Guardian Dragon

A story for Dragomike on his 22nd Birthday as a ‘thank you’ present for all he has given me in the time we have known each other.

This story © Kuga/Dragomike.  All Characters © Themselves.

-

It was a mild May morning.  Dragomike was softly sleeping in his large bedroom, his tail curling over his small saurian friend, cuddling him in to his stomach scales.  His chest rose and fell gently, his body emanating radiant warmth, keeping Kuga warm enough not to need a blanket.  A single ray of sunshine crept through the partially open curtain, landing on Mike’s large front and warming him.  He drearily opened his eyes and looked around.  He lifted his head from his pillow and looked down at Kuga, sleeping quietly.  He slowly shuffled so he could sit up.  He softly stroked the dinosaur’s snout, rubbing at his thick neck.  A small, light purr made its way through his closed lips, making Mike smile contently to himself.  

FLASH!

Mike jumped suddenly, sending Kuga bouncing off him.  He glanced towards the window where the flash had come from and saw a shadow speeding away.  He quickly swung out of bed and rushed over to his friend, heaped up on the floor.

“Kuga!  Are you alright?” he asked, picking him up and brushing him off.  Kuga’s eyes rolled about a bit and he rubbed the back of his head.

“Err, I think so…”

“I’m so sorry, did I hurt you?” Mike asked, concerned, glancing briefly at the window, “I didn’t mean to hurt you, there was this flash from a camera and it made me jump and…” 

“Mike - it’s alright, I’m ok.”

“Oh thank goodness.” He said embracing him in a hug.  He stood there for a moment and released him from the hug.  Kuga roared a yawn and rubbed the sleep from his eyes.  “Sleep well my friend?”

“Yes, actually.  You’d be surprised how nice of a soft mattress you make…” Kuga said approvingly, slapping his friend’s cuddly bulk, “Best night sleep in years.”

“Good, I’m glad.  I guess it must be all this fat.” Mike said, grabbing his fleshy tummy.  It gave a loud grumble and Mike chuckled.  “I guess that means it must be breakfast time – come on, you don’t want to be late for your appointment!” Mike said, rubbing his hands together.

“Oh don’t remind me…”

It had been a whole two weeks since Mike had asked Kuga to stay with him that day on the beach.  Mike had graciously taken him in to his cave of a home and nurtured him back to his buoyant self after saying goodbye to his family.  Not long after that Mike discovered properly for himself how to control his natural ability to fly and how to make his wings big enough to carry his enormous weight.  He would take Kuga to his old home on Friday evenings and let him spend the weekend there while he went back to work and pick him up again late Sunday night.  Since Kuga was effectively living with Dragomike now, it made sense for him to be the ‘father’ or ‘big brother’ of the home and look after his guest.  Well actually, Kuga was more than a guest to Dragomike, he was like a friend – he was a friend – and he was becoming very attached to him.  

He was always trying to find ways to help him and look after him.  For example, Mike had arranged for Lupine to come (all the way from England) and give Kuga a medical check up – the doctors at the hospital could give a rudimentary examination but they didn’t know a great deal about dinosaurian anatomy, whereas Lupine (a friend of his) had taken a course in it at university.  Lupine had a great love for Iguanodons, having visited several museum exhibits on them at the Natural History museum in London and one closer to his university.  He argued that they’d put the displays up wrong since they had the skeletons on two legs, but they’d put them standing up way too straight.  Lupine had never actually seen a living and breathing dinosaur; there weren’t a lot of them around, and even less in England (even though Iguanodons were once indigenous to that island).  For this kind of critical eye, Dragomike had selected Lupine to come and check Kuga over.

Ever since the incident on Lemur Island there had been a flurry of media attention about the ‘incredible rescue’ and the ‘innocent little iguanodon’.  Any other person might have readily welcomed all of the attention, but it scared Kuga.  There was usually some coverage on TV or a news item over the radio about Mike, Kuga and the island.  Kuga was keen on getting these reports at first, but after a little while he got bored of them since they just kept repeating the same things about how the small volcano (it was really just an overactive geyser, but it sounded more dramatic to say otherwise) seemed to be going dormant and how the island was still off bounds.  Besides, why listen to the reports when you can just have your own personal dragon fly you there to visit your relatives?

Of course, raising a growing dinosaur, especially one with Kuga’s…appetite…was demanding on Mike’s time and resources.  Mike had absolutely no problem in giving his time over to spend it with him; it was just the other things – like money.  It wasn’t that Mike didn’t want to give it to him, quite the contrary really – but he just didn’t have the money to give in the first place.  Although Mike had a part time job at his local department store, it wasn’t enough to make ends meet so he had made an agreement with ‘The Sentinel’ newspaper and the local TV Company.  He agreed to have and Drake Montana do a small documentary on them.  Mike had agreed to these two because he knew them both and trusted them explicitly, as he did all his friends.  He had commissioned them for one weeks worth of shooting (today was Saturday, the last day of the seven), with 10-minute interviews to be had at the end of each day by all involved.  Kuga was very shy to start with and asked for Mike to do his with him.  The money Mike got from this would help see them through until he got paid next.  

Drake was busy attaching microphones to them all (Lyfe acted as the presenter really) and was setting up some spotlights to lighten the cave at this early hour.  Lyfe sat himself down and got out his notebook and made a few notes, reviewing his schedule.  He glanced at his watch and sighed, anxiously awaiting the wolf to turn up.  He got out his pencil, looked across the room at a subject and started sketching something, making a rough outline.  He then got out a different marker and accurately portrayed the character’s edges.  Working with the finer pencil he continued.

