot a thumbs-up; the helicopter flew off.

All fifteen of the kids climbed onto it; the thing must have been a hundred feet in
diameter. They all bounced around for a half hour or so; | sighed. | wasn't entirely
surprised that Mokuba had found yet another new stupid toy. The kids eventually left,
winded and tired; Mokuba, now alone on the trampoline, was still bouncing. “Come up
here!” he shouted cheerily. He was a few yards away from me; he had to raise his voice
slightly to speak to me.

“Uh... no thanks,” | told him, frowning.

“Come on,” he laughed. “It's fun!”

“l don’t think so, pal,” | shouted back.

He frowned. “Can you think of anything better to do? Come, spend time with your little
brother!" He stopped bouncing and just stood still for a moment. “That’s also what this
break is about. The only time we ever see each other is when we’re passing papers!”

“l... then let’'s go play another game or something, Mokuba...” | stammered.

“Nope! | spent five hundred dollars on this thing, so let’s at least use it for a little while!”
he laughed as he bounced onto his behind. “Get up here, Seto!”

“You're the master of torture,” | howled at him, not moving.

“Get up here, Seto!” he said again.

“No, Mokuba,” | replied.

“l have a good idea, big brother!” he said, quitting bouncing again.
“What's your good idea,” | asked, crossing my arms.

“Here’s my idea. You should get up here!” he shouted.

“Stop it, Mokuba,” | sighed.



“How about this,” he said, matter-of-factly. “How about you come up here and jump with
me.”

“How about | don’t,” | said.

“How about you bring yourself up here,” he said firmly.
“How about | don'’t,” | repeated, arms still crossed.

“How about you come up here, Seto,” he persisted, strong.

| kept my arms crossed. “I'm going to walk away,” | said, turning around. “Come find
me when you think of something else to do.”

“l dare you to do that,” he said; now, his arms were crossed, too. “Unfortunately for you,
I know where you live. Walk away, and tomorrow morning you'll find a dead frog in your
coffee, or dog poop in your underwear drawer, or a road-killed raccoon on your pillow. |
dare you to walk away!”

| turned back around; I didn’t doubt at all that he would hire one of his goonies to plant
something disgusting on some item of mine. | frowned. “Five minutes,” | said, climbing
onto the trampoline. He said, “yes!” and started jumping again; | had hardly hoisted
myself onto my feet before | fell; completely unable to stand on this thing.

“Stoppit, Mokuba, what are you doing,” | gasped as he jumped all around me, sending
me flying in many undignified ways. He was loving this, laughing as I've never heard him
laugh before. | felt mortified as he bounced me all over the place; he finally stopped, what
felt like ten hours later, chest heaving, out of breath, but very happy. He fell to his behind,
sitting next to me; | was lying sprawled on my back, long trench coat tangled around me,
hair hopelessly messed up.

“Are you quite done,” | asked him, irritated, looking up at him; he was standing over me.
“Yeah!” he said. “Come on, wasn't that fun!”

“No,” | said, with a sigh. He laughed and bounced onto his behind again, sending me
flying six inches into the air, before | landed on my back, again.”Seto, you don’t have to
be so cool. | know you’re a trillionaire. | know you're awesome. Lighten up some!” He
lied down next to me, sprawled onto his back, just like | was doing. | turned my head to
look at him.



“You're killing me, Mokuba,” | sighed.

He got angry. “You're killing yourself!” he said. “Besides, if you want to have dignity, you
might want to do what I'm suggesting, these days. You freaking fainted

yesterday. Splat! Right into your salmon. | had to drag your face out of your food and
have a servant carry you to your room, with bits of fish all over your face and in your hair.
Do you think that entails dignity?”

| frowned. He was right... “That’s really what happened...?” | asked. “I don't remember
much of that night.”

“Yup,” he said. “I had to pick fish chunks off of your face... | felt like | was... like, an
orangutan, pulling crap off of you. You just don’t remember because you woke up at like
noon today!”

“You win for right now,” | said, shakily standing up, trying desperately to keep my
balance. | leapt off of the trampoline and fell three feet to the ground. | straightened up
and looked at him, crossing my arms again. He leapt off of the trampoline, landing next to
me with impressive agility. “Good!” he said, anger gone. He smiled up at me and wiped
his forehead; jumping around had worn him out. His smile lingered momentarily; then he
said, “I'm starving. We haven't eaten since before we went to the park. Are you

hungry?”

| frowned. | was completely unused to eating at scheduled intervals. “Yes, | suppose,” |
said.



2 - Chapter Two

| entered my room that night and dressed into my pajama shorts and a button-down white
shirt. | tucked my locket necklace into my shirt and turned the desk lamp off. The
darkness felt good on my eyes; | didn't realize how tired | was until now, even though it
was only ten o’clock at night. Mokuba often got onto my case about how much | worked
and how much I didn’t sleep, thus why | was being put under this seven-day leave of
absence; | had been taught a horrible work ethic by my cruel stepfather. Unfortunately,
working nineteen-or-so hours a day became a habit that proved difficult to break. At least
having him as a vice-president lightened my load, some; for a middle-school kid, he was
extremely intelligent, doing many impressive tasks for our company.

| slid into my bed; sometimes | forgot how pleasant and warm sleeping could be. | closed
my eyes, and sighed; instantly, the world went completely dark.

There was then a loud crash on the other side of the room. Was | dreaming? | felt myself
on the edge of consciousness. There was no more noise; | relaxed more, feeling that |
had dreamed it...

The crash came back; | jerked my eyes open and sat up. | flipped on my desk lamp and
was startled to see a brownish monster the size of a small bear on the other side of my
room, throwing books off of my desk and knocking over chairs. At its feet was a small
green stone; the creature itself seemed to glow green. | recognized it immediately as a
duel monster that was infused with the power of the...

“...Orichalcos...?” | whispered, narrowing my eyes, hardly believing it... hadn’t we
defeated that power months ago? Could this be? Was | still dreaming? | caught sight of
the clock across the room from me; it was only four o’clock in the morning. | felt awake...
but how could this be?

The monster roared, and the green symbol on its forehead glowed brightly. Whipping up
my hand to block the light from my eyes, | managed to see that it shot a green beam in
my direction; quickly | slid down out of the beam’s way, and it sailed over my head,
missing me by inches... | threw myself out of the bed and ran out of the room, elbowing
the monster out of my way as | passed. | heard it crash into my desk and heard glass
break.

There were monsters, just like the one in my room, crawling around the foyer; | could see



from the hallway that overlooked the first floor. Everyone in the house was panicking;
maids and butlers running out of the front door. Briefly | wondered if anyone had been
hurt, but | had bigger problems to worry about... | bolted across the second floor hallway
and stopped in horror when | saw a monster sniffing around right outside of Mokuba'’s
bedroom door. The door was closed; could it open it?

| leapt on the monster from behind and punched it backwards, away from the door; it
stumbled, and | took that second to kick it down the staircase, conveniently down to my
left. | then burst into Mokuba'’s room.

No monsters were in here; in fact, he was still curled up, asleep. | took just a second to
chuckle; he had a knack for being able to sleep through anything. | then was hit by a
biting worry... what if one of them had attacked him in his sleep?

| rushed over to the bed and leaned over him. Quickly | put my hands under his arms and
knees and lifted him out of his bed; his eyelids fluttered but he didn't wake. He was
warm; seemed unhurt.

| rushed out of his room and frowned; | saw the monster that | had just battered still
standing at the bottom of the staircase. The symbol on its forehead glowed, and a laser
beam shot at me, again missing me by mere inches, and only because | leapt out of the
way; instead, the laser hit the wall less than a foot to the left of where | was now
standing. | ran out of its reach, clutching Mokuba tightly.

Now where was | supposed to go? Over anything, | had to protect Mokuba... | had a large
underground walk-in safe in the fifth basement. | could go there... it was a room as large
as my bedroom, but had three feet of steel encasing it on each side, and a door that only
opened once it had scanned either mine or Mokuba'’s retinas. Could a monster get down
there?

It was fifty feet underground. | ran to the elevator and shifted Mokuba’s weight and
pushed the elevator button. The elevator dinged open; no monsters were on the elevator.
| entered it and pressed the button to the fifth basement.

The elevator landed at the fifth floor basement and | exited. The giant safe was just down
the hall; everything down here was quiet. Mokuba yawned and shifted in my arms; he
was waking up. As | walked down the long hallway towards the safe, his eyes opened
and | felt his head lift up off of my chest.

“Wh... what’'s going on,” he mumbled sleepily.



“I'll explain everything in a minute,” | told him. He yawned and put his head back down
onto my chest.

