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The Sky, A Reflection
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Sometimes I think about the humble beginnings of dragons

all of them spreading forth from a single source

learning, growing, and eventually

the stars are their home—our home

 

Our ships reached planet after planet

empty worlds were soon populated

or worlds full of life were taken into our care

joining together with the fauna and expanding our diversity was one of our goals

from the gentle life forms or hostile creatures of alien worlds, new dragons were born

 

I am unsure if I could call earth our greatest achievement
yes, we have accomplished many things on this world
but we lost so much
however, I still call earth my home
I was born here, this planet is a part of me


Humans look up and they see us flying around
going where we need to go
flying for leisure
here, in Rome, we crowd the skies.

In the city, away from wide-open spaces
when they see us fly, they do not think of us as a threat
that’s because “the dragons who talk won’t dare hurt us!” They say
but venture farther out, into the mountains and the valleys, the hills that roll for miles
or in the searing heat of deserts and in the mist of the jungles
or even the within coldest of the arctic storms
where dragons roam free, and humans will be singing a different tune.

Out there, dragons hunt freely, love freely and live freely
and yet, humans threaten that by imposing hunting restrictions
they staunch our breeding methods in an effort to slow down our population increase.
dragons suffer enough on this rock
humans have managed to degrade the lowest tier dragons—dragons incapable
of defending themselves properly, or dragons bound to The Code,
or dragons who are human mixed and too in-tune with their human side.

I want to say I cannot feel their pain, but I do
it takes a special talent to tune out the cries of your children
it’s something I’ve honed over the years
I shut them out but sometimes I lower my guard
I let them back in
just for a peek at how they are faring.
the moment I let them in I feel their souls being crushed
grated, ground into fine dust
over and over again
my mind is invaded by racing thoughts
my mouth goes dry and my eyes well with tears
My lips quiver as breaths escape in ragged hiccups

“Ashuton?”
I reconstruct my guard and give attention to my brother, Tommaso
For your sake I’ll refer to him as Thomas
He leaned forward to get a good look at my face
his brows are furrowed, he’s concerned
“You’re crying. What’s wrong?”
I don’t feel like pouring my heart out today
“Nothing. Just thinking about the past, that’s all.”
I notice Thomas bites his lip
I know what’s coming next, so I close my eyes and sigh
there’s a sharp pang in my head as he bypasses my mental barrier to invade my mind.
everything I feel in this moment is now shared with him.

I open one eye, then the other, and I see his reaction
He opens his eyes, the tears pouring down his cheeks
he covers his mouth as he huffs—still dazed by the pain
This isn’t the first time he’s done this
I feel like he does this to himself for fun
he didn’t have to peer into my mind when he knows what I go through
“You need to stop—t-taking on everyone’s…pain.”
I look out the window, “you tell me this, but do I listen?”
“I think we need to take a flight before we go. You need a clear mind to enjoy the show.”
I sigh, “if it makes you feel better.”
“No, it will make you feel better.”
I roll my eyes
today isn’t the day

The car stops and we both exit

We both shift into our dragon bodies and take flight
being in the sky makes me feel no better
my wings carry me, but nothing carries my mind
Thomas flies around me, zipping under and above—and slapping my face with his tail.

I suppose it feels nice to have the sun’s heat on my scales
I was getting cold in the car
despite all of this, my mind still wanders and prevents me any true leisure time to myself.
the wellbeing of earth dragons continues to fluctuate and I continue to think about it.
I think about that, then I start to think about the past, then I start to think of the things I endured.
the hundreds of times humans freely tore into me, each death testing the limits of my endurance for brutality
Each death becomes a reminder that my immortality will always bring me back.

“Ashuton!” Thomas flies beside me, giving a worried stare
“I’m fine.”
I dive towards Fontana delle Naiadi
a crowd disperses so I can land
wisps of fire aid my dragon body in reshaping into my human form.
Thomas lands beside me and (of course) he does a quick pose for any of his fans in the crowd.
cameras flash, people exclaim and hands are held out with smartphone cameras capturing our every move.
we walk to Teatro dell’Opera, where the rest of the family is waiting inside.

Thomas jumps in front of me as we walk—how does he manage to walk backwards so effortlessly? “how do you feel?”
I shrug, “fine.”
He frowns, “please don’t be lying again.”
I let out a gentle laugh, “I’m not, I actually feel fine—for now.”

Sometimes a pleasant feeling will wash over you without warning
whatever this feeling is, wherever it came from, I pray to the humans’ gods that it persists for the night’s entirety.
I follow Thomas inside, feeling a little hopeful that tonight’s show will be good
its been a long time since I last saw a ballet performance.