A ‘knock knock’ on the door caught his attention.  Drake heard it too and set about finding another small pin-up microphone.  Dragomike walked over to the door and opened it, the sunlight spilling in to the room as much as Mike’s belly could spill out over his lap.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Dragomike? I’m Lupine, I believe you sent for me.”

“Ah! Lupine! Yes I did, I did! Please, come in!” Mike said enthusiastically, motioning for him to step inside suddenly with his large arm, causing it to wobble a bit.  The wolf was carrying two large suitcases filled to the brim with equipment and tools of various kinds to aid him, the weight of it all making his already burdened legs jiggle all the more.  He set them down and greeted the rest of the small group.  Drake nodded to him, shook his paw (and paunch) and promptly fixed a microphone on his chest, clipping it on to his fur.  He turned to see a Hadrosaur sitting in a chair in the corner, twiddling his thumbspikes.  A quiet reverence settled upon him and he slowly walked in to his field of view.

“And who are you?” Lupine asked him

“Oh, sorry sir…” Kuga said, remembering his manners he stood up and offered his paw, “I’m Kuga.” Lupine shook his paw vigorously, mouth open in amazement.

“Good grief, are you really?” He asked rhetorically.    “Well, Dragomike’s told me all about you of course.” Kuga blushed somewhat and shuffled anxiously on his feet.

By now, Lyfe and Drake had the camera rolling and were shooting from behind Lupine’s left shoulder.

Lupine huffed and grinned, sizing him up.  “My my, you are a heavy looking specimen, aren’t’ you?” Mike could be heard chuckling in the background.

“I’m afraid that’s my doing Lupine, you see, I’ve been trying to make sure he’s been eating well, you know, keep his strength up.” Mike said.

“Well there’s nothing wrong with that, you don’t want him catching any bugs or viruses, especially since he’s not being exposed to any of the mainland varieties.  You’ve taken him for injections right?”

“Yes, last week.”

“Marvellous, well let’s see now.” Lupine said, opening up Kuga’s eyelids, peering in to them, learning on his rounding stomach for support.  In this sort of situation it would be easy to be intimidated by being treated like a guinea pig and being referred to in the third person, but Kuga wasn’t used to having friends his size, let alone friends who would treat him badly and intend to do so – besides, he’d never seen a wolf before.  Mike leant against a wall, nibbling on a strawberry cookie and sipping on some milk from time to time, watching curiously.

Lupine quickly whipped out a set of scales and positioned them on the floor.  “Would you mind just coming this way and stepping on to these scales for me Kuga?”

“Urm, okay.”

Drake zoomed in on the meter as Kuga stepped on, making them creak a little.

“512 lbs!” Lupine declared, half in shock, half in admiration.  Kuga sucked on his lips and tried not to look embarrassed.  

“Is that overweight?” Lyfe asked

“Well I’m not quite sure.  Just let me work out this little equation.” He said, and scribbled away on a notepad.  Mike observed Kuga sweating slightly.  “How old did you say you were again?” he asked, turning him around so he could measure his height on a stick attached to the scales.

“He’ll reach maturity in just under a month.” Mike said for him.

“All right…” Lupine got out a measuring tape and wrapped it around his waist; Kuga sucked it in, trying not to appear so round.  “Hey stop cheating!  Let it out, I need accurate measurements – besides, it’s nothing to be ashamed of!” Lupine said, poking his stomach with the end of his pen.  Mike smiled at him from behind Lupine encouragingly.  Kuga slowly let his stomach out, obscuring his feet slightly.  

“There, you see!  That’s better!” Lupine mused.  Lyfe had Drake take a close up shot so the camera could see the measurements.  

“Okay…you can step off them now, thank you Kuga.” he said, adding a full stop to his calculation.  “Well, given your current size I would have to say that you overweight by about 60 lbs or so.”  Kuga gulped.

“Nothing major, although it is visible eh?” He said with a smile, wobbling Kuga’s belly, making him feel a bit uncomfortable.  Lupine turned and spoke to Mike, “But based on others of his species, at his age he should be about 15 ft tall.  And an iguanodon that’s 15 ft tall usually weighs…” he checked his pad, “5 metric tonnes.  So really, he’s considerably underweight.”

“Ha, are you kidding? 5 tonnes would make him immobile!”

Lyfe whistled, trying to imagine how fat he would look if he simply didn’t grow any taller but weighed 5 tonnes.  It was a nice image.  “So?” Lyfe questioned.

“So you’re saying he needs to go on a diet to lose weight or go on a diet to gain weight?”  

“Well that’s your choice, well, Kuga’s choice.”

“I’m not underweight, am I?” Mike said, rubbing his scales.

“Oh stop seeking praise you old loaf!” Lupine teased.

Lupine did a few other tests.  He had him jog on the spot for a minute (a most entertaining sight, if a little energetic), he measured his jaw size (although Kuga couldn’t understand what stuffing food in his mouth had to do with it) and how long his tail was as well asking him questions about his diet, amongst other things.  

Come lunchtime, Lupine had Kuga pose for several photographs, partly because he wanted them so he could further study them but also partly because he wanted them for his own personal reasons.  While he was doing this Mike noticed Lyfe get out his sketchpad again.  He hovered over closer to him and looked over his shoulder.

“Boo!” Mike said, tickling the chubby fox with his claws.  He jumped up and dropped his pad.  Once his heart started up again he sighed, he’d mucked up his picture,

“Oh sorry Lyfe, did I ruin your picture?”

“Just a little…”

“What was it anyway?” he asked.  Lyfe paused a moment, hugging it to his chest.  

“Well?” 

Lyfe slowly turned his pad around, revealing a rather dashing – and familiar - fat looking dinosaur.