As | walked down the hallway, | willed my pulse rate to go down; my pounding, rapid
heartbeat was probably what woke Mokuba up. | couldn’t help but feel just frightened...
what was going on with the Orichalcos? It was a dangerous seal that, according to Yugi,
had the ability to tear the soul out of anyone. | swallowed hard as | thought about the duel
where | had withessed the true power of the seal. But, | had been so sure that Yugi had
gotten rid of it. Where did it come from, now?

| reached the safe and pressed the button that would beam a computer laser into my eye
to scan it. | winced briefly from the intense light; the door dinged and opened. | entered it;
the door shut behind me. | turned on the light; the room was flooded with a golden glow. |
could see all of my bookshelves and drawers where | stored some vital documents and
expensive jewelry; also, in case of emergency, a stash of clothes for both of us.

| set Mokuba down on one of the large armchairs. He rubbed his eyes and sat up.
“What's going on,” he asked again. “Why did we come down here?”

“I'm glad you slept through it; Orichalcos monsters are swarming the house,” | told him,
going through the closet and grabbing my second purple coat and black turtleneck and
slacks. | found his clothes, as well, and tossed them to him.

“Orichalcos?” he asked, startled and frightened, and suddenly much more awake. |
looked over my shoulder at him, and | knew what he was thinking- he had seen just what
the seal was capable of. He had witnessed even me succumb to it, during the duel with
Dartz...

Dartz. Just the thought of that teal-haired bastard made my blood boil. Not only had he
taken over my company and ruined its reputation, but in a battle against Yugi and me,
had used his horrible seal to steal my soul to “feed” some stupid snake... Mokuba had
watched the whole thing. | hated Dartz; | wasn't entirely sure what Yugi had done to him,
but | had been only too glad to hear that he had been taken care of. Was he back?

“Did... did a monster hurt you?” he asked timidly.

“One was only standing in my room,” | said, figuring it best not to mention that it had
attacked us both, but missed. “I was able to get out of the room before it did anything.”



He nodded mildly and started pulling on his jeans and sneakers after taking off his
pajamas. “Are you sure it was an Orichalcos monster?”

“I think so,” | said. “I recognized the symbol on its forehead.”
He frowned. “What are we going to do? Are there a lot of them?”

“There were some in our house,” | said, thinking about what | should do next. Find Yugi?
He had the Egyptian god cards, which could prove useful...

| frowned at the door. | didn’t want to ask for Yugi’'s help. But...

“Should... should we call Yugi?” Mokuba timidly asked. | said nothing for a second, then
said, “Let’s go to headquarters. We can think of a plan there.”

He followed me out of the door and into the elevator. As we passed the first basement,
the ground shook violently, and the lights flickered. Mokuba yelped, startled; | hit the
emergency button that shot the elevator to the ground floor with its last burst of energy.

The elevator stopped and | forced the doors open. “Come on!” | yelled; we ran out of the
elevator. My first instinct was to run to the garage and get the car. | pulled the door open
and Mokuba yelled, “They’re in the front yard!”

| looked over my shoulder to see several of them leaving the front door and entering the
yard; now only fifty or so feet away from us.

“Quickly,” | said, running into the garage and getting into the small red car that | had
bought the last time we were trying to escape monsters. | jammed the key into the
ignition and wildly backed out of the driveway, and tore down the street towards
downtown, leaving behind the several monsters in the yard.



3 - Chapter Three

“What do they want, Seto?” Mokuba asked, frightened, as | drove down the highways
that led to my office building. The KaibaCorp headquarters building was the tallest and
most fantastic in the area- standing directly in the heart of Domino City, it stood as a
symbol of financial and social power. “Why were there so many in our house?”

| frowned. “I don’'t know,” | said. “I don’t know if that lizard in the sky is back, or
anything...”

“Does... does he... do they... want your soul? ...Like last time?”

His voice was so quiet, timid; | looked down at him for just a second. His eyes were wide
and fearful; searching my face for answers.

“l... I don’t know,” | said again, wishing | could say more, because | wondered, myself,
what the monsters were after... and how they would go about getting what they were
after.

We skidded to a stop in front of headquarters. “Come on,” | told him; | opened the front
door to the building and we entered; | then locked it behind us. “Let’s go to my office.”

We rode the elevator to the top floor of the building. Everything was quiet and still.

We entered my office and | locked the door behind us again. Immediately | sat down at
my computer and looked online for information about these monster sightings. Did
anyone know who was responsible?

My heart sank as a horrible thought dawned on me. What if history was just going to
repeat, completely? What if my company was blamed for the sightings, again? | had just
held that tournament to restore my profits and stock value... only a month ago, we had
opened some of our theme parks... if these monsters were to ruin me now... because of
Dartz, my company had become crippled, because the world had thought that my
technology was responsible for sending people into comas. It had proven hugely difficult
to build even the small amount of amusement centers that | did; now, because of Dartz,
my profits had been smaller, and | had been forced to put the building of the Atlanta,
Georgia amusement park on hiatus... | had held the tournament to restore my reputation,
and my stock value was high again, so finally | was starting to build the remaining parks



that | had originally intended be finished by now.

There was nothing as far as news on the internet; this must be a completely new
occurrence. “Turn on the television,” | told Mokuba, and he did, flipping through the
channels to find a news station.

| sat at my desk, clenching my hands together in fury, waiting for something to come on
the television. If Dartz was going to try to ruin the reputation of my company, again... |
swear, | will tear him apart, personally...

“Look, big brother!” Mokuba said, startled; he had found a news station that was
reporting on a swarm of monsters. “They’re all over the place! Downtown and
everything!”

| growled under my breath. Dartz, you son of a dog...

The door to my office violently slammed open; Mokuba yelled and | leapt out of my chair,
startled. “What the hell!” | shouted.

Three monsters entered the room, rapidly. Mokuba yelled again and backed away from
the couch, against the wall. They started tearing up my office; | opened my desk and took
out the gun and knife that | kept hidden in the top drawer.

| fired bullets at the monsters; most of them hit, and two of the monsters fell and stopped
glowing before disappearing in puffs of smoke. The third monster was faster and was
nimble; | was startled when it jumped up and was clinging to the walls and ceiling, like a
giant spider. | kept firing the gun; the symbol on its forehead glowed and a laser shot
from it and in just the blink of an eye, hit me squarely in the chest.

| dropped the gun in shock; it landed on the floor but didn’t discharge. Crippling pain shot
from the middle of my chest where the continuous laser beam was hitting me; | couldn’t
breathe, and the world was spinning... colors swirling in front of my eyes, | could feel my
own warmth draining...

I knew only milliseconds were passing, but it seemed like years went by... | was
overwhelmingly cold, immobilized by the shooting pain... | heard a far-away voice shout,
“Seto! No!”

There was a loud bang in the room; some of the intense pain lifted, and through blurred
eyes, | saw that the green light was gone, and | heard a thud in front of me; the monster



had fallen from the ceiling and then disappeared like the others. | felt my knees hit the
ground; | fell forward, catching myself with my hands. | was now looking at the floor, but
my vision was foggy...

Chest heaving, | felt cold sweat drip off of my forehead. My chest was stinging angrily; a
small jolt of pain shot through me, and | winced and flinched from it. Then, vaguely | felt
hands on my shoulders; somewhere, a voice was shouting my name...

| swallowed hard and shakily sat down, on the floor. | looked down at my hands;
involuntarily, they were trembling... | had hardly ever felt so cold...

| took a deep breath and blinked a few times; another small jolt of pain shot through the
spot on my chest where the beam had hit me; | winced again, but managed to lift my
head slightly. Slowly, Mokuba swam into view in front of me; his face was pale, and eyes
wide with terror. His hands were on my shoulders, and he was shaking me lightly, asking
my name over and over...

“Mokuba,” | whispered.

The relief was evident in his eyes, but he still seemed frightened. He took his hands off of
my shoulders. “I killed it,” he whimpered, voice shaky, still worried and upset. “Are you
okay? Speak to me...!"

| was cold, and it was very hard to breathe... | wanted to say something. Chest heaving, |
tried to bring myself to talk... | was still involuntarily trembling all over...a jolt of pain would
still shoot through me, every few seconds...

The world was slowly starting to become more visually clear. Mokuba was standing over
me, still, looking very upset. | took another deep breath and shakily pushed myself up. |
was standing, but dizzy and winded, sick... | had to lean my hand on my desk, or else |
might have collapsed again...