 

 

 




The Transmission
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PERCH-TECH INITIATIVE

 

>TRANSMISSION SENT FROM ROME, ITALY

>TIME-SENSITIVE INFORMATION INSIDE

>

>it’s time to initiate Reverie. Call all of the ships from the Sector 23 army

>it’s time humanity was taught a lesson. they don’t know what we can do

>they torture us, treat us like monsters, use our bodies for their own cruel intentions

>and after all we’ve done for them, it’s time we took our Earth b-

>

>

<MESSAGE ERASED>

 

 

The old dragon at the control panel deeply sighed at the unfortunate turn in events.

He lifted his old paw and hesitated at the sight of the button.

Call the army like his God ordered…or let the humans continue to torture the dragons….

They weren’t all evil…

…were they?

…

He gently pressed his talon on the button and there was a long beep to acknowledge the command. The display on the screen flickered, showing the current location of the dragon fleet.

It only showed fifty ships out of the three thousand medium-sized ships that were hovering beside their flagships.

He could not believe it, he thought to himself, “this is overkill.”

He had to know were they actually going to attack Earth with THAT.

 

PERCH-TECH INITIATIVE

 

<TRANSMISSION SENT FROM CLASSIFIED LOCATION>

>TIME-SENSITIVE INFORMATION INSIDE

>

>sire, are we going to the humans with all of Sector 23?

>that is pure overkill and although it may not be a huge loss if we loose, it is a huge loss nonetheless

>we should just think about taking their main cities and scare them, not eradicate them

>they are still valuable to us and our species

>please reconsider

>

<MESSAGE END>

 

It didn’t take too long for a simple one-sentence reply

It simply read, “those are my plans, please debate no more of it.”

“Ah,” the old white dragon nodded in approval.

“Pendragon? What are you doing?”

He looked behind him and saw his smallest hatchling limping towards him. She was a pretty black-and-red striped dragonling with a fractured and bandaged leg. She constantly nibbled at her wing, it was an uncontrollable impulse.

Pendragon rushed to her, whispering, “return to your nest, my sweet, and sleep as deep as you can. Things are about to change very soon.”

She brightened up, her wings flapping in excitement, “are we going to Earth?”

He started to hesitate, hoping not to dampen her happy mood again.

“…yes, my sweet. We are going to Earth very soon.”

She started prancing in place, gleefully laughing. Her laugh wasn’t normal, it was sounding shrill and perky. He returned to the control panel as she left, and he sent the order and coordinates of Earth to Sector 23.

Some parts of him hated this, but the other part of him was overjoyed to see the Dragons rise up.

No longer would they suffer under the might of man, and it wouldn’t be the other way around.

 

Important author note

 

 

This is a transmission between Maut Pendragon and Ashuton. Pen is the eldest Riv’ve (commander) of the Draconizican space fleet. Maut should probably be dead now because of his age. He’s been with the fleet since they first landed on Earth. He took occasional leaves of absence to rest throughout his years of service. He was surprised that Ashuton gave him an order to allow Sector 23 to come to Earth and…well, invade! Reverie is an old army command that dragons give to the commanders of their military sectors. Reverie means they are granted permission to invade a planet and do whatever possible to conquer it (except kill when needed).

In the illustration for this chapter, Pendragon is green and red because of ancient art of Uther Pendragon wearing green. Initially, the art would be black and white. I decided I liked the sketch enough to color it.

Lastly, Perch Tech Initiative is a mailing system created by a dragon-owned tech company.

 

 




Dragon’s War
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Dragons were rejoicing on this evening.

In Italy, the setting sun gave way to an orange sky.

Society had stopped for a moment to listen as the Emperor’s son addressed the world.

Computers were hijacked, television and radio shows were interrupted, mobile devices replayed the message, and we, the audience, were forced to listen as an important day in draconic history was made.

Not even people in their cars could escape the message, even if they turned their power off.

“I have seen how far your corruption spreads. I have seen how you treat us, and how you manipulate the defenseless among our kind. You think we don't have feelings and that we're just animals.”

People couldn’t confine to their social networks or text their friends to converse about this.

The crowd that gathered to watch him in person was whispering among themselves.

“You use us like cattle, destroy our bodies, you kill us and steal our precious resources.”

His father, Emperor Aronne, stayed in his office, his gaze cast outside the window but his attention absorbing the message from the radio.

He couldn’t stop his ardent son from creating this big, world-changing event. He would have to go against an entire army of his people, or fight Ashuton directly. He’s done all he can. He’s tired.

He grits his teeth as his son delivered a message of ‘hope’ to their dragons.

“We are much more advanced than you think. It was the mistake of the parliament, the council and my father for keeping our secret buried as you murdered us.

We will NOT take the damage from you anymore. My dragons will NOT continue to succumb to your sickening experiments, befall to your system and slavery. We are free and I will make sure we extract our vengeance upon you and show you who we really are.”

