
Thunder And Flame

––––––––

By Matt Kirkby

––––––––

Word Count:  1550


Table of Contents

Title Page

Thunder And Flame

Also By Matt Kirkby

About the Author

The air was thick with smoke, acrid and choking, burning the lungs and stinging the eyes until tears blurred vision and coughing racked the throats of those desperate to escape the small village.

A dark shadow scythed through the low-laying clouds, the wind of its passage swirled the smoke rising from the village. A roar echoed like thunder.

“The dragon!” someone screamed.

Thunderclap’s wings beat with a deafening roar that reverberated through the valley like the very heartbeat of destruction. The monstrous shadows they cast flickered across the burning landscape, stretching long and ominous over the chaos.

Children’s wails echoed like lost ghosts, their small bodies trembling as flames devoured their homes.

Mothers clutching their babies trembled with helplessness, tears streaming down soot-streaked faces.

Fathers and elders fought to stay upright, their legs trembling from fear and fatigue, their eyes wide with terror as the flames crept ever closer.

The screams of terrified villagers pierced through the din, mixing with the braying of horses and clucking of chickens.

Josiah stumbled out of his hut and into the fiery hell.  Every inhaled breath drew in the scent of charred timber, melting metal, and burnt flesh, a sickening aroma that clung to everything, seeping into hair, clothes, and even into the memory of those who watched helplessly.

The dragon roared overhead again, loosing another blast of flame from its jaws.

The fiery breath unleashed by Thunderclap was not just a weapon of destruction—it was a living, breathing inferno. It hissed and crackled as it scorched everything in its path. The heat was almost unbearable—like standing in the mouth of a blacksmith's forge—waves of scorching air pressing against skin, melting fabric, blistering flesh.

Josiah’s hands trembled violently as he nocked an arrow to his old bow, every nerve screaming in despair. The arrow, trembling in his grip, would be no match for the beast’s thick, armoured scales. His heart pounded so loudly he thought it might burst from his chest, each beat echoing the hopelessness sinking into his bones.

The dragon swung around again.

Josiah loosed the arrow, knowing it was a useless gesture.

The shaft ricocheted harmlessly, a tiny, futile point of hope lost in the vast darkness of destruction.

Josiah's heart stopped.

Meanwhile, the villagers’ faces reflected their inner torment—eyes wide with shock, mouths open in silent screams or desperate sobs. Some fell to their knees, clutching at the ground or their loved ones, their minds overwhelmed by hopelessness. Others ran blindly, their bodies trembling with exhaustion, their hearts pounding with the primal urge to escape, even if their bodies would not obey.

Across the street, Pamela’s breath hitched with panic as she fought to stay calm. Her lungs burned with soot and ash, her throat raw and scratchy. Her fingers shook as she held her small daughter close, her voice trembling as she tried to whisper words of comfort that were drowned out by the roaring flames and Thunderclap’s thunderous wings. The heat was relentless—her skin felt as if it was melting, sweat and tears mixing into a filthy, sticky mess that clung to her face and neck.

The fire’s glow cast the village and nightmare scene in a hellish light—shadows danced and twisted like demons across the collapsing buildings. The crackle of burning wood sounded like a thousand screaming souls. Sparks and embers rained down like fiery rain, sizzling as they landed on her hair and clothes, igniting tiny fires that she desperately stamped out with trembling hands.

“Mama?”

“It's okay, love.” Pamela winced.

Every sound was a cacophony of despair: the deafening roar of the dragon, the crackle of flames, the screams of the dying, the pounding of her own heartbeat in her ears. The air was thick and choking, filled with smoke, ash, and the metallic smell of blood and burnt flesh. The heat pressed against her like a living thing, making her skin feel raw, her eyes sting, and her throat close.

“We're going to run.”

“Run?”

“To the ditch by the field. You know the ditch?”

“It's muddy.”

“Yes, we're going to go there. Ready?” she paused. “Now run!”

Swooping low over the village, Thunderclap let out another mighty bellow, its wings beating with the force of a hurricane, sending gusts that twisted and tore the remaining huts apart. The wind carried ash and sparks like deadly missiles, burning everything they touched. The sky was a swirling inferno of smoke and fire





[image: ]



[image: ]







[image: ]



[image: ]



[image: ]




d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