“It only shot the laser for like a few seconds,” he said, trembling. “Only like a few
seconds, but... but... you look sick... really white... are you okay?” he asked again.

| managed to nod and then sat down and leaned back in my computer chair, hand
planted firmly to the spot where the laser had hit me. Every heartbeat brought a sting of
pain; | swallowed hard again, chest heaving. Mokuba was standing right next to the chair,
worriedly staring at me; | looked at him, and whispered, voice shaky, “...you shot it?”



He nodded shortly, wide eyes still staring intently at my face, desperately wanting to
know if | was okay.

| managed to curl my mouth into a mild smile after wincing from a jolt of pain again.
“I'm... I'm impressed. You're a good shot; not even | could hit it...”

He laughed shakily. “It was standing still...”

“I think I'm okay...” | said. | pushed myself out of my chair and shakily walked towards
the couch, and collapsed onto it. Mokuba was still hovering over me, looking very upset.

| was on my back, on the couch, now. “I'm okay,” | muttered sleepily, rubbing my
forehead. | wasn't really in constant pain anymore... just cold, and tired...

“Can | do something to help?” Mokuba asked, but then the phone rang. He left the
couch and went to answer it.

| closed my eyes. This was so strange... it wasn't quite like when Dartz had defeated me.
When Dartz had defeated me, | didn'’t feel pain, like that... | only had felt uncontrollably
tired, not quite so cold... was this different?

| supposed that the monsters were different than the seal, itself... | sighed. | wasn’t so
cold anymore. What had it done to me... my mind wasn’t so foggy anymore. Even the
periodic pain surges were getting weaker.

Vaguely | heard Mokuba talking on the phone. | wondered who he was talking to. Who
would think to call the office so early in the morning?

| sighed again. The TV’s voices were becoming clearer. | felt better...

| heard Mokuba hang up the phone. | opened my eyes and lifted my head somewhat so
that | could see that he was walking towards me. “Who...was it?” | asked.

He sat down on the couch next to me. “Yugi,” he said.
| was surprised. “What?” | asked.

“He said he called here because we didn’t pick up at home, of course... he’s dealing
with a lot of monsters, too...”



| frowned and put my head down again. | wasn't surprised. So did he want my help in
dueling, again? It was happening all over again...

“They want to come here,” he continued. “They want to figure out a plan to stop these
monsters soon...”

“Fine,” | said, closing my eyes, mildly irritated; but, | supposed that his Egyptian god
cards were the best weapon against the monsters, again. Last time we didn’t have them;
at least, this time, we did.

There was silence for a second, again... | opened my eyes and saw that Mokuba was still
sadly looking at me. “Are you okay?” | asked him.

“Y... yeah...” was the weak response.

| pushed myself into a sitting position; it was slightly hard to do. His mouth twitched into a
smile when he saw me do that; but he went back to frowning after only a second. Was he
still worried about me?

| stood up off of the couch slowly. “Don’t worry,” | said, once | balanced myself on my
feet, which took a moment; my head felt just light. “I'm okay. | promise.” He got off of
the couch, too, but immediately proceeded to throw his arms around my hips. | was
surprised; he whimpered, “Let’'s do everything we can to get rid of the monsters! Work
with Yugi, or get new cards, or...”

| didn’t know what he was talking about. He continued, somewhat on the verge of tears,
“I'm scared! | don’t want to lose you again... not like last time...”

He gripped my shirt, cheek to my stomach, sniffling but not crying; | put one hand on the
top of his head and the other on his shoulder. What could I tell him? Could | promise that
nobody would get hurt this time? He had just watched me get hurt... | was fine, but | was
fine this time... would there be a next time?

He looked up at me. “Please?” he asked. “Please, let's do whatever it takes to get rid
of them... if it means working with Yugi, or Joey, or anyone like that... let's do it, okay?
Please?”

My heart broke. “Alright,” | said.

He smiled and let go of me. “Good, because they’re all coming here in a little while. |



gave Yugi the guest pass-code so that he can open the front doors. Yugi said he had bad
news.”

“Bad news?” | asked, heart sinking. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t know... but he said he had bad news.”

The phone rang again. | passed Mokuba and picked it up. “Yes?” | asked.
“Kaiba-boy!” came the cheerful reply on the other line.

“Pegasus?” | asked, slightly horrified. | looked down at the video phone’s screen; it
certainly was him. He was leaning back in a chair, feet up on his desk, looking just

delighted to see me.

“The one and only,” he continued. “I... wow, my dear boy, you don’t look so good... have
you been working too hard? You should let yourself rest once in awhile!”

“Don’t worry about that,” | snapped,; it infuriated me to even see this man, let alone hear
him speak. “What do you want?”

“What do you think | want?” he asked, with a giggle. | frowned deeply; he was so
annoying... “Surely you've seen these rotten monsters running around, too? Don't tell

me you haven't!”

“I have seen them,” | growled. “Yugi is coming over here soon to work with me about
them. What do you need about it?”

“I'm inviting you to a party, Kaiba-boy!”

| wondered if | had heard that correctly. | looked up at Mokuba, briefly; he looked as
shocked as | felt. “What?” | asked, stunned.

“A dinner party! You and Mokuba-boy simply must come to Duelist Kingdom tonight!”
“Tonight?” | gasped. “Tonight? That's... not a lot of notice, you idiot...”

He ignored me. “I'm meeting with many other corporation heads and we’ll discuss this
nasty monster problem.”



“Why do | need to come all that way for that, especially tonight? Don’t waste my time;
just tell me your plan here, now!” | shouted.

“Now, now, that’s not any fun at all,” he replied, bouncing on his chair. My insides
boiled. “Attending this meeting will be to your benefit. It will prevent the world from
believing that you're at fault for this monster problem, again!”

“My fault?” | roared into the phone. “You know these monsters didn’'t come from any of
my games or machines, Pegasus! I'd sooner believe that they're your fault!”

“I don’t think they’re your fault, Kaiba-boy, so you don’t need to jump down my throat!”
Pegasus retorted, sounding hurt. “I don’t think you’re the guilty one, but everyone else

in the whole world might. This media-covered party is where I'll hold a press meeting to
show the world that this is an ancient problem, and has nothing to do with your company
or mine!”

| stood, silent, for a moment. | wasn’t sure what | believed about where the monsters
came from, but | desperately didn’t want this to happen to my company all over again...
I’d do anything to prove that my company is innocent.

“...Fine.” | said, thoroughly irate. “Fine. I'll fly out this afternoon. But, | swear, Pegasus-
if you're turning this into some sort of sick game-"

“Oh, wonderful!” Pegasus said. “The party starts at eight-thirty. Wear your finest garb!
This will be huge!” And with that, the phone’s screen went black, and | set the phone
down on the receiver.

“So... Pegasus is throwing a dinner party... to tell the media where the monsters are
coming from?” Mokuba asked slowly.

“Yes,” | said, brushing my hand through my hair and sitting down at my desk chair.
“Fine. We can fly out at six and be there on time.”

The door then opened and Yugi and his entire party walked in. | expected this; | wasn't
surprised to see Yugi surrounded by Duke Devlin, Tristan, Téa Gardner, Joey Wheeler,
and Serenity Wheeler. Yugi was the one person in the world whom | considered to be a
truly talented duelist; he was the only person who could actually defeat me without
cheating. | had quickly learned not to judge a book by its cover, with Yugi- he stood
hardly four and a half feet tall... well, maybe five feet including his unbelievably weird
hairstyle.



“Woah, Kaiba, you look sicker than usual, what's wrong?” Joey Wheeler immediately
asked, shaking messy blonde hair out of his face, fixing narrowed amber eyes on me.
This guy was also in my grand prix tournament, and had lost hilariously to Ziegfried von
Schroder, a feminine male duelist whom | had crushed without much of a sweat. He was
among the many banes of my existence.

| frowned. “Nothing. What happened to you, Yugi? What's the bad news?”

There was a loud crash from several floors down. Everyone gasped in surprise; when
there was silence again, | said, “Let’s go kill those things.”

| had another gun stashed in this room; | took it out of my desk and picked up the other
gun that Mokuba had left on the floor. “Use these,” | said, setting them on the desk next
to the knife. Tristan, Duke and Joey, immediately interested, proceeded to go through the
weapons and argue over them. They ended up fist-fighting for just a second; Joey nearly
tore out Duke’s dangling dice earrings, Tristan nearly lost an eye... the girls were
shrieking at them, telling them to grow up. | sighed, irritated, and picked up one gun
before exiting the room, Mokuba at my heels. If there were monsters downstairs, we had
no time to waste...

“Stay right with me,” | told him, as everyone else followed.

“Where did it sound like it came from?” Téa, a frustratingly headstrong brunette girl who
| knew had a thing for Yugi, asked, as we walked down the hallways.

