[image: cover-image, Thorn (2022 Edition)]
￼[image: Picture 6]
 
￼[image: Picture 5]
 
Thorn
An Empire of Dragons story
 
© 2011-2022, L’Poni Baldwin. All rights reserved.
 
Fan art OK
Fan fiction OK
Doujinshi OK!
 
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
 
 
 
 
 
Thorn
 
The stories in this collection are about Vampire Team 6, a team of military vampires and wolves.
I had fun writing these. They first came to me when I was playing Resistance 2 for the 400th time.
 
VT6 (short for Vampire Team 6) is going on their best mission yet! Let’s pray they make it out alive ‘cause knowing vampires, they’ll probably explode before the battle starts.
 
2022 Notes: this is my old writing, so some of the grammar and dialogue may suck, but the story itself is what’s important. The core of the story still stands and is canon to EOD.
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Feeding Musk
 
He rubbed the soft tuft of hair and took a deep breath to reminisce the high times. For him, memory was an unloaded box of sugar that could easily taint. He tried to remember the color of her hair—auburn or blue—and the length of single strands that flew upward with the gusts of wind. Like the dabbles of poetry, he wanted to see her smile. He remembered the way it knifed across her face and turned her demeanor upwards, causing him to spiral.
Now was not the time. Their arrival in the snowy town of Capoliveri was coming to a close. The ship made port on a gray afternoon. He carried his son and walked off, traversing into the auras of Italian society. Treading on the unknown pathways of a world he did not know, Laurence Albercone went where his instincts lead him. He weaved through people and dragons that crowded the streets for the Grape Festival. Idle, unknowing, nobody could see his situation unless they looked him in the eyes to see his despondency.
He came to an end when his feet touched the sands of Lacona Beach. Fixating his gaze upon the horizon of beachgoers, resting dragons and sailboats, he carefully plopped his son on the ground.
 
“Goodbye, Shaw,” he whispers.
 
In truth, there was barely anyone on this beach. Those were old memories. He’s seen these waters before as a dragon of the Copper House. Unable to return to his royal form, he stands there awaiting the perfect suicide.
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“Ironblade…I can vaguely remember your face.”
Her attitude was forged with strong patience and a mortifying past. “A Bade of Iron” was the name bestowed upon her by her gracious peers. “Ironblade” was the namecall her parents gave her.
He let the words roll off his tongue like a poet’s rhyme, “Princess Ironblade, sister of Giselle Salsburry of House Copper,” he recited her features, her smile, her visage, “Hair melded of blue or blonde, pixie-cut, courteous and shallow, small face and eyes of wide…” he hesitated, feeling her ghostly presence unjust, “…she…she left me one son…an heir to the autonomous state of…Missouri…freshly conquered…”
Something slipped from his fingers. A small token of gratitude from the woman he killed. He felt her dress, soaked in the smell of blood. Her limbs, strewn from her body by the blade in his red hands. Reaching up with a broken arm, she tried to caress his face. The crowd in their little commune had scattered and screamed. He disappeared when the whirling red-blue lights approached. 
A commuter noticed him, called him out for what he was.
“Hey! You murdered Princess Ironblade!” she said accusingly.
The smell of strawberries lifted him as his approach towards the water was nigh. He hoped his son would be picked up by someone caring. Some person other than himself. Uncaring, tyrannical, murderer of Ironblade the Defenseless.
The water was now pushing against his body, trying to prevent his entry. The crowd gathered, becoming a blur as he tiredly focused on trying to drown under the heavy currents. A beach-goer and his little red dragon noticed the boy playing in the sand. The dragon curled ‘round the child, watching as his murderer-of-a-father descended towards death. 
The lifeguard tried to brace the waters but the man was already gone downunder. Laurence wanted to sleep with the fishes in a grave under the sea.
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This story was meant to end Dragons & Cicadas, but for some reason I didn’t want to release a second volume and decided to release the whole thing in monthly updates so everyone could get the whole story. How did that turn out? I’m not sure. The guy in this story murdered the sister of Giselle (the lady from the story Little Bo Peep Giselle). I didn’t intend to reconnect Giselle with her royal family, but I couldn’t help but to mention them! I don’t remember what inspired this. I know I had to research Italian festivals to write it, but other than that I think it just came to me out of the blue. I enjoyed it, didn’t want to end it, but as I read over it I realized it’s perfect at this length.
 
 
 
 
Floodbridge
 
Rushing into the foray that had been occurring on the bridge, Shaw McKinnel dove behind one of the many fallen pylons. The ringing of plasma rounds and clinging bullets had become the traditional sounds of battle and then it would slowly die out as the enemies disappeared. He so badly wanted to radio in and ask for Amanda’s transport, but the LZ was too hot. He listened with despair as he hid behind a rock; listening to his men die off as they futility tried to hold the bridge. A flashback from a once-distant memory had bubbled to the top of his mind:
 