When he spoke the part about free people, the volume of his voice increased.

When Seraphina entered the office, Aronne held her hand and kissed her on the cheek for a small piece of comfort. They stood in silence, worried for their son, as the cheers on the radio continued. To rage war with another species is a sure sign of a dragon's mind breaking from torture.

“I, Prince Ashuton Karrucci, God of Dragons, will declare war upon humanity. When I feel you have been crippled enough, I will see if you deserve a reprieve.”

This was the part where some of the Dragons started rejoicing.

Ashuton walked off, leaving the crowd to descend in chaos as dragon shifters quickly changed into their dragon forms. They heard the directive, so now is the time for action. They started abducting people in the streets; by holding them in their paws, their maws or with their tails, and refusing to let go as they flew off.

 

 

The regular dragons were doing much more damage. Some cast their elemental breaths on buildings, herding people out into the streets.

Other dragons tried to disregard the directive and commit slaughter, evidenced by one light-blue wyvern attempting to cast her lightning breath on a family. Another dragon, a drake
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, jumped in front to take the hit. Her tail twitched as she was electrified. With a chirp, she reminded her comrade of the directive. Disobeying the directive wasn’t allowed.

“Capture, but do not kill.”

Others still deviated, in the strangest ways. One family was incapacitated, with saddles strapped to their backs with the quotes "we are not pets" and "no free rides" burned on the walls.

When power was restored for the humans, social media sites blew up in a storm of concerned posts.

“Is my dragon going to kill me?” said one post.

“My dragon tried to swallow me!” said another, surely a person mistaking an attempt at capture as an attempt at eating them.

“We’re defending Cape Town. Local tribes in the region have turned against us and sided with the wyrms. Help us kill these lizards and their allies!” said another post.

When the military stepped in, guns blazing, is when dragons brought a military of their own to combat the human forces. These weren’t the space army, no no. These were dragons who served the human military, fighting for their countries. Now, in many countries of the world, they serve their master and their own people.

In the streets of Beijing, the military was pushed back by immortal biped dragons who stood in front, protect the dragons without immortality, the non-morts. When they were close enough, the bipeds immobilized the soldiers with gas. The non-morts were able to haul the soldiers away.

In Moscow, soldiers were going head-to-head with tall, muscled biped dragons. These Wyrms were built to withstand the cold. Their body fat and muscle protected them from most hits. Their immortality protected them from bullets that came from afar.

Again, it was the non-morts who whisked the soldiers away.

The media branded these events as the ‘Awakening of Dragons.’ People said the Karrucci Family was doing nothing to call off the rabid creatures, to stop them from venting their anger, but the Karrucci’s supporters said the rebellion was inevitable. Hunting restrictions, the slow stripping of basic draconic rights, earth was no longer becoming a haven for dragons who weren’t using tooth, claw and fire to fight.

Hours passed, where there were sirens heard in many places of the world. Those sirens heralded the appearance of draconic warships.

From the skies they descended above cities. Dropships carrying dragon soldiers were deployed by the hundreds—possibly thousands, with armored dragons flying beside them.

In San Francisco, the location of a hidden dragonshrine, a large life form had slithered up from the water. When it’s head peeked from the waters, it let out a deep and guttural growl. Its face was withered and dotted with horns, suggesting an old and ancient creature. It opened its mouth, now letting out a deafening roar. He is Serpentrust, the serpent-dragon of the Pacific. He dwells in the lava of the Earth until he is called to assist.

The directive from Ashuton had placed a ‘life mindset’ into him, so his purpose in this moment is to destroy the bridge. His greater purpose is to dig, dig and dig to create new pathways.

He coiled, lifting his great tail. The water sloshed and splashed back whence it came when he pounded the bridge, sending cars flying. Medium sized dragons flew by and caught the cars with their talons before they hit the icy waters. They caught the people who tried to flee before Serpentrust’s tail slammed the bridge. The directive is still capture, not kill.

The media world was still up in a buzz. Serpentrust’s attack was the headline on any news that could be sent. Breaking news broadcasts had interrupted replayed television shows to inform anyone watching about the event. They even took things out of proportion with crazy and misleading headlines.

 

Terrible Aliens Attack: Death toll estimated to be 500 with 2 million minor injuries.

 

Giant snake destroys San Francisco!

 

Are the Dragons really Aliens?

 

Have we been living amongst the third kind?

 

Are we in for a time-out from Mommy?

 

After Serpentrust’s opening, then came the initial attack.

Those dropships had touched down, along with pods that were deployed from cruisers manned by dragon shifters. These pods and dropships contained Dragon hybrids. The hybrids are bipedal and a some had wings on their back. The ones with wings wore specially made armor and were positioned in the back of their platoons.
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