“Try the first floor,” | said, and we all entered the large elevator that sent us shooting to
the ground floor.

The elevator door opened, and immediately a monster was there, right in front of us;
Tristan, with albeit impressive aim, shot it right through the head, and it dropped to the
ground and disappeared in a puff of smoke.

“Yeehaw,” he said, as Joey high-fived him. We all cautiously exited the elevator. The
lobby was quiet, until Serenity, Joey’s innocent redheaded sister, gasped and shrieked;
we all whipped around to see her pointing to a figure on the ground.

“Roland!” Mokuba yelled, leaving my side and rushing to him and turning him over. My
stomach dropped when | saw that Roland, one of my top employees, was completely
motionless on the ground, eyes closed, face stark white...



“Call an ambulance!” | roared, and saw, from the corner of my eye, Duke go to the phone
on the receptionist’s desk; Mokuba moved aside so that | could now lean over Roland,
looking for his pulse... nothing... his skin was cold...

“Damn,” | whispered under my breath, heart pounding. This couldn’t be happening.

“Seto,” Mokuba said desperately, “He’s not breathing... what do we do...”

It took only two or three minutes... long, horrible minutes... for the ambulance to skid up to
the front door and for some paramedics to rush in with a gurney. They kneeled over him,
ripping off his shirt and taking his pulse; after several seconds of jabbing him with

needles and shocking him, one paramedic looked up and said, “Mr. Kaiba...we’ve lost

him... he was gone before we got here...”

| stood in shock. Time could have been at a standstill, at that point; the ground seemed to
be swirling under my feet. My top henchman and advisor was dead?

“That can’t be!” | shouted. “He looks untouched! Who did this?”

But it hit me, as Mokuba clung to my sleeve, shaking with silent tears. The monster. That
monster had killed him...

“Keep him alive,” | ordered the paramedics. “It's only been a few minutes. Take him to
my hospital and put him on life support. Now!”

They both looked at me for a second, and then, sticking several more IVs into him, lifted
Roland onto the stretcher and left the building with him.

Yugi's friends were all standing, silent, until Serenity squeaked, “so that’s what the
monsters can do...?”

| turned around to face all of them. “Have you run into them?”

“There was one in my house,” Joey said. “I killed that one, and we met at Yugi’s store,
where the place was swarming with them...”

“Did any of you get attacked?” | asked. Mokuba was still clinging to my sleeve, not
paying much attention to anything other than worrying about Roland.



“No, | don't think so,” Joey responded.

| looked down at Mokuba. He sniffled and let go of my sleeve, but proceeded to gently
take my hand, wiping his eyes.

“That’s where the bad news comes in,” Yugi said. | looked back up at him. “The
monsters that broke into the store were able to steal the Egyptian god cards ...again.”

A horrible wave of disappointment washed over me. “Really?” | asked angrily. “They
stole the cards?”

“Yes,” Yugi responded. “I believe they took them to the same place that Dartz did. |
think the best thing we can do is go straight to where Dartz kept them last time.”

| frowned. “What, you want me to go, too?”

“We need your duelist skills,” Yugi said. | wasn’t moved; Mokuba gripped my hand
tighter. “Without a duelist of your caliber, we stand no chance. | believe that the enemy
we might face this time may even be stronger than Dartz was.”

| didn’t even bother to wonder why Yugi thought this... personally; | thought it was Dartz,
himself. “Pegasus insists | go to a dinner party in Duelist Kingdom tonight. Figure out a
plan and tell me about it on Saturday,” | said shortly.

Yugi smiled; | could tell that he was almost surprised that | wasn’t putting up much of a
fight to avoid going. “I'm glad you are involved, Kaiba,” he said. “Come on, guys.”

They all left the lobby of my building. | sighed. | didn’t particularly like working with these
people... but... | had promised...

Mokuba sniffled again. | knelt down so that we could make eye contact. “Roland’s going
to be alright,” | told him, because | somewhat believed it. “We’ll keep him alive until we
can figure out what’s going on with those monsters. He’ll be okay.”

Mokuba nodded, but tears continued to leak their ways out of the corners of his eyes. |
smiled at him. “Okay?” | asked reassuringly.

“Yeah, but...” he began, voice very choked up. “But, Seto... that monster stopped his
heart. That monster killed him...”



| sighed. “I know,” | said sadly.

“And... and... what if... what if | hadn’t shot the monster in your office? What if we hadn’t
had the gun... or something?”

| knitted my eyebrows. “What...” | began, but he started crying harder, and whimpered,
“That could have happened to you, Seto! That could have been you, twenty minutes ago!
This time... this time... the monsters...they’ll stop your heart! They'll kill you! Can... can
we really bring Roland back? Would we have been able to bring you back, if | hadn’t
killed it...?”

He threw his arms around my neck and sobbed into my shoulder. | didn’t know what to
say... was he right...? What would have happened to me if he hadn’t shot the monster...?
He had saved my life... yes, he had. | hadn’t thought of that, at the time. | held him, back,
leaning my head against his.

“l d...don’t want to lose you, big brother... not again,” he whimpered, clutching my shirt,
not really crying anymore, now. “...Roland...”

“Don’t worry,” | said, in the most soothing voice | possessed, after a moment. “Don’t
worry...” we let go of each other. | ruffled his hair and stood up, before saying, “So, thank
you for shooting that monster, huh?”

He chuckled stuffily, hugged me around the waist for just a second, and then ran off,
outside. | followed him; he said, “Come on, | want to wear my tuxedo!”



4 - Chapter Four

| stepped out of the jet at eight-thirty, and Mokuba followed me. | quickly brushed some
dust off of my lapel and walked towards Pegasus’ ballroom. We were in Duelist
Kingdom, now; the air was nippy and the sound of the sea washing up on the island’s
shore reverberated around. It was windy; Mokuba was patting his hair down every few
seconds.

| liked this tuxedo, fine. It was a symbol of my financial power; it was pearl-white, with
bright blue trimming around the collar, vest and cuffs. A silk cape hung from my
shoulders and down to my ankles, suspended by pure golden buttons. | looked
handsome; Mokuba had a tuxedo just like mine, except his was lined with a dusty purple
instead of blue. On our right ring fingers and left middle fingers were golden bands, each
embellished with one enormous diamond in the symbol of KaibaCorp’s logo. We
reached the entrance of the building; | opened the doors and we entered.

| was not surprised to see that Pegasus had taken the liberty to decorate this place as
fancy and overdone as he possibly could. A large fountain was in the middle of the room,
and on a balcony overlooking the room that had been turned into a stage was a small
orchestra playing quiet classical music. Animatronic duel monsters were stationed here
and there, alongside the golden tapestries and floors; | felt myself go a little cold with
hate when | saw a robotic Toon Blue-Eyes-White-Dragon in one of the corners.

| frowned and approached the Toon Blue-Eyes statue. There were people near me; but,
none of them were looking at me. | carefully and quickly ‘accidentally’ leaned against
the statue; it fell over and broke into several pieces when it hit the floor. | heard it clatter,
but the chatter and music in the room drowned out the noise to anyone but me.

“Oops,” | said, with a smile, kicking the severed head of the statue under a table swiftly
and walking away. Nobody noticed a thing.

Lots of people were here; most of whom | didn’t recognize, but a few | did- sitting at a
table were the Schroder brothers. Leon, the younger, looked classy enough in a black
suit, but Ziegfried looked right at home with his flamboyant hot-pink tuxedo and
enormous fur coat; a real, huge rose sat pinned to his lapel. It was the largest rose | had
ever seen... it took up about a third of his chest... it was nearly the size of his head! |
looked down at my own boutonniere. My sky-blue lily took up perhaps a fifth of my chest.
| chuckled darkly.



Mokuba waved mildly at Leon; they were the same age and got along well enough. Leon
got up from the table and approached Mokuba, greeting him; they both walked off,
laughing about games and tournaments. Leon wasn’t a bad duelist.

| suddenly felt a pair of arms wrap themselves, out of nowhere, quickly and very tightly
around my shoulders from behind me; | felt my feet leave the floor a few inches. Startled,
angry, arms pinned to my sides, and feeling myself fully suspended in the air, | growled,
“Who is that?”

Whoever was hugging me set me back down and let go of me. | turned around to see the
beaming face of Pegasus; the tall, childish creator of Duel Monsters. He looked rather
dressed like Ziegfried, | thought to myself, observing his fancy frilly magenta suit with
disgust.

“Kaiba-boy!” he said, with all the delight of a grandmother greeting her favorite
grandson. | wondered where he developed this feeling of friendship; | was sure | was
sending out a vibe of absolute despise, because that’'s what | felt. “I'm so glad you
came! I'm so sorry to hear about your friend Roland.”