“Aw, that’s nice.  Hey, that’s really quite good, I didn’t know you could draw like that.”

“Well I urm, it’s kind of a pastime turned hobby.”

“Kuga would like that.”

“Well, I couldn’t resist.  I’ve never met an iguanodon before, apart from Kuga, and he makes such a spiffy subject.” He said with an animated smile.  “Don’t you think so?”

“Yes, I’d have to agree.”

Lupine’s camera made a crunching noise.  He looked at it and sighed. 

“Drat, out of film...” he said, throwing it in to his bag frustratingly.

“I thought you had a 36 exposure in that?” Lyfe asked.  

Lupine nodded.  “I did.” 

Mike chuckled.  Lupine glanced at his watch.  “Well I have to go soon so here’s my evaluation.  Kuga, eat a bit more healthily, you’re not having enough vegetables and if you don’t you’ll catch something nasty unless you go to the hospital for a billion other injections and antibiotics.”

“Anti-what?”

“Vegetables? Ew.” Mike said, cringing.

“I know, it’s not something I’d normally recommend, but he’s a herbivore and since coming to the mainland you’ve been having quite a bit of junk food which you’re body’s not used to.”

“Hey, how do you know?”

“Well, I can see the evidence.” He said, poking his gut again, something he couldn’t resist very often, if at all.  “So watch your diet.  Oh and speaking of diets, if you want to maintain your mobility then you might consider doing a bit of exercising.  Personally I think exercise is virtually pointless, as you can probably tell,” he said, slapping his round belly.  Kuga smiled a little.  “But it does help develop your muscles, and with all that weight on your frame it’s best to not strain yourself – and it’d help especially if you had a growth spurt.”

“I think he look’s just great the way he is…” Lyfe said.  Drake looked at him and grinned, chuckling, making Lyfe blush at his confession.

“Anyway, it’s been a treat but I must dash, plane to catch.”

“Hey would you like to stay for lunch?” Mike asked

“Can’t, I’d love to but I’d miss my flight, and I don’t think you’d be able to carry me all the way back to England with what you’d feed me!” Lupine teased, elbowing him in the gut.

“Aw, are you sure?”

“Some other time, I promise.”

“Aw alright.”

“And urm, here…” he whispered, “for the flight over here.” Lupine said, taking several large notes out of his black wallet.  Mike pushed them back at him.  

“It’s okay, you keep it.  I was grateful to have you come.”

Lupine tried to give it back to him by stuffing them in between one of his scales, but Mike caught his arm. 

“To say thank you for coming – buy yourself a decent meal on the plane, I know how awful they can be…” Mike said, taking some money from his own wallet.

“Ah, if you won’t accept mine, I won’t accept yours.”

“All right.” Mike exchanged the money, although he Mike slipped him considerably more than Lupine knew.  Mike gave him a big hug, ruffling his hair.

“Bye, thanks again!”

Lupine stepped out in to the midday sunshine carrying his cases, heading for the local airport, a small hop in his heavy legs.

-

“Right, at last, lunch time!” Kuga exclaimed.  Kuga sprung in to the kitchen and got out a large plate.  Mike snatched it off him and put it out of his reach (being 19 ft tall it wasn’t that hard).  

“Ah ah ah!  You heard Lupine, you’re going on a diet and getting some exercise!”

“WHAT? Are you kidding?  He needs exercise – you need exercise more than me!”

“Ah, but he didn’t tell me to and I have the muscles to not need to do it.”

“But, but Mike…”

“No buts, I love you too much to let you get immobile from not having any muscles.” Mike said, squeezing Kuga’s small biceps.

“Really?  You…care for me that much?”

Mike halted, the truth was out.

“Well, I mean in a friendly sort of way.  Personally I wouldn’t mind at all you being 5 tonnes, just as long as you could still walk, although immobility’s nothing to be sniffed at.”

“Aw, you’re so kind and thoughtful.” Kuga said, giving him a little cuddle.

“Yes,” he said, stroking his snout, “but it doesn’t mean I’m going to let you off this diet thing.” He said with a smile.  Kuga frowned like a little child whose been told he can’t have cookies before dinner.  “If you want lunch you’ll have to earn it.  But don’t worry little Iggy, I think you’ll like your exercise.” He opened a cupboard and got out half a dozen frying pans and quickly whipped up 25 bacon sandwiches (some were for Lyfe and Drake who had big appetites too).
Mike quickly ate them and had a whole chocolate cake dripping in double cream all to himself (Drake and Lyfe had a raspberry gateau).  Kuga hungrily watched on, his stomach growling from the smells of bacon and cheese.  Mike finished the last of his lemonade, belching up the CO2 and lay down on the couch near the front of his cave.  Mike settled himself in, his stomach covering his upper thighs.  He called Kuga over.

“All right, here’s what you have to do – spend the next 15 minutes giving my belly a good old rub!”

Kuga grinned and happily jumped on to the dragon’s cuddly belly.  He lay face down, stretching his arms around him and gave him a jubilant hug.  Mike patted his head and chuckled.

“That was a ‘rub’, not a ‘hug’, hug later.” 

Kuga rolled his eyes playfully and stood up on all fours.  He grabbed a thick fat roll with each paw and wobbled back and forth, side to side.  Mike closed his eyes, enjoying the simple pleasure.  Mike felt Kuga’s tail rubbing across his waist too.  After a little while Kuga turned sideways and moved down his waist, then later up to his chest.

“Come on Kugie!  Work that Iggy belly!” Mike said, reaching through Kuga’s legs and tickled his stomach, which was jiggling about with all this motion, causing him to laugh.  He was sweating slightly and panting.  Lyfe and Drake were filming highlights, although they both agreed that this was ‘highly irregular’ for a Dragon who liked to see a good deal of fat on people.  Lyfe decided to challenge Mike’s methods.

