



The Dragon




      By Leslie Thompson
     Gavin had once thought of himself as a happy man. He had a good job that paid well, a nice home, and a great relationship with his family. He did not want for female companionship. If ever he longed for the fairer sex, he could simply pick up the phone, or go to a club, and a likely beauty would soon be casting him looks of longing. After that, well, let’s just say that he felt like a god for a few weeks. He was content and comfortable.

     Gavin missed those days.

     On this particular morning, Gavin awoke in the same manner he had grown accustomed to in the course of the last six months. He shot out of a shallow sleep with a panicked jerk when his battered alarm clock went off. He struggled valiantly against the blanket that had twisted itself into a strangle hold upon his body within the confines of the fireproof box that encased his bed. Eventually, Gavin broke free of the thin blanket and bludgeoned the alarm clock into silence. He reached beneath his pillow and withdrew the 9mm pistol and thumbed the safety off. Slowly, he slid the access panel to his box open just a crack and pressed his eye to it. 

     The room was strangely quiet and free of activity. There was no movement in the mossy carpet and the blood that usually flowed down the wall was drying into a rusty stain. Nothing dripped from the ceiling, and for the first time in months, he actually heard the ceiling fan spinning over his bed. Only the vine that fed off the drywall was its usual leafy self. Wary of the sudden peace of the room, Gavin opened the panel wider and stuck his gun out in front of him as he examined the room more intently. Nothing to set his mattress on fire, no one was chanting spells in the closet, or drawing bloody circles on his bed box.


He felt his nerves begin to draw tight and fray as Gavin pushed the panel completely open and stepped delicately onto the floor. Nothing jabbed at his feet or tried to harvest his leg hair. That happy fact made him very ill at ease. He tucked the gun into the band of his jeans and staggered for the bathroom. Experience had taught him to move into the spacious room cautiously. Things both hideous and hungry for flesh often lurked just beyond the door. To his surprise, nothing jumped out at him. Gavin gripped the pistol behind his back as he examined every corner with extreme paranoia. There was nothing thick and slimy hanging from the light fixtures. Nothing lurked in the thick shrubbery of the bathtub nor in the eerie glow of the mushrooms that filled the sink. 

     Only when his bladder began to cry for mercy did Gavin make his way into the bathroom and to the toilet. Gavin lifted the toilet seat and made sure that the bowel was critter free before he went about his morning business. As he unfastened his pants, a heavy mist gathered to settled in the air above the tank. 

     A face formed in the dense cloud hovering at Gavin’s chest, and he contemplated it calmly as relief rushed over him. He watched as the features took on a vaguely Asian flavor with long pointed ears and an absurd ponytail perched on top a round, bald, head. It grinned wickedly at the human standing in front of the bowl and rose lazily to look Gavin in the eye.

     “I’ve seen longer pipe on a three year old,” the Genie sneered. Gavin snorted with contempt as he wiggled and danced then closed up. He bared his teeth with a sneer of his own and touched the lever on the side of the tank.

     “Pervert,” Gavin said into the Genie’s smug face and pressed the lever. The Genie let out an outraged scream as the toilet flushed violently and the misty face was pulled into the watery vortex in the porcelain bowl. Gavin laughed as Benji began to gurgle Arabic and ancient Persian curses at him from somewhere in the house’s plumbing.

     Gavin made his way down the stairs while holding his gun out in front of him in a two handed grip. He moved carefully, and avoided the steps that were broken or had grown teeth. He nimbly jumped over the step that had become quick sand that could suck him to his death in less than thirty seconds.

     Gavin paused at the foot of the stairs and inspected the parts of the house he could see from where he stood. The forest of webs filling the dining room was strangely empty. The imp village in the foyer was dark and quiet. And the stream created by a broken pipe in the nearby wall had dried up, leaving only the discolored and warped wood of the floor to say that it had ever been there. Even the slimy slug beast that lingered behind Gavin’s favorite reading chair was conspicuously absent.

     Gavin’s anxiety levels rose higher as he stepped into the living room. The usual chatter and small explosions that filled the atmosphere was gone, and left the room in deep silence. The fire elements that cavorted in the guts of the t.v. had left, leaving only the melted and hollow casing of the expensive appliance. The couch was still, the demonic mutterings had gone silent in the portal to hell hidden beneath the cushions. The fungus growing in the carpet and the rabid foliage growing out of the walls were brown and sickly. Even his recliner looked like a harmlessly broken and scorched piece of furniture rather than the death trap it was.

     Gavin’s palms were sweating as he went into the kitchen. Neither the oven nor the refrigerator sprang to life and attempted to injure him or eat him as he made his way around the island counter. At his wit’s end, he collapsed at the battered table in his breakfast nook with his back to the sliding glass door and surrendered to his nerves. He sat trembling with his head in his hands and his gun near his elbow.