“You would do well to not hug me,” | said poisonously. He didn’t reply to that; he
instead took a step back from me and sighed lovingly. “Oh, Kaiba-boy, you get more
handsome every time | see you!”

| frowned even deeper than | already was frowning. “Thank you for having me here,” |
forced myself to say, but not bothering to put a very polite tone to my voice. “What will
we accomplish tonight? I’'m not here to socialize.”

“Oh, I will explain so much as soon as all of the guests are here and have finished
dinner! Join me at my table with Zieg-boy and Leon-boy. It will be fun!”

He swept off gaily, greeting other guests with enthusiasm. | then noticed that my fists
were tightly clenched with fury; | forced them to relax, slightly afraid that | might make my
palms bleed if | didn’t stop. The lily pinned to my lapel was slightly crushed and crooked,
now; | took a moment to re-pin it.

| exhaled deeply and lightened my frown, until | heard a young voice shout, “What? Let
go of me, you stupid freak!”

| saw, through the crowd, that Pegasus was doing to Mokuba just what he had been



doing to me a moment ago, except that poor Mokuba was suspended several feet in the
air. Pegasus set him down happily and patted his head; | went over to where they were.
Mokuba moved closer to me; Pegasus sighed lovingly again. “So protective! You boys
are just amazing. Your bond just warms my heart so!”

He left again. Mokuba looked up at me, obviously not knowing what to say. “Are you
okay?” | quietly asked him. He shrugged and nodded; Leon was laughing at him.
Mokuba scoffed at Leon and went back over to him; they engaged in a friendly argument.

Pegasus never ceased to amaze me, but this was certainly a negative thing. He had
done to both me and Mokuba what Dartz had done to me... now that | thought about it,
why were our souls such prizes, anyway? Except that Pegasus had left us both to die,
souls imprisoned in his special cards... he had stolen my company, kidnapped my
brother... | hated him so much...

“Come on, Mokuba,” | said to him and, inadvertently, Leon; both boys looked up and
stopped play-fighting. “Let’s eat dinner so that Pegasus can get his crap started.”

The boys nodded and followed me to the table where Ziegfried was sitting, blathering on
in his infuriating drone, talking about his milk baths and fur coats. | sat next to him,
Mokuba on my other side, and Leon on Ziegfried’s other side; Ziegfried smiled adoringly
at me. Why did everyone whom | hated seem to like me?

“Ah, Herr Kaiba,” he said. His voice had a naturally sultry tone to it that never ceased to
frighten me. “It has been such a while! Business is good, yes?”

| nodded shortly. No, it hadn’t been ‘such a while;’ he had participated in my
tournament just a month or so ago... at the thought of my grand prix tournament, | allowed
a small, victorious smile to creep onto my face... if anything, the tournament had been
spectacular because after everything he tried to do to ruin my company and destroy my
computers, | had completely crushed him in every way. He had suffered a horrible and
humiliating defeat at my hands... | allowed my air of superiority to dominate my mood, at
this table.

“Good, good,” he went on, in response to my nod. “You look very, very sharp. Blue is a
wonderful color for you; it brings out ze fantastic cerulean color of your eyes. Just
beautiful!” He chuckled and turned to a female guest who was sitting across the table
whom | didn’t recognize. “| am ze go-to god for fashion. Zis coat cost upwards of a

million dollars... but money must be sacrificed when quality... und a good designer... isin
order.”



| thought | might gag. | busied myself in slicing a piece of bread from the appetizer loaf in
the middle of the table. | chewed lazily on it as more people sat down at the table, and
finally, the waiters brought out plate after plate of food. At least it looked and smelled
delicious; seafood of every kind, vegetables that looked as though they had been picked
minutes ago, fruits with spectacular colors. Maybe Pegasus could do one thing right, |
thought for a millisecond, before realizing that all of the food was being served on
colorful, childish plates; all of them had pictures of cartoons on them. A waiter sat a glass
of water in front of me, and | sighed when | saw that the glass was sort of shaped like a
red-and-gold goblet, with decorations of diamonds on the sides. Mokuba was observing
his glass with a confused look on his face.

| ate quietly, mildly tuning into conversations that were going on around me; even though
Pegasus had told me to join him at this table, he never showed up. An old man on the
other side of Mokuba was complimenting our company on our technological advances,
and | heard him gasp aloud when Mokuba told him that he was the vice president, and
that | was the president. The man went on with more compliments, among which | heard,
“prilliant children” and “genius” and those sorts of things. | smirked to myself. It had

been a while since someone had referred to me as a child, owing to as | hadn’t ever
really been one, anyway.

Food gone from my plate, | took a sip from my water goblet and looked over at Ziegfried,
who had taken the liberty of bringing his own wine and was pouring himself a glass. | had
forgotten that, where he was from, he could legally tote alcohol around as early as the
age of sixteen; | had just less than three years to go before | could. Ziegfried looked over
at me and chuckled darkly. “Oh, seventeen-year-old Kaiba, would you like to try some of
my wine?”

“No,” | said dryly, sure that he would try to slip poison or drugs into it, or something.
Ziegfried chuckled again and took a sip from his glass, before saying, “Pegasus has
done a lovely job of gathering all of zees people. | am impressed.”

| gave him a sort of approving hum as a response, not bothering to look up from my
glass. He continued, eyeing me, “What is ze brand of ze suit you are wearing? I've
never seen zat style before.”

| looked up, ready to roll my eyes into next week; | grumbled, “I don’t know.”

“Do you have your own designer? Zey do a very good job.” He flipped his long, weird
pink hair out of his face with an elegant toss of his head; | now noticed that his hair was



the same color as his suit; it almost hurt my eyes to look at him for too long. “Oh, your
suit matches Mokuba'’s. How darling! Ze capes are a nice touch. Ze suit makes ze man,
Herr Kaiba.”

Or the woman, | thought to myself, chuckling quietly despite my attitude; he looked so
very pink and flowery.

“Yes!” he said, mistaking my chuckle for an agreement to his statement. “My suit gives
me a delicate flair zat gives a visual metaphor to how | describe myself as a rose... even
ze most tender flower can be quite thorny und dangerous...” The girl across the table
giggled; Ziegfried was loving this. “Und you, Herr Kaiba, look like a prince, as you are ze
prince of gaming. Magnificent!”

| leaned my head in my hand, exasperated. Ziegfried chuckled again and sipped from his
wine glass. | then felt a tug on my sleeve, and | looked down at Mokuba, water goblet still
in my hand. “Yes?” | asked him.

“What is Pegasus doing?” he asked me, pointing over his other shoulder. | looked up
and saw Pegasus on the inside balcony, speaking with the conductor of the orchestra, all
of which the members were sitting up there with their instruments.

| frowned. Was he requesting a song? Asking them to stop playing?

Pegasus picked up a microphone, and everyone looked up at him when he said,
“Greetings, my lovely guests!”

What was he doing? Was he going to make his big announcement from up there? “I am
pleased you're all here! Tonight, we will make history with the gathering of the most
powerful CEOs of the most powerful companies in the world!”

Everyone applauded. “Thank you!” Pegasus said. “Now, | have a proposition for you
all.”

| set my water chalice down. This was it.

“I know what the world thinks of us. | know the world thinks of us and sees us as a bunch
of stuck-up tightwads who don’t know how to have fun.”

That sounds about right, | angrily thought to myself. Stop being an idiot and get to your
point, already.



“And you know what?” he continued. “That is so wrong! Tonight I'd like to introduce you
to the Illusions Orchestra!”

What? Everyone clapped for them.

“I know very well that we all have actual lives! | believe we should take a few moments
from our fine dinners and meetings and have a dance! Shouldn’'t we?”

A few more people clapped. My stomach seemed to explode. He had to be kidding.

“So! | have hired these fine musicians to play a waltz for us, while we walit for the
meeting to start! Everyone, find a partner and prepare for a fine dance!”

Oh, please, be shootting me, | thought hopelessly, as Ziegfried got up and offered his
hand to the girl across the table from him. Mokuba looked up at me and shrugged, before
leaving the table, too. | stared in shock at him and stood up, but couldn’t manage to take
even one step to run away before someone had grabbed my hand from behind me.
Realizing that | wasn’t going to get away from this because my hand was now in some
sort of vice grip, | turned around slowly and looked down at Vivian Wong.

| recognized her; she was the daughter of the man who owned a large string of Chinese
restaurants in Shanghai and Beijing. She had also participated in my tournament.
Dressed in her finest oriental dress, she looked pretty enough, | supposed. | didn’t really
have anything against her; she wasn't a bad duelist.

