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The alarm sounded throughout the halls of the base. Enemy airships were flying about and dropping bombs over the city. The soldiers in the base ran to the helicopters where they were dropped off in at the fortified positions around the perimeter of the dusty city. The remaining soldiers stayed behind to defend the base so the scientists could escape with important files and data. The specimen tank was the eye-candy of the mission and reason for the enemy’s bold actions.

Deeper into the base Admiral Connelly fell out of his bed due to the force of the second attack. Everything had fallen off his bookcase, and he thanked God he had nothing important to care for. He had no family, no love, and no home except within the army. The Padania family murdered his wife in Italy some summers back. He never returned to the country and wanted to hear nothing about it. His beautiful little girl, Ally, was killed as well. He could still hear her charming voice ringing in his ear like the sound of a thousand Higurashi singing high in their chorus.

“Daddy, I found another one!” she said long ago while they were still in Tuscany. He wished he had never ventured to Rome for any reason, but what is stitched on time’s back cannot be removed. The room shook again, it made him worry. 

“Sir!” Admiral Connelly looked at the young soldier at his door. The young man spoke, “They cannot get the specimen out! They are about to destroy the base, you must leave!”

The ground shook again and the lights in the hall dimmed. Connelly told the young man, “You go on, I’ll catch up.” It would be a few minutes left before they shut the doors to the base and initiate self-destruct. Again, everything shook and a red box fell off the bookcase. The box caught Connelly’s attention. He picked it up and examined the words written on it with a blue Crayola crayon.

‘cicadas’

He felt the world pause for him. He sat on the bed and opened it, almost brought to tears when he saw the memory his daughter left him. Cicada exuviae, about three of them, lay on the cardboard surface of the little box. He remembered when Ally caught them off the trees and stuck them onto his back every morning before he went to work. He never knew she did that until the day she confessed. On that day she died. Tears fell onto the dried shells as his heart sunk with overwhelming sadness. The alarm was sounding. In reality, time never paused. 

“Base lockdown initiated. Self-destruct in 10...9...”

He didn’t care. He didn’t care. He wanted to see their shining faces again and watch Ally catch more cicadas. He didn’t move. He didn’t care anymore. He wanted to go.

“...6...5...4...3...2...1...”

The explosion burst into a bright orange fire, erasing everything held inside and collapsing the base upon itself, burying old secrets and dead memories.

~ ~ ~
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What emerged from the rubble was not Connelly or any other human, but the specimen they tried to kill. A dragon rises from the mess of concrete and glass, its body cut deeply in many areas. It unfurled its four wings, ruffling them as it takes its first breaths.

The humans in their attack aircraft and bombers pelted the dragon, but it seemed unbothered as it woke up. The ground around it became hotter, the air stifling, the humans and their fighter jets felt the extreme heat permeate the cockpits, and then, all at once, the dragon screams its pain while emanating an extreme blast of heat.

From afar, Lieutenant Mackaroy ordered the rest of the squad to abort the mission.

“Sir? Are you sure? We... We can still capture him.” His assistant, Destine, tries to make him reconsider, “that’s a Karrucci! We need to retrieve him.”

Lieutenant Mackaroy shakes his head, “not without Connelly. His knowledge was the only reason we were successful. Without him, the mission is shot.”

––––––––
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~🐉~

In our world, Cicadas are sacred on earth. However, in your world, they are just insects that sing every summer. Completely insignificant...except to us. We love ‘em.

Regarding the Padania family, they are a remnant of a political party that vies for separation from South Italy, one of the reasons being the Southern economy bringing them down. At one point this family used terrorism in attempts to separate the country. Their old leader
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A (very) brief overview of the Draconizica Empire 







Draconizica: Quick About & Terms
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