     He heard maniacal laughter, and Gavin lifted his head to see Benji drifting along the air currents created by his possessed air conditioning. The Genie had finally made his way out of the maze of plumbing and was tumbling through the air with his pointed face split into an impossible grin.

     “You are going to die!” Benji cried gleefully in a high shrill voice. Gavin watched the ancient spirit bound around the room for a few minutes then ignored him. Benji had been gunning for Gavin’s demise ever since the day he first sprung from the toilet. The powerful entity had appeared there because he lost a bet that had something to do with horses. Doomed to remain in residence until the end of Gavin’s life, Benji would not tell Gavin his name, and flatly refused to grant wishes. In accordance to the terms of the lost wager, the Genie was bound by a geas preventing him from murdering Gavin and gaining his freedom, however, it did not obligate the Genie to protect Gavin from harm. Frequently, Benji could be heard encouraging others to kill and torment Gavin.

     Gavin ignored Benji and went back to staring at the tabletop. Benji proclaimed Gavin’s demise at least three times a week, and so far, he was still alive. He had grown accustomed to the verbal torments of the thing that lived in his toilet and he had learned not to take it seriously. After a few moments of contemplation, Gavin grew calm and even hopeful. Had the curse that had tormented him all these months finally run its course and been lifted? Gavin’s spirits rose, and his belly growled hungrily at him. He stared at the stove that had tried to eat him for so long and wondered if he could actually cook his breakfast.

     A sharp bang on the glass of the door behind him startled Gavin so badly that he jumped and peed a little. He spun in his chair with the gun appearing like magic in his hand. He gaped in open-mouthed surprise at the voluptuous figure pressed spread-eagled against the glass. The figure was clearly a woman, with long thick tawny hair and olive skin. He couldn’t quite make out her features since the were smooshed painfully against the glass and gave her face a contorted look. But he could clearly see the large, round, fleshy orbs that were flattened in his eye line and covered by a tightly stretched hot pink halter-top.

     The woman peeled herself off the glass and shook her head to clear it. Gavin watched in fascination as her glistening locks caught the morning sun in shimmering sheets around her perfect heart shaped face. She stopped, which made her breasts jiggle and she beamed at him, revealing perfect white teeth. She tapped on the door, and gestured for him to open it and let her in. Gavin stared blankly at her, he was too busy gaping at the perfection thrusting out at him from her ribcage. 

     Good grief it’s been a long time since I’ve seen a girl, Gavin thought absently as he ogled her. 

     The woman tapped persistently and she pulled hard on the door handle. Excited by the sudden flush of hormones, Gavin jumped to do as she asked. In his eagerness to do as she wished, Gavin didn’t question her motives or presence as he slid the door open along its tracks. She bounced a little as she stepped over the threshold, making her amazing bombs jiggle happily on her chest. Gavin stared at them and grinned stupidly until she rapped him smartly on his head.

     “Ye ha’ a drragoon in yer girgin,” the woman chirped brightly.

     “Thanks,” Gavin replied and turned his attention back to her glorious rack. He wondered absently if it was her bra that made them so perky or if they were fakes. He felt his pants tighten on his hips and decided that he couldn’t wait to find out. The woman snorted rudely and rapped him on the head again.

     “Ow,” he said, dragging his eyes to stare into her lovely face. She was still smiling and she moved a hand to toss her wonderful hair over her shoulder.

     “Ye ha’ a drragoon in yer girdin,” she repeated.

     “What?” he asked. He couldn’t understand what she was saying but he couldn’t bring himself to care. He shifted his weight around, looking for a more comfortable position in his ever-shrinking jeans.

     “Ye ha’ a drragoon in yer girdin,” she said. She was displaying so much teeth that Gavin began to wonder if she was going to try to eat him. He took a step away from her and frowned.

     “What?” he demanded.

     She let out a sigh of frustration, and wandered off to explore the kitchen. Gavin collapsed back into the chair he’d vacated in hopes that the pressure in his pants would decrease. He watched as the perky woman poked around, opening drawers and cabinets, and even peering into the cavern that made up the inside of his refrigerator. Finally, Gavin gave up watching her and rested his head on the table when he grew dizzy from the lack of blood to his brain. The woman continued to look around, moving into the living room where she encountered Benji. She did not answer when the Genie demanded to know what she was doing. Benji quickly lost interest in her and went back to describing Gavin’s imminent doom.