“Seto Kaiba! Seto Kaiba!” she squealed breathlessly, causing some of the hairs on the
back of my neck to stand on end. “I had to make sure | got you before anyone else did.”

| raised my eyebrows. She continued, absolutely star-struck, “I saw you at the
tournament’s opening party. You're so smart! So smart... It was so great to be in your
tournament. Me... in a tournament hosted by the Seto Kaiba.”

| wondered briefly if she ever bothered to stop and breathe between paragraphs. She
started walking towards the dance floor, still holding my hand tightly, going on about, “so
talented in dueling... so strikingly handsome... always wanted to spend time with you...”
Blah, blah, blah, | thought to myself, grudgingly following her.

We reached the floor; | saw that Mokuba had found the courage to ask to dance with a
girl his age whom I didn’t recognize; she had curly black hair and was wearing a huge



green tulle dress. How cute, | thought, rolling my eyes. He actually was taking this
seriously.

The music started, and Vivian positively threw her arms around me and nestled her face

in my chest. | cringed, annoyed. She moved her feet, at least, in the steps of a waltz, and
| followed her moves; Mokuba and | had been taught to waltz a few years ago, at part of

one of my stepfather’s similar fancy parties.

The music ended, and Vivian let go of me, beside herself with delight; she bid me an
enthusiastic goodbye and ran off to go giggle with her friends. Relieved that this was
over, | looked up at the balcony and saw Pegasus picking up the microphone.

“Please!” he said, also very happy. “Take your seats. | would like to begin the
discussion that is the reason we all are gathered here tonight.”

Finally, | thought, and sat back down at my seat. | watched Mokuba slightly reluctantly
leave the girl he had been dancing with. Did he like her? | smirked to myself. He sat next
to me, blushing, as news stations began to set up their cameras near the balcony. |
looked up at Pegasus. Finally, the media was here; the truth about these monsters would
come out.

“As we all are aware, my poor duel monsters have been roaming the Earth unattended,
just like they were a few months ago.”

There was a breakout of murmurs from the crowd. “I would like to address the media on
the causes of these problems so that the public can be aware of where the monsters
come from and what to do about them!”

Good, | thought. Pegasus and | were basically enemies, but | knew he wouldn’t blame
these monsters on me, especially since such an accusation would be false.

“Well... | would like to address the media, but | believe there’s a man here who can do a
better job of explaining what's happening, than | can. I'd like to introduce you to the
C.E.O. of the Paradius company...”

My heart stopped... Paradius? Mokuba gasped, “What!?” | stared, horrified, at the
balcony, as a man entered it from a door behind it; the man walked up next to Pegasus,
smiling down at all of us. He had teal hair that reached to his ankles, and an
immediately-recognizable calm-before-the-storm smile. It was him. My insides turned to
ice. Dartz.



“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,” Dartz said. His voice always sounded calm. “My
name is Dartz; | am pleased to be here tonight to speak with all of you.”

“Seto,” Mokuba gasped shakily, looking, horrified, at me. “What’s he doing here? |
thought Yugi sent him back to Atlantis or something...”

| couldn’t believe he was here. | hated him almost as much as | hated Pegasus; but
knew that while Pegasus was a dangerous man, mostly, he was a foolish child; Dartz, on
the other hand, was extremely intelligent, and thusly, | saw him as much more of a threat.
He claimed to have been living for thousands of years... so he told the Pharaoh during
their duel. | wasn’t sure what to believe about his age, but knew that he was significantly
smarter than Pegasus was...

“Currently, I am not only the president of Paradius; | also reign over the reborn kingdom
of Atlantis. Monsters sealed away, and banished of my own darkness, | have been
rebuilding my glorious civilization in honor.”

Murmurs broke throughout the room. | narrowed my eyes. Is that what the Pharaoh had
done to him? Sent him back to his land? So, Atlantis was no longer underwater... but, he
said the monsters had been sealed away, not really totally defeated. Did Yugi trust him,
too much? Should I trust him when he says he’s stopped being evil?

“As you may know,” he continued, “months ago, | led a quest to resurrect the Great
Leviathan, a creature that existed in the golden age of my country long ago. | abandoned
this quest when | realized that humankind is not purely evil; however, not everyone in my
nation agrees with me. And that is what leads us to our current situation.

“My two top advisors are powerful, intelligent people. Disagreeing with my change of
heart and believing that Atlantis can only be truly paradise once the Great Leviathan
destroys everything on Earth, they managed to break into my palace and steal a large
fragment of the stone that | had hidden; the green stone, from which fragments power the
Orichalcos seal and allow the bearer to control it, and summon monsters.

“They are now continuing what | had foolishly begun. Using the light of human souls, the
Great Beast is gaining strength; originally, it had taken me tens of thousands of years to
bring it to the brink of consciousness; my advisors have manipulated the power of the
seal so that now, it has taken them mere weeks.

“l advise you all to be alert and, perhaps, frightened. | will work with Mr. Pegasus to bring



down the Great Beast, as it was defeated before. Until then, | understand that the
monsters have been roaming the globe; the monsters, infused with new powers, now
killing them instead of merely sending them into comas after extracting the souls of their
victims, are extremely dangerous, but as | understand it, can be defeated if the fragment
of the Orichalcos stone that they appeared from is destroyed.”

| frowned. | remembered | had seen the stones at the feet of the monsters. The monsters
could be killed with physical force, but perhaps it was more effective to crush the stones.
| hadn’t thought of that earlier.

“Good luck to you all. I want to express to the world the absolute fact that, while they
appear similar to those featured on Duel Monsters trading cards, the monsters and
attacks do not, by any means, come as a fault of the technology developed by Industrial
lllusions or KaibaCorp.”

Everyone in the room clapped. | felt better, slightly. Mokuba looked up at me for a
moment. | narrowed my eyes back up at Dartz, who was now talking with Pegasus, on
the balcony, again. The news cameras were being packed and put away. Dartz and
Pegasus left the balcony, and | couldn’t see them anymore.

“What do you think?” Mokuba asked me. | looked down at him. “Do you think he’s
lying?”

‘I don’t know,” | said. “Yugi seemed to believe he isn’'t a threat anymore. | don’'t know
if Yugi was wrong.”

We both stood up from our table. “All that matters, now, though, is that at least the public
understands that KaibaCorp is innocent. At least that will save us from losing money,
right?” Mokuba asked.

“l don’t see why it wouldn’t,” | said, agreeing with him; it did feel like a load was lifted
off of me. One less thing to worry about, perhaps.

| felt a hand on my shoulder; a bucket of ice seemed to drop into my stomach. | turned
around slowly and looked right into Dartz’ face.

He had that calm smile on his face, and | scowled. “Good evening, Kaiba,” he said. | felt
Mokuba grab my hand, standing very closely to me; Dartz looked down at him and
chuckled. “Don’t worry. | won't take your brother from you.”



Mokuba said nothing; only moved closer to me. “What do you need,” | asked Dartz,
glaring at him.

“I wanted to apologize for my monsters’ assailment on you this morning. While | am
aware of all of their actions, visible through the Orichalcos stones, | cannot control them
any longer. | am sorry my creatures attacked you.”

Mokuba looked up at me, not knowing whether to be frightened of him, or to believe him;
| felt the same way. | looked back up at Dartz. “I wasn’'t harmed,” | said shortly.

“Good.” He sighed when he saw that | was absolutely not going to be friendly. “We're
in the same boat, now, Kaiba...” he began, but | said, “You’ll understand if | am reluctant
to work with you.”

“l do understand, my poor friend,” he said, closing his eyes and nodding. Friend? “But
I’'m in as much danger as you are. We're in this together, now... yes?”

| didn’t smile or give any approval to his statement. Mokuba gripped my hand tighter and
said, “We don't trust you,” quietly.

“I understand very much, and know that | will now work to earn your trust,” he said,
extending his hand to me. | wondered if | should shake it or not. Should | believe him?

| was saved making this decision right now by Pegasus, coming suddenly out of
nowhere. “Kaiba-boy!” he said cheerily, clapping me on the back. “May | have a word
with you in private?”

| frowned; Dartz withdrew his hand, nodded at me and Pegasus, and walked off. Mokuba
let go of my hand. “What do you want,” | asked Pegasus.

“Follow me, my dear boy. We have serious business to attend to.”

| sighed, irritated, and followed him out of the main ballroom; Mokuba frowned as |
walked off with Pegasus; | gave him an assuring nod before | was out of his sight. He led
me to a balcony not far from the ballroom; the balcony overlooked the ocean. The sky
was spectacularly clear; | took a moment to marvel at the amount of stars overhead, very
visible even with the light of the full moon. The sky seemed silver, with them.