“You know, isn’t this going to burn off a lot of them gorgeo- I mean, a lot of calories?” Lyfe said, catching himself mid-sentence.  Kuga continued kneading his friend’s large bulk.  Mike turned sideways, still smiling from ear to ear.

“Ah, it might do, but it’s giving him those muscles and giving him a big appetite, which means Kuga’s going to be really hungry and eat loads and fill that belly of his! Besides, he likes it, and so do I.” Mike said cheerily, obviously happy with his plan.  

Drake chuckled and turned to Lyfe, “He’s got a good point.”

“But I thought you were putting him on a stupid diet?”

“I am! A very fattening diet! With some exercise thrown in of course.”

Mike’s mobile phone’s stopwatch started beeping, he turned it off and Kuga collapsed on to him.  Mike scratched his head lovingly and rubbed his aching arms and legs.

“Well done!  Feel hungry now?”

“Definitely!” Kuga eagerly replied.

“Come on then,” Mike said, picking him up in a hug and carrying him in to the kitchen, “Let’s take care of that problem.”

-

Mike cooked him several bacon and cheese sandwiches (he gave himself and the others some more too) with a selection of packets of crisps on the side.  Then he gave him three large double quarters (with plenty of salad, to ease his conscience concerning what Lupine had said) with a thick chocolate gateau cake with double cream mixed in with cookie crumbs for desert.  After serving him most of the cake in rather thick slices, Mike popped the box back in to the cupboard.  He sat down opposite Kuga who was licking his paws clean of chocolate; cream was dribbling down his snout.  He belched and quickly covered his mouth, trying to remember his table manners.  Mike stroked his tail with his own under the table, working his way up to his thickening waistline, giving it a tender rub.

“Feel better?”

“Yes…thanks.”  

“Anything for you.”

“It was very good.”

“Just trying to make sure you keep your strength up.”

“You mean keep my fat reserves up!” Kuga corrected.  Mike grinned, caught out.

Mike glanced at the wall clock – 2:49

“Oh, erm, I need to get going.” Mike said, getting up to leave.

“I thought you had booked work off today?” Kuga said, wiping his lips with his serviette.

“I did, it’s just that…I’m going to court today.”

Kuga looked terrified, it surprised Mike to see him this concerned.

“W-what have you done?”

“Oh ho it’s okay Kuga, nothing.  I was just going to…try to get the court to…keep all the journalists away.” He said, avoiding eye contact.  Kuga looked unconvinced.  “You know ‘cos we keep getting people coming and intruding in my…our cave and taking pictures, like this morning.” Mike said, pointing to a narrow path to the side of his cave.  Dragomike’s cave was really a tall two level house built with in a cave, but had a small path going down the side and a garden at the back the size of a small field, since he lived on the outskirts of town under a small hill.

“Oh, right.  Can I come?”

“Well no not really, you need to be invited…I mean summoned or, or something.”

Lyfe almost said something, but Drake stood on his toe – it wasn’t their place to say you were allowed to sit at the back of the court as part of the audience.  Mike had his reasons.

Besides, you need to do some more reading, and you still haven’t done that maths book.”

Mike saw him roll his eyes and squirm in his chair.  Mike had gone to the library with him to get several ‘Early learning’ books out, such as maths English and Science to help Kuga learn.  Kuga was developing a fine talent for writing, although his spelling, grammar and syntax were not something to be desired, but he was trying at least.  He struggled a bit with maths (apart from really basic calculations) and no one wanted him in their schools because of all the media buzzing around him, and of course it was almost the end of the academic year.  Kuga had learnt pretty quickly how to read in English, and was trying to learn a little bit of Greek too of his own accord.  He could now read children’s books fairly well and had just about mastered the alphabet, although sometimes letters came out backwards.  Drake had been teasing him a little bit about how he held his pen in his left hand in a funny sort of way.  Mike had let it go because it worked for him, although if he used a fountain or felt tip pen it meant he smudged his work because his left hand dragged over what he’d just written.

Kuga slouched in his chair and backed down.

“Oh all right.  I don’t see you doing any maths though.”

“I do lots of maths – I work on a till remember!”

“Fine.  Well, have fun.” He said gloomily.

“Cheer up, I don’t think I’ll be long, and you’ll have these pair to keep you company.” He said, giving Kuga a lick.

“Bye!”

-

“Case number 26, Dragomike versus social services for guardianship of Kuga Iguanodon.  All rise for the judge!” cried the Court Clerk.

Mike anxiously stood up; fortunately this courtroom had a high enough ceiling so he didn’t hit his head.  A large pompous husky waddled in, dressed in formal clothing that didn’t fit his round frame very well, clutching at some paperwork.  He sat down.

“Be seated.” Said the judge.

-

It was a long, tiresome, boring and utterly dull hearing, or at least it would have been if the opposition didn’t seem so darn intent on winning.  The barristers seemed to go on for ages, talking about irrelevant nonsense about this that and the other.  He’d received several elbows for yawning in the middle of court, and more for not shutting up his grumbling belly.  He probably would have fallen asleep if the case wasn’t so important and that it almost concerned him directly.  

Mike rubbed his face, yawning loudly, the day’s events finally bringing on their effects.  Walking home alone gave him the chance to think about what had happened at court; the opposition who worked for the Social Services had argued that Dragomike couldn’t possibly take custodianship of Kuga because he didn’t have the means to do so.  He had been asked some very personal questions.  The prosecutor had fought hard because Iguanodons were so rare in today’s world – and very highly prized.  Mike’s mind drifted back to the last question he had been asked after an hour of being cross-examined.