     Gavin lifted his head when something thin and pointed jabbed painfully into his shoulder. The woman was standing so close to him that his face was nearly buried in the glory of her wondrous cleavage. He didn’t care that he was grinning like a teenager at them, all he could think was, Follow the bouncing balls. The woman put her hand below his chin and angled his head so that he was forced to stare into her lovely green eyes. She smiled sweetly at him, her full perfect mouth a joy of bliss and fantasy.

     “Ye ha’ a drragoon in yer girdin,” she crooned.

     Gavin finally grew annoyed with her. All he wanted to do was watch her boobies as they moved around, and the silly woman kept getting in the way of that by trying to talk to him. He had to shut her up.

     “Look,” he said irritably, “I don’t understand a single thing you’re saying.”

     The woman sighed and crossed her arms over her chest, covering up her impressive melons and annoying Gavin further. Benji was laughing so hard now that he couldn’t even speak. He’d lost control so badly that he had become an ethereal mist that trembled in a corner in the living room.

     “You have company,” he gasped between cackles. Gavin scowled at him, and gave a sharp yell when the doorbell clanged painfully through the house. Gavin rushed forward as the bell clanged again and nearly deafened him. He crunched through the deserted imp village when he got to the door and flung it open.

     He found him self confronted with the angry faces of a half dozen of his neighbors as they huddled fearfully around his front door. He had a second to wonder why they had braved the vast dangers of his front yard before Rick, the homeowner’s president, began to speak.

     “We came by to talk about your animal problem,” Rick said in a neutral voice while his eyes gleamed with barely suppressed anger. Gavin’s eyebrows rose as he waited for the man to continue. Of course he had an animal problem. The Homeowner’s Association had been trying to fine him for the state of his house and the rampant creatures originating there ever since they first appeared. But they had been unable to notify him of his neighbor’s complaints by mail since the mailbox ate anything that was stuck into it. And since Gavin could not be notified by mail, the Homeowner’s couldn’t take action against him, as stated in the neighborhood charter. It looked that they were finally going to make their complaint in person.

     “The rules of the Homeowner’s Agreement states that exotic animals are forbidden to reside on properties without permits and proper kenneling,” Rick continued. “Your giant lizard is clearly displayed in your backyard and obviously has not received appropriate accommodations. It is frightening the children and attacking neighborhood pets.”

     “Giant lizard?” Gavin snapped. “I don’t have a giant lizard.”

     Suddenly one of the other men let out a barbaric scream and grabbed Gavin violently by his shirt. The other men rushed to stop him, but not before he grappled with Gavin and shook him hard. Gavin pushed him away as the other men pulled him off.

     “It ate Princess!” the man screamed. “Your filthy beast ate Princess and you’ll pay for it!” The men holding him away from Gavin began to haul him off, taking care to stay on the sidewalk leading up to the front door. “I’m going to sue!” the man shrieked. “I’ll sue you!”

     “You got a week to get rid of the thing before we call the authorities and have you arrested and the lizard put down,” Rick growled into Gavin’s shocked face. Without responding, Gavin stepped back and slammed the door on Rick’s face.

     “Eye toll ye ha’ a drragoon in yer girdin,” the perky woman snapped as he passed her on the way to the kitchen. Gavin ignored her and the laughing Genie as he concentrated on the new crisis. He flung open the sliding glass door and stepped out into the blinding sunshine of the backyard. 

     There he stopped. His heart leaped through his throat and jammed itself into his sinuses. He felt his bowels loosen and his legs tremble. He fell to his knees as his eyes climbed up and up and up. A great green dragon lay curled on the grass of his yard and toyed absently with a Great Dane pinned under an ebony claw. The animal squealed and writhed as the dragon drew blood, but it couldn’t escape its apparent and messy fate. 

     Gavin stared dumbly at the dog and thought that it was just as well that the animal was doomed. He had almost been ready to kill it when it began to too incessantly bark three nights ago, and started a riot in the living room that nearly killed him.

     The dog shrieked when the dragon suddenly shifted its weight and pierced it through with its claw. It bent a long muzzled face to the ground on an impossibly long and graceful neck to examine the dead and twitching animal. It snorted on the doggy corpse, releasing a stench of rotting meat so foul that Gavin choked and gagged. The dragon popped the Great Dane in its mouth with a bored expression and turned its attention on the quivering human before it.

     Gavin stared with terror into the blood red eye that was nearly as round as he was tall. It looked at him for what felt like an eternity before that great-scaled head lifted a little and looked away.

     “You have nice grass here,” the dragon said mildly. Gavin could only tremble and mutely agree. He vaguely heard light footsteps approaching him from behind and Benji’s cruel laughter coming from the kitchen. The perky woman came to a stop beside him and stared blandly at the dragon before her.

     “Eye toll ye ha’ a drragoon in yer girdin,” she said calmly.