“So. Our companies are safe!” he giggled.



| looked down from the sky and at him. It was dark out here; | could only see him in the
light of the moon. “I suppose | should thank you for that,” | said shortly. “Although, I'm
not entirely sure how many people will accept as true Dartz’ story; how believable is it
that he’s ten thousand years old, and the king of a supposedly-lost civilization?”

“Kaiba-boy, you're the only one in the world who refuses to believe that sometimes,
strange things can just happen. Don’t you worry for a second. Your company’s
reputation will be fine!”

“Yes,” | said. That's all that mattered.

“But,” he continued, with a dramatic sigh, “That still doesn’t say enough. We still have
the problem of the monsters running around all over the place! Oh, they are so after us...”

“Rabid duel monsters, huh?” | asked lamely.

Pegasus, wide-eyed, approached me. | crossed my arms. “You know what happened to
all of us last time the Orichalcos was around! Such wonderful prizes we all were, for
Dartz and his people, back before the Pharaoh banished his darkness... his people, the
ones who are still bad guys, don’t want to give up us, the prizes, because they know
what we’re worth!”

My frown was so deep that my face was starting to hurt. “I will not let what happened to
me last time happen again,” | insisted, incensed.

“I'd hope so, Kaiba, but we can’t really be sure of that, can we? At least not until we get
rid of the monsters once and for all, and especially since they have already had a
glimpse of what kind of power we can offer them!” He lightly prodded a finger into the
middle of my chest. “That strong little spirit of yours almost single-handedly rose the
Great Beast! They'd just love to have their hands on you again. You know they would!”

| brushed his hand away from me and scowled, but albeit felt as though the fact that
there were swarms of creatures that happened to always be around me, Joey and Yugi
made more sense. “Don’t be like that!” he said happily, walking away from me and
standing between me and the main building. “They’re after me, too. | had to fight off
several of them this morning, in my own home!”

| didn’t say anything. He smiled up at me. “You know what you need to do, Kaiba-boy.”

| glared at him. “What do you mean,” | demanded.



“You have a duty to go to Atlantis and stop whoever has betrayed Dartz this time. You
know it.”

“I have a duty?” | growled at him. “This is nonsense!”

“My cards are in such wrong hands,” Pegasus sighed sadly. “My poor god cards. You
must help Yugi get them back! You are among the rare few people in the world who can
control them!”

“You are asking me,” | said, injecting every ounce of venom | could, possibly, into my
voice, “to go to an island, the birthplace of those creatures, and use my duel monsters
trading cards to fight an enemy that’s after my soul? Yes?”

Pegasus nodded pleasantly. | couldn’t believe it.

“l am not going to bet my soul getting your precious cards for you,” | snarled, grabbing his
frilly collar and lividly pulling his face closer to mine. It infuriated me that he thought this
was a game or a joke. “l am not going to do your bidding.”

His hand lifted to mine and he placed it on my wrist gently. I let go of his collar and
retreated my arm. “You're not quite doing my bidding, Kaiba-boy. These monsters are
after you, and my Millennium Eye allowed me to put real power into your cards when |
created them... your cards, and Yugi’'s, and Joey’s... they're not just cards;

they’re weapons! You'd be protecting yourself by getting rid of the monsters!”

“What, by walking right into their trap?” | asked furiously, not bothering to try to calm
down.

“They’ll keep coming for you, Kaiba-boy. They'd love nothing more than to possess
your soul, and mine, and Yugi-boy’s, and Joey-boy’s... and well, Mokuba's, too, why
not.”

Chest still heaving with vehemence, | didn’t say anything. Was he right? One had been
approaching his room, that night...

“This is about revenge against the Pharaoh,” Pegasus continued, finally injecting some
seriousness into his voice, which, in turn, made me feel less blindly irate about this
conversation. “These people want to finish what Dartz started, and Dartz can’t do much
to stop them. They know just what they need, too. They’ll keep churning out those



monsters in swarms. You can't fight them off forever!”

| felt myself grow colder, no longer quite so mad. “Going to that temple and helping
Yugi-boy get rid of those things and get the god cards back is the best thing you can do
for Mokuba-boy, or else those monsters will keep showing up, and the next thing you
know, they’ve attacked you in your sleep.”

| stood silent for a moment, and then slowly turned away from him and put my hands on
the railing of the balcony and looked over at the full moon’s incredible reflection over the
water. | was still frowning. But... “You're right,” | said quietly, successfully dwindling my
anger. “...You're right. ...okay.”

“That’'s a brave boy, Kaiba!” Pegasus said cheerily, walking over and standing next to

me and clapping me on the back happily, before leaving my side, re-entering the building,
and disappearing. | sighed and looked back over the balcony’s railing. | didn’t want to

be a part of this... but | had promised Mokuba | would, and | owed it to him to do
everything | could to keep us both safe.

| left the balcony and re-entered the dining hall. Guests were starting to leave; it was
nearing midnight. Mokuba was on the other side of the room, still talking to that
black-haired girl; | chuckled mildly and sat down at a table and waited for him to finish his
conversation. A moment later, he noticed me and waved goodbye to the girl, and
approached me.

“There you are. I'm tired,” he said. “Can we go home?”

“Yes,” | said, standing up. | felt awake enough to fly the two hour-trip. “Come on, we can
leave now.”

We exited out of the front doors. “That girl is pretty,” Mokuba said mildly. | ruffled his hair
a little bit and we reached the jet. | climbed into the pilot’s seat and he climbed into the
passenger’s; within moments, we were soaring across the spectacular night sky.



5 - Chapter Five

| was standing in a large, open castle. | could feel the weight of golden bands on my
chest and upper arms. | lifted a hat off of my head and shook dark hair out of my face. My
sky-blue robes draped to the ground; a cape was pinned to my shoulders.

The Pharaoh was standing on a balcony about fifty feet away from me, also adorned in
gold; long purple cape whipping around in the wind. | approached him; he looked up at
me . “Look at the sky,” he said, trouble haunting his voice.

| set my tall hat, also lined with real gold, on the railing of the balcony and looked up. The
sky was dark, and clouds swirled angrily overhead. “What does it mean,” | asked him.
“Bakura...?”

“l can sense a great evil,” he said quietly. “We don’t have much time to strengthen our
forces.”

“Akhenaden and | are still holding the girl in the castle...”

“Are you sure she possesses the White Dragon? Incredible... so many people have been
searching for it, for so long. It was only said to have been a monster rumored to exist...”

“Yes, we are sure. | do not know how to harness its power effectively; | do not want to
harm the girl.” There was a golden scepter attached to my waist; | lifted it up. It was the
Millennium Rod; gold, glittering and spectacular.

The Pharaoh was smiling at me. “You have never been a tender man, Seto,” he
chuckled. “I have never seen you hesitate to remove the beast from a person’s soul!”

| chuckled, too, feeling my face go just barely hot. “I... | am surprised with myself, as
well,” | replied.

| heard rushing footsteps not far behind us; we both turned around as several guards
entered the balcony area.

“My Lords,” one guard said. “I have wonderful news.”

“News?” the Pharaoh asked; he wasn’t expecting news. "Go on.”



“We have apprehended the man believed to have burned down several villages in
search of the White Dragon, four years ago.”

| felt my heart leap. “Really?” | gasped. “Take me to him!”

“l knew you would be excited to see him, Priest Seto,” the guard said. “We have proof
that he was involved in the burning of your village and death of your mother.”

Every inch of me was trembling with triumph. | wanted to see this man personally; look
into the face of the man who had burned my mother alive. | set my hat back on my head
and left the balcony.

The Pharaoh and | followed the guard into the dungeons where the prisoners were
seated. We reached a cell where a man was sitting; he was the most peculiar-looking
man | had ever seen. He had long, straight hair that seemed to be green; | could tell even
in the low light. Clearly, he was some kind of a foreigner... There was as smug sort of
smirk on his face as the Pharaoh and | approached the cell.

“Ah, your highnesses,” he said, with mock respect. | felt my hand go to the Millennium
Rod. | stepped forward. The Pharaoh had no business with this man, really; but, I did. |
entered his cell.

“You killed my mother,” | said deeply. Hatred coursed through me; because of this man,

| had no family. He laughed. “Don’t trouble yourself, Seto. It was a worthless village
anyway... the place you were born.” he laughed again. | unsheathed the Millennium Rod;
it had a knife built into its lower half. | held it to his neck.

“Speak disrespect to me one more time,” | said in the most threatening voice |
possessed. “I would feel no remorse with knocking off your head.”