“Mr Dragomike, give me one good reason why this court should trust you with this dinosaur?” the Judge had asked.  The fact that the husky judge hadn’t used Kuga’s name was surprising, but he didn’t have to think long for an answer – he just answered honestly.

“Be-cause…I love him…as if he were my own brother.  He’s the closest friend I have ever had.  I care for him deeply and would never – ever – let anyone harm him or, or…or do anything to him.  When we were escaping from the disaster on Lemur Island, when I saw him floating…unconsciously…in the water…” his voice started to break, “it hurt me to my soul - all I could think of was getting to him, I didn’t even think about myself.”

The Judge looked down at him through his wire-rimmed glasses, pulling a suspicious face, which hurt his feelings.  Still, Kuga was worth it.  

Mike turned the last corner to get to his cave; it was on the outskirts of town so it was very quiet at this late hour.  He found a note on the door from Lyfe and Drake, saying they had finished up and gone to edit their footage and thanked him for his hospitality.  He turned the key to his cave’s door and quietly stepped inside, closing the door behind him.  Slinging his bag to one side he walked towards the kitchen and stopped.

A smell of finger food lingered on the air, party poppers lay on the sideboard and a large plate of cookies next to a slowly cooling mug of hot chocolate sat on the table.  A large banner made of paper hung from the picture rail, on which was written ‘Happy Hatchday DM!’ but with a backwards ‘y’.  A hand made card lay next to the small meal.  Leaning over he picked it up, it read:
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“Dear Dragomike, 

On this your hatchday,

In the splendid month of May, 

I think back upon the time,

When you became a friend of mine,

And forever cherish the memory

Of the day you gave my life back to me.

Happy Hatchday DM!

From Kuga”

Mike folded back up the card and looked at the cover again.  It showed a stick figure of him hugging a smaller blue dinosaurian stick figure.  He sighed and placed the card back on the table.  Is it really May 26th already? Gosh, I thought we were still at the beginning of the month.  How time flies when you’re enjoying yourself.
Mike sniffed one of the cookies – freshly burnt.  His eyes glanced up and settled upon a sleeping figure in the corner, curled up in his favourite chair.  Kuga lay dozing quietly with a green paper party hat on.  Mike smiled and came over to him quietly, gently picking him up as he sat down.  Kuga didn’t even flinch, but he sure felt heavier.  He laid him gently back down on to himself, cuddling him softly in to his thick yet soft belly scales.  He wrapped his tail across him so to keep him warm.  He sat and admired Kuga’s artistry skills – or the current lack thereof – smiling to himself.  He laid his head back and slowly drifted of to sleep.

-

While Dragomike slept, he dreamt he was lying down in his chair in his cave with Kuga gone.

“This is a dream.” He said out loud.  He felt his feet on the cold floor.  “Wow.” He looked around.  He seemed to sense that someone was watching him, or that he wasn’t alone, even though there was no one else around.  After a while, he thought he heard a familiar voice calling out to him, it was Kuga.

“Kuga! I’m here!” he called, standing up to see him.  Kuga suddenly appeared from behind him, and embraced him in a hug.  He half expected him to vanish in to thin air or something.  But he didn’t.

“Hey, when did you get home?  Why didn’t you come home earlier?” his dream visage asked him.  His mind seemed to bringing up his guilt about letting Kuga down after all the effort he had gone to.

“Oh I’m sorry dear Kugie, I was…delayed.”

“Why? What took you so long?”

“It doesn’t matter, it just took forever.” Dragomike said, trying to stop his brain from making him paranoid.

A faint whisper of a voice was heard in the air, both could hear it, although at different times it seemed.

“Tell me the truth Mike, I know you’re holding something back from me.”

Mike paused at this.  This dream seemed to be showing Kuga just a bit too well – Kuga usually could tell when he was lying (which was something he hardly ever did and regretted doing) and he could see his worried look in his little blue eyes.

“Mike? What’s wrong? What are you hiding from me?”

Mike still didn’t answer.

“Well…” he paused and took a deep breath, “What’s the point in asking you anyway,” He let his breath go, “you’re just a dream.”

Mike blinked; slightly offended his own brain was slogging him off like this.  Kuga seemed to be thinking something over, listening to the voice he kept hearing.

I wonder where that voice is coming from, I hope it’s not someone spying on us again Dragomike mused, shaking his head.

“Yeah, me too.” Kuga said aloud.

Mike gasped, springing back slightly.

“Mike, you ok?” Kuga asked looking around. “I only answered your question.”

“But, I didn’t say it out loud, but oh I know, you’re a dream so really…” Mike said, thinking to himself, but suddenly his dream cut him off.

“No I’m not a just figment of your imagination thank you very much! You are…” Kuga said, being interrupted.

“I’m not!” Mike stole in.  “Wait a minute…you can hear my thoughts, and the voice I keep hearing, it’s yours – I’d recognise that deep well spoken voice of yours anywhere! I can hear your thoughts!”

Suddenly it clicked.

“We’re having the same dream.” Kuga said

“Hey, yeah, now it makes sense, I’ve felt like this once before, it was in a dream not long ago, it was in London…”

“Oh yeah! So the boy with long black hair WAS you! I thought I recognised you under that funny human disguise!”

“I didn’t like how thin I was.” Mike said, pulling a funny face.  They laughed and hugged.

Kuga suddenly broke down and threw his arms around him in an even bigger hug.  He seemed really upset.

