Domain

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” the beast informs me, its smile a vice crashing downwards to shatter my heart.  I can tell that it isn’t pleased by my antics.  The displeasure burns through the air while it hisses hungrily. Even with all this before me, I can still feel my blood flow like lightning, its coursing pouring forth a question that pulsates repeatedly in my mind. Why me? Why me? Why me?

“It’s to late already,” I manage to say as the beast advances.  My throat tightens and maybe I am shaking.


“You are correct.  It is to late for you,” it says, and I look into those cold black eyes.  Beneath it’s business suit the beast is still smirking.  Somewhere nearby I can hear the dull rumble of the highway, of the unending moving masses of humanity going about their lives, blind to the truth.  I choose this spot for its safety.  I should have realized that it wouldn’t be enough against them.


“You were supposed to be the caretaker.  You were our trust.  It was so fated.  Instead, you have destroyed us,” it says. Behind the beast is the network of high rise apartment buildings, factories, and sky scrapers that we call a city. Their domain.  Somewhere a siren is blaring, crying out soulless red and blue.  


“This doesn’t have to destroy you.”


“Fool,” it curses me.


“Listen.  You can’t kill me here.  If you do, they will know who to look for.  Right now it could be anyone, as far as they’re concerned.  Listen, this doesn’t have to be the end for you.  It can be an opportunity.”



“An opportunity?  We’ve tried that before.  Enough.  You understand nothing.” And as I see it’s flesh begin to twist and move beneath its skin, I know it is right.  The eyes begin to burn hotly, and the beast’s muscles bulk and flow.  “If it is time, so be it.  Know that this is not how I would have had things occur.”


I know that the monster is going to kill me, and I haven’t much time to act.  There is only one real chance.  Clutching Natalie’s cross, I pray.  I know that if there are demons, there must be a god.  One that will answer and protect us as the world comes crashing down.  I pray and cry out into the wild night.  Something will happen to save me, I know.  I remember holding Natalie’s hand that morning as we lay there.  It was for her that I did it.  For her, for the world, for humanity.  


It’s a city, not a domain, I think as the beast towers above me, flapping huge scaly wings to make the shadows flow with a sund wind.  Its tale slaps back and forth almost lazily while its huge head leers down at me.  The teeth gleam an almost silver hue as its head lowers and I dodge.


But I am far to slow.


“You understand nothing, hatchling.  We wanted for you to have your domain, to rise and be the master.  Now, your subjects will be anxious, my hatchling,” the beast says, and to my horror, I realize that beneath its huge head, my skin is starting to bubble and pop.  It grows hard and, staring down in horror, scales twist into my palm, a palm that is elongating.  Soon claws the size of knives dominate my hand and I scream until my scream becomes an inhuman roar.  All around I can hear the sound of chaos building.  Sirens explode against the cries of the masses, and I remember Natalie’s flesh naked against my own, and of our promise to one another.  As my bones break and reform I know she is lost and gone forever.


“Welcome to your domain,” the dragon says to me.  