He said nothing; only smiled up at me; smug, unworried. | re-sheathed the Millennium
Rod. “See to it that this man is tortured,” | growled to the guards, fixing the man with a
stare of absolute odium. “For taking the lives of my mother and neighbors, sentence him
to our strictest regimen.”

The man stood up; my hand went back to the Millennium Rod. “I don't like that idea,” he
said, casually. | hadn’t noticed before, but there was a stone in his hand; a small,
oval-shaped green stone, only as wide, and a third as long, as his thumb. What was it?
He tossed it into the air lazily; a large, brownish monster burst from it. A green symbol



was on its forehead; | didn’t recognize it...

It all happened so fast. The Pharaoh lunged forward; | felt his hand hit my side and shove
me out of the way just in time for the monster to miss hitting me with a thin, green laser,
the Pharaoh snatched a spear from one of the guards nearby and stab the monster
through the skull; it fell to the ground and disappeared, dissolving into steam.

“He’s gone!” | gasped, noticing that the Pharaoh and | were alone with the guards in

this cell. | ran out of the cell and through the hallways of the dungeon; he was nowhere to
be found. Where did he go?

| swore under my breath. Even with the confusion of the presence of the monster, | would
have noticed him run out of the cell...

“Seto!” the Pharaoh yelled, running up to me; the guards were behind him. “Are you
alright?”

“What? Yes,” | snapped, angry. “Did you see the man leave?”

“No,” the Pharaoh said. “I| am stunned at the evil | felt in that man... what an
unbelievable power that came from the stone he threw...”

| turned away from the Pharaoh and walked out of the dungeon; alone, | now stood in the
foyer of the palace.

“Seto,” came a voice from somewhere.

“What,” | responded, turning around to look at where the voice came from. “Who is it?”
“Come on, Seto,” someone was saying. | was alone in the foyer. Who was talking?

“I am here,” | said. “Who is it?”

| felt a prodding pressure on my shoulder, and the world became dark... my heart became
very slow, and all of a sudden | was very warm...



6 - Chapter Six

| jerked my eyes open. | was lying, on my back, in my bed; Mokuba was leaning over me;
he retreated his hand from me, no longer gently poking me in the shoulder, and stepped
back from my bedside.

| lifted my head off of the pillow. | had just experienced a dream? How realistic... it almost
frightened me!

It had been a quiet night; no sign of monsters in the house- the maids and butlers had
evacuated yesterday morning at the same time | had left, and the monsters had all
disappeared. The window allowed the bright morning light to flood the room.

“Good morning,” Mokuba said quickly.

“The same,” | told him, with a sleepy yawn, putting my head back down for a moment.
“What time is it?”

“Ten o’clock,” was the reply; he then eyed me unhappily.
“What,” | asked, rubbing my eyes and slowly sitting up. | ran my hand through my hair.
What an emotional dream, | thought quickly to myself. Strange. | frowned. It felt... more

like a memory, than a dream.

“I'm sorry to wake you up,” Mokuba said despondently. “But, | got an important call a
while ago... it's about Roland.”

“Roland?” | asked, now fully awake. “What... what about Roland?”
“We have to go see him,” Mokuba said, frowning. “The doctor wants us to go...”
| frowned; my heart sank.

We pulled up to the hospital owned by KaibaCorp a half-hour later. Mokuba leapt out of
the car as soon as it was parked, and we both walked up to the sliding double doors.

The bored-looking receptionist at the desk didn’t look up when we entered; only said,
“Visitor? What's the last name of your patient?”



“‘Roland,” | said. She looked up and jolted out of her stupor. “Oh! Mr. Kaiba! Yes, of
course. His room is number 541.”

| nodded and we entered the elevator and rode it to the fifth floor; the next thing we knew,
we were in the hospital room where Roland was lying, hooked up to a countless number
of machines. | could hear his pulse on one of the machines; | was glad to see that they
had, even if artificially, started his heart.

Mokuba sadly went to the side of the bed. “He’s not getting better,” he whimpered.

A doctor entered the room. “Good morning,” he told us. | nodded at him; Mokuba asked,
“Is Roland okay?”

The doctor frowned. “He... well, he isn’t brain-dead, but he’s not showing signs of
recovery. His symptoms are similar to many other patients who have come in contact
with those creatures. That's why we need you boys here... thank you for coming. Do
either of you know anything about them? How do they hurt their victims?”

“It's some sort of a laser,” | began. | wondered how | should tell the doctor what Dartz
had said. Would he believe me? And then again, did | believe Dartz enough to say what
he described?

The doctor scribbled this on a clipboard. “Have you boys witnessed this?”

“Yes,” | said. “The monsters appear with some sort of a green stone. They've got a
symbol on their foreheads that from which they beam a continuous laser.”

“Well, it appears that the lasers paralyze the heart,” the doctor muttered.

“That’s what happened to Roland?” Mokuba gasped. “But, he’s got a pulse now...”
“Artificially, but that's what we don’t understand; why he isn’t regaining consciousness.
We’ll do an MRI on him later to see if they do brain damage, too. He shouldn’t have
brain damage, really... he was only deprived of oxygen for about five minutes.”

| frowned. | hated to think that Dartz was right about the monsters stealing their victims’

souls, leaving them dead, but it began to appear more and more realistic. “One of them
shot me about a half-hour before Roland was hurt,” | added lazily.



“What? Really?” the doctor gasped. “You were hit with the laser from a monster?
Where?”

“Yes, here,” | said, pointing to the middle of my chest. “But it stopped hurting after | lied
down for a moment. I'm fine.”

“Mr. Kaiba... please, let us make sure of that. These creatures may do more harm than
you realize. It very well may have damaged your heart.”

| instantly regretted admitting to the attack; | didn’t want to have a physical examination.
There was nothing wrong with me; | felt now as though the incident yesterday had never
happened. Mokuba looked up at me, worried. He could tell that | was thinking of the
politest way to ask the doctor to put his head in his @$3$; Mokuba said, “Please do it,
Seto...”

| frowvned down at him, before turning back to the doctor and saying, “Quickly.”

The next thing | knew, | was standing in just my black slacks on a weighing scale that
had a vertical height scale built next to it. The weight scale read a little more than 143 Ibs,
the height, around 73 inches. More than six feet... | liked being tall.

“I really don’t feel that this is necessary,” | told the nurse, who led me back to the
examination table. | sat on it, and she put a blood-pressure cuff on my arm. “| feel fine.
Really.”

Mokuba was sitting in a chair in the room, listening to music on his headphones. The
nurse read my blood pressure readings on the cuff's meter, before saying, “your blood
pressure is a bit high, Mr. Kaiba.”

| frowned. “I don’t think that has much to do with what the monster did to me
yesterday,” | said.

The nurse took the cuff off of my arm and took a small, plastic ring out of a drawer. “Give
me your hand,” she said, and | did; she slid the ring onto the tip of my right pointer finger.
“This will take your pulse and temperature.”

After a few seconds of this, she took the ring off of my finger and said, “Heart rate 75
beats per minute, core temperature around 99. You're in good shape, doesn’t look like
that monster did any damage to your heart... if anything, | would suggest relaxing once in
a while, though... that blood pressure may give you problems later. You could experience



fainting spells or a suppressed immune system from your high stress levels.”

“Fine,” | said, picking up my shirt and sliding it over my head. Mokuba saw me do this
and looked up from his music. “There,” | told him, as he took his headphones off; | stuck
my arms through the sleeves of my shirt. “I'm fine. Are you happy?”

He smiled and nodded. “Good!” he said, happily watching me tuck my shirt in and turn
my coat right-side in.

“Let me ask you about the attack,” the nurse continued. “Please tell me how it played
out.”

“I was in my office, and a couple of them burst through my door. | had a gun on hand
and shot a few of them, but the third one was faster, and managed to position itself on
the ceiling and shoot me, here,” | said, setting down my trench coat and pointing to the
middle of my chest.

“How long did the laser come in contact with you?”

| frowned. Time had seemed so slow during the attack, that | wasn't sure. “What do you
think?” | asked Mokuba.

“Like four seconds or something,” he said. “Not very long.”
The nurse was scribbling all of this down. “What did you feel?”
“It was painful, and it made me turn cold,” | replied.

“How painful? Compare it to something else.”

“Would you like me to demonstrate on you?” | asked.

She looked up from her clipboard. “Mr. Kaiba,” she said, as though telling a rowdy child
to calm down.

“...Getting punched in the chest very hard, | suppose.”
“How did you get rid of the monster?”

“| picked up the gun and shot it,” Mokuba said. “It turned to smoke and disappeared.”



“When the laser stopped, wh