“Oh Mike I was so worried about you, I thought you’d gotten lost or someone had hurt you, I stayed up for hours, hoping you’d walk in any minute.  I got so scared when Lyfe and Drake left, I sat in-“

“-My chair so you would feel that I was there with you.” Mike finished, sensing his thoughts.

Mike felt Kuga squeeze him a little more, a small tear running from his eye.

“I missed you so much, I tried ringing your phone but you didn’t answer.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t have it on and I didn’t have any credit anyway.”

“No ‘cos I gave you some for…” Kuga stopped himself.

“You what?”

“Didn’t you open your present?”

Mike shook his head.

“Lyfe and Drake helped me buy some credit for you; I left it on your bed wrapped up in some wrapping paper Drake gave me.”

“Aw, thank you Kugie.” He said, giving him a pet pat on his snout. “I didn’t see it, I saw you laying down, all curled up in the corner on my chair so I never got to lay down in bed.  But thank you.” He said with an affectionate cuddle.

A large rumbling noise filled the room – someone was hungry, although the noise didn’t seem to come from anywhere specific.  

“I guess you must be hungry.” Kuga said

“Hehe, yeah, I didn’t eat anything before I went to bed, but I noticed you had!” the dragon said, wobbling his friend’s scaly stomach tenderly.

“Hey, what can I say? I’m on a diet!” 

Mike rubbed absently at his own tummy.  Kuga looked around and thought up a large plate of cookies, significantly better looking than the ones he’d tried to cook earlier.  He gave the plate to Mike.  Mike graciously accepted and ate the whole plate – literally (something you could do quite easily in dreams).  It didn’t fill his hunger (it was only imaginary after all) but it was the thought that counted.

The dream faded away, and so did Kuga, leaving Mike alone to himself for a while.

Another dream soon showed itself.  Mike saw himself back at the court, in one of the anterooms.  He heard a horrific roar – he went spinning around the corner and saw half dozen large deadly spiders on the floor, cobwebs were everywhere and Kuga was right in the middle of them.  He was shouting for Mike, but he couldn’t see him or reach him.  The vision in front of him disappeared as quickly as it had appeared.  The roaring suddenly became very loud and seemed to become much more audible.  Mike was suddenly very aware of his surroundings; he could feel a cold draft on his face, his backside lodged in his chair and the weight of Kuga pressing on him.  The roaring was still sounding.

Mike snapped his eyes open; Kuga was sitting up straight, his eyes open and his pupils wide.  Mike jerked up and looked around.

“Kuga, are you all right?” he worriedly asked, placing an arm on his shoulder.

He stopped roaring and looked at him.  A face of relief instantly spread over his face.  He threw his arms around his neck and cuddled him.  Kuga sobbed quietly.

“Hey, hey…” Mike said, patting his head lightly as he cuddled him, “it’s okay, I’m here, I’m here.  It was just a bad dream, you’re alright now, I’m here for you.”

“It was horrible!” Kuga sobbed, his little heart beating speedily, “there were these horrible spiders everywhere, and my feet were caught in the webs and I couldn’t move!”

“I know, I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry I couldn’t get there to help you.”

Kuga seemed to snort at this, a small smile running across his lips.  “I guess I’ve been watching one too many nature programmes.”

Mike smiled and patted his snout, glad that Kuga could always seem to find a bright side to everything.  

After a while Mike pulled Kuga off him a little, looking at the timepiece on the wall next to a poster of the two of them, “I think it’s time you went to bed.  It’s three in the morning, and you need your rest.” He said, stroking his neck as Kuga rubbed his eyes.  Kuga gave him the most innocent and scared look he’d seen him ever make.

“Aw please don’t make me go, I’m, I’m too scared.  Can’t I just sleep with you tonight, I mean if I could just sleep at the end of your bed or even on the floor, I’d know I’m safe then.” Kuga suggested.

Mike thought for a moment.  He picked him up and walked towards the bedrooms.  Kuga was still begging him not to do this.  He put him down on the bed, and got in himself.  Kuga blinked.

“Well how about you sleep on me, just for tonight.” He said, winking at him in a way only Dragomike could do.  Kuga’s concerned face faded in to absolute joy and quickly scrambled on top of his lovely warm belly, making himself comfortable.

“I feel so – secure when you’re here.” He admitted after a moment.  Mike smiled happily to himself; suddenly realising he was sitting on his top-up credit present.  He put it on his bedside cabinet, which reminded him:

“Oh, before I forget - I want to thank you from the bottom of my big dragon heart for what you did for my birthday, it was very thoughtful of you and it means a lot to me, I’m just so sorry I wasn’t here when I should have been.”

“Well, that’s okay, you were busy.”

“I should have been busy with you.  Anyway, good night and have good dreams.  Don’t fear the bad ones ‘cos your dream dragon guardian is here!” Mike said, wrapping his small reptilian friend in a hug.  He pulled the blanket over them (although it really only just covered part of him).  The draft was still making them both a little cold, so, always thinking of others, Mike pulled his flabby fat belly over Kuga and gently pushed him in to it, his head just visible under Mike’s chin.  He shuffled over a bit and waited for Kuga to fall asleep, and then slowly drifted off himself.

-

There was something inherently peaceful about looking after someone.  That morning when Dragomike woke, the first thing he thought of was Kuga.  He peered down over his snout to see his little friend curled up inside his scales, snoring softly.  He looked so special, so at rest that he just couldn’t bring himself to wake him.  He wrapped some more of his belly around him and just lay there, thinking how lucky he was to have him as a friend.  He felt a deep sense of pride and responsibility towards Kuga.  Even though he had been living with him for a little while now, there was still so much he had to learn, so much to do, so many pages to turn, so many sights to see and so many things to experience.  He just prayed he would be able to take it all in.  Mike knew that Kuga was deeply grateful for everything he had done for him and was always trying to think of ways to show that thanks.  In fact, he had even said so once.

“I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve a friend like you, you’re so kind and, and loving and caring – I don’t deserve you.  Whenever your friends come around I worry that you’ll go off and leave me alone because I’m not good enough to be your friend.  I just feel so guilty that you’ve given me so much – you’ve given me my life, you saved me, you’ve befriended me, you’ve taken me in under your wing, you’ve helped me stay in touch with my adopted family and you’ve given me your home and hospitality, and what have I given you? Next to nothing.  I just want to give you something to say…thank you.”

Mike was deeply hurt at this and had started to cry.

“Kugie, I will say this just once – you are my BEST FRIEND, you are the one who befriended me on Lemur Island, the one who accepted me in to your little clan.  You made me feel so warm and welcome.  Whatever it is you want to give me, you don’t have to – I can wait forever, your friendship is all I need and ever want!  And don’t ever say that! I would NEVER leave you - ever!  I’d never forget you, I can never forget you, if I did…I’d be alone.” 

He had meant every word.

Kuga eventually woke up, although he was reluctant to get off of him because he was ‘so darn comfortable’, which Mike thought was sweet.  Mike fixed them both a very large breakfast, even by his standards, and even by Kuga’s diet’s standards.  Mike made sure Kuga ate at least half of what he had cooked.  Mike ate what Kuga couldn’t.  Kuga was so full and bloated that Mike couldn’t help but give him a short belly rub before he had to waddle off to court again.  

Today the court would tell him if they would award him full guardianship or whether Kuga would be taken into social services.  But it didn’t matter, if they ruled against him he’d appeal, and if that failed he’d take it to a higher court, he’d do everything in his power to keep him.  He wasn’t being selfish, but Kuga was just stepping on to the path that bridged the world he had lived in all his life and the way of his new life.  He was in a very tender and delicate stage, he was like a small child who steps outside in to the big bad world and begins to see things for themselves, but still need their parents to look after them, answer their questions and be their guide.  Kuga had no parents, not that he knew of.  The smallest thing could ruin his whole progress right now, and Mike was the only person he could really trust, that he could rely on and lean on for support.  And Mike leaned on him for support too, he got a lot of satisfaction from looking after him, and having him in his life had given him a sense of purpose, an inspiration to carry on.

Kuga pleaded that he just stay another 5 minutes, he was still tired from the night before and being around Mike was reassuring to his still frayed nerves.  Kuga quickly nodded off again, dragging Dragomike with him.  

Mike found himself flying high up in a misty mountain range, thousands of feet up in the air, with Kuga happily wrapped around his neck, enjoying the thrill.  All memories of their current time and place were forgotten, cast aside to return to the innocence that Kuga brought back to Dragomike’s experience.  Mike gently glided through the peeks, his radiant warmth kept both of them comfortable.  Neither of them spoke.  Mike took them higher and faster, soaring high, the wind hitting him in the face and the quiet rush of wind against his floppy ears.

Mike started to hear a voice, but it wasn’t Kuga’s.  In fact, there was more than one voice.  A sudden crack jolted Mike from his sleep.  He looked around; Kuga was peacefully resting on his belly still.  Everything seemed normal.  At least, it seemed so.

Mike’s sensitive ears picked up faint noises – faint voices, voices talking to each other, voices getting closer.  Voices that sounded creepy and threatening.  People were intruding in his cave.  He tightened his grasp on Kuga.

BANG! SSFFPTT!

A gunshot! Kuga leapt up in agony, a needle sticking out on his neck, his eyes watering.  Mike panicked, his hands flailing.  A figure darted from the doorway yelling something.  Kuga’s roars were severely intense.  He quickly clasped Kuga’s head and yanked out the needle carefully, causing him to whine in agony.  

“Stay here!” Mike yelled, a parental protective instinct suddenly filling him.  Over 20 people clothed in navy blue were in his living room; they aimed their guns at him.  Mike filled his lungs with air and roared an ear-piercing snarl, making some of the closer intruders shudder with fear.  One of them levelled his gun at his head, Mike spouted moderate fire at him, his tail twitched - he spun around and smacked several of them in the face, using his immense bulk to his advantage.  

BANG! SFFPPTT!

Another needle flew through the air, bouncing off his stomach scales.  He looked up and lunged at the sniper, wrestling him to the floor.  The sniper knew his dragon anatomy and quickly plunged another hand-held needle between the dragon’s chins and neck scales while he could, one of the few soft spots left unprotected.  

Suddenly, his world started to flicker from his eyes, his focus started to dissolve, a sharp pain penetrating his body.  He saw figures lunging at him with nettings and coverings of all shapes and sizes, trying to constrain his flinching body.  Amid all the turmoil and struggling, a single voice carried above them all.

“MIKE!”

It was Kuga.

Some of the intruders had gone back to his bedroom, they were dragging Kuga out, he was fighting with all his strength, quickly slamming one of them with his thumbspike, but to little affect with the armour they had on.  

“KUGA!” he yelled, desperately, trying to reach for him.  He yanked another man off him, throwing him through the air, smashing into one of the cupboards on the other side, constantly edging towards Kuga at an agonisingly slow pace.  One of the men prepped his gun and aimed it at Kuga’s head, Mike slapped him hard with his tail.  Another grabbed one of Mike’s huge frying pans and smashed him over the head with it, causing him to cringe in pain, clasping his head.  Kuga was losing his battle, the serum working its affect on his defenceless little body.  Kuga was quickly overwhelmed once Mike was subdued, although Mike could do little to stop it.  He couldn’t belch any more fire, his strength was exhausted and his strength of mind fading.  His head was pounding, the noise was intolerable. 

The last thing he remembered seeing was the group leaving, pulling Kuga out of the room.  He was screaming and holding his paw out for Mike, crying immensely, blood dripping down his face.  

Then, there was silence.

Mike tried to sit up, but his head felt like lead, his body seized and he threw up, almost choking on it, his muscles contorting.  A small heart wrenched tear slipped down his torn and tattered face.  The silence felt so good, the need to sleep suddenly grasping him, he couldn’t bring himself to stay awake.  His eyelids felt so heavy, he just had to let them close.  So heavy.  He closed them and faded away into oblivion.

-

As soon as Dragomike escaped he real world, a visage of images made their way in to Dragomike’s head, flashes of light and darkness everywhere.  He could make neither heads nor tail of what he was seeing at first, nothing much seemed to be happening except for sudden shifts; his head still felt like it was about to explode.

Then it all began to happen.  A dinosaur was running rampage among a group of hooded figures, wreaking havoc and destroying things.  Noises, echoes, thunderings, wailings, gnashing of teeth, whips, yokes, chokes, bones cracking, scales attacked, guns shot, feet trampled, hands caught, clothes torn, blood spilt, bright flashes, windows smashed, deafening gusts of wind – then the riot stopped, it disappeared from view, followed by falling scenery.  The image before him continued to show the sky falling, the mountains passing and the floor approaching - before the most excruciating pain filled his body, making him jerk and cringe, then, the hazy images and immeasurable pain stopped.

-

“How do you feel now Mr Dragomike?” the doctor asked

“Better, thank you.”

“I’m releasing you home, although I’d like to have someone come and cheek up on you next week ok? Right then, sign here please.”

-

“Are you alright?” a reporter asked him coming out from hospital, he was a fox, he seemed familiar, although he couldn’t name him.

“I feel better if that’s what you mean.”

“No, I mean about…losing Kuga.”

“Who?”

-

“I’m afraid he has short term amnesia.” The doctor told Lyfe

“Oh, oh dear.”

“I can’t tell you what he can’t remember, and there’s no way to just make him remember.”

“Isn’t there anything you can do?”

“It’s up to him, his brain has to make the connections.”

-

“So how does this make you feel seeing these images of this dinosaur in your dreams?” the psychiatrist asked.

“A bit paranoid that I can’t remember who it is, or why I’m seeing it.”

“Does it annoy you that when you go home you see things from this Kuga you don’t remember?”

Mike paused, reflecting on the question and his true feelings.  “No.” he eventually answered.

“I feel…alone.”

-

Mike sat on top of his cave, watching the sunset.  Lyfe strolled over to him wearily.  

“Hi.  I’m Lyfe, remember, from ‘The Sentinel’?”

“Yes, please, come, sit with me.  I could use the company, especially if you say you’re my friend.”

“Sure.” He said, sitting down near the dragon. 

Mike was inspecting the contents of his wallet.  It didn’t have much in it, a few pieces of paper, some Euros, some other forms of currency and a few plastic cards.  He remembered what all of them did and what they were all for.  It annoyed him that some people treated him like a baby, like he couldn’t remember anything when in fact it was just the past few weeks that he’d forgotten.  He saw a passport sized photograph of himself, partially hidden behind a debit card.  He pulled it out and looked closely at it.  

It showed him cuddling the mysterious Kuga, a warm and happy smile on both their faces, something he hadn’t done in a while.  He looked so happy with Kuga, and he hadn’t been around anyone that had made him that happy just recently, even though Lyfe was entertaining.  He noticed that he was holding Kuga in his ‘protective’ grip, something he did when he held something of great value or of significant importance to himself.  He thought deeply, clasping the picture tightly.

“Kuga…” he said, seemingly remembering the day the picture was taken – they were just images, but they were enough to make him start to remember.  A bright day, a big picnic, a hot climate, a good movie, a busy shopping centre, a small blue and vanilla worried face.  That worried face seemed to trouble him, but when his memory told him he had comforted that face, the face had relaxed, it had become happy.  

Mike liked being happy, he liked people who were happy and he liked making people happy.  Being with Kuga had made him happy.

He stood up, tears welling up in his eyes.  “I remember.”  

Lyfe stood up too, taking a deep breath.  “What do you remember?”

“I remember Kuga.  I remember…the island, the, the sea and the rescue.  We went to a hospital, I watched over him for hours…for hours.”

“Yes, yes you did.  You were very fond of Kuga.”

“Yes, I was…”

“Yeah.”

“I still am.  I’m going to find him – I won’t stand for some crackpot gang snatching him – it’s dishonest and illegal and I won’t have it!” Mike’s eyes swelled with determination, his stance bold his purpose fixed.

“But Mike he could be half way around the world by now!”

“He could also be half dead by now.  I let him down Lyfe, I was his friend, he trusted me, trusted me to protect him – I was his guardian dragon and I failed him.  But I won’t fail him again.  I miss him – sooooo much.” He said emotionally, starting to cry freely.  A strong green light mingled with the majestic royal red from the sun, Mike’s wings were growing, expanding to a truly massive size.  “If I have to search every land, if I have to search each hiding place, if I have to travel to the end of the world or to the end of my life, I’ll do it…” he said strongly, “…I’ll find my friend, my little Kuga.”

Mike spread his wings and leapt in to the air, the sun shining off his brilliant belly scales, his massive girth unable to hinder him in his courageous journey.  Mike sped off towards the sunset, his heart set upon his goal, upon his friend.

-

To be continued…

-
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