“Call Card 0174309. Subject Name: Shaw McKinnel. Title: Son of Develin Thoreau. Subject nationality: British.”
“Step forward.” said the man behind the desk.
A young marine with bright red eyes took the first few steps towards his new future. He wanted to hide his fangs from his boss. He knew that humans discriminated people with vampiric and dragon lineage.
The General beside the man at the desk spoke again, “Subject has served under the wing of His Majesty’s Servant Service as Ward of the Boy-king, Ashuton Karrucci the Second.”
Walkeri, the man behind the desk, lowered his glasses to examine the young man with his true eyesight, bright red irises within dark red eyes. He wasn’t as tall as the soldier beside him and this young man had streaks of silver in his black hair. Walkeri, his hands clasped together, leaned over and asked, “you worked as servant of Ashuton Karrucci’s son sometime after the rise of Dragosaya, am I right?”
Shaw corrected him, “Dragosaeya. Yes, I have. I was one of the four servants in a close relationship with the boy. The other three were—”
Walkeri cut him off, “I am not interested in the others. That is all I need to know. Your test scores are admirable. You will be assigned to Vampire Team 6.”
Shaw gasped and drew back, “w-w-what? Why them? They’re suicidal!”
“Why them?” asked Walkeri, “they are the only ones with great potential…” he nudged his glasses, “and all the other spots are filled.”
The General beside Walkeri spoke out, “Vampire Team 6—or VT6 for short—will be leading an assault to reclaim the Bridge of Flooder’s Luck, located at the French quarter. Capturing this bridge will enable us to rush in with an army and control the Crotonian hive of it leads to.”
Walkeri stood up, gathering Shaw’s recommendation papers, “your expertise with different weaponry should keep you alive long enough for this mission to be a success.”
Walkeri, the General and the guards left the room, leaving Shaw to prepare for the mission at hand.
 
He had his eyes closed shut as the memory played out. The scream of a Hive Queen had strung him from his euphoriatic memory. Descending from the ramp, making her way towards the bridge was the four-legged Hive Queen and her alien children (whom took the guise of humans). The soldiers scattered for cover, leaving the leaders of Vampire Team 6 exposed. 
Redder, the red-headed prince of House Bloodfest, held his plasma rifle close. He was ready to blow off heads if need be. Marcello, descendant of the defunct Purella House, was keeping panic at bay.
The Queen was a terror to behold and he knew that. The black-haired Ryodearth and the young blonde Malikov stood side by side, wielding Grade A rifles. The two brothers were linked from different fathers of House Ironblade and House Kuro. Clover, a regular civilian of noble birth, found no fear in the Queen. He only chuckled with a smile on his face.
Shaw ran from his position to join his comrades. They took up defensive positions behind various fallen debris. Ryodearth and Malikov focused on the Priest Guards, whom were wielding Heatlasers. 
“Isn’t that perfect?” asked Malikov in obvious sarcasm, “they have heatlasers.”
Ryodearth blew a strand of black and purple hair from his eyes, “I hate heatlasers. Let’s make this quick and painless.”
“Painless? I was thinking of shooting their arms off,” said Malikov.
Ryodearth smiled at the amusing thought of making them suffer.
The brothers took cover when the searing heat was fired at their direction and in unison they fired the last few rounds to eliminate the Priest Guards.
Redder’s cloaking device perfectly concealed him as he took cover behind a pillar. With deadly accuracy, the bullets from his sniper rifle impaled the human shifters in their heads.
Clover worked alongside Redder, gaining a higher bodycount than his friend. He killed yet another alien, ten points above Redder.
“That makes twenty,” he said joyously, “are you catching up, yet?”
Redder grumbled to himself.
The soldiers were focusing their bullets on the Queen. One soldier had shouted, “Our weapons have no effect!” 
The flood waters were rising and time was running away. Shaw knew how to kill the Queen. He had dealt with one many years ago during the times of the Dragon-Crotonian war of Rome. He ran towards her with blinding speed. He jumped high into the air, utilizing his supernatural powers to gain ungodly height. He landed atop her head and grabbed hold of her horns. The last remaining troops tried to climb their Queen’s back in attempt to kill Shaw, but Ryodearth and Malikov eliminated them as easily as they had done to the others. 
“Killing a Queen’s army should not be this easy,” said Malikov, “do you think we’re reaching our limits?”
Ryodearth shook his head, “when we reach our limits, we’ll know it.”
They watched Shaw with concentration. They were going to learn first-hand on how to kill a Queen.
She kicked and thrashed herself around to get him off, but the vampire did not budge. A shrill scream escaped the confines of her chest and immediately a long dragon-like creature with a long and wide wingspan and his swarm of flies took flight to answer the call. Shaw unclipped a grenade and thrust it into the weak spot on the back of her head. 
Watching the dragon come by with his swarm, Clover shouted to Shaw, “The King is coming!”
The King is Wingtipper, a pureblood dragon with bits of Polistes characteristics that he acquired from being around Crotonians for so many years. He had an army of flies to aid him. He commanded the group of insectoid killers and he served as King of the Hive. Right now he was a medium-sized dragon with two horns atop his head. His full form was ten times larger than the Queen herself. 
Shaw made his escape off the alien as she exploded into pieces of bone, wings, biomass and tricoplasm, but he wasn’t fast enough.
The King landed upon the ramp with a thud, causing it to shake. His flies had reached the much-reduced platoon of soldiers. Their job was to distract the soldiers by flying around them and getting on their faces.
Clover shouted the only words known for a lost mission, “Retreat!”
“I am NOT retreating!” shouted Shaw, “I am going to capture this hive, with or without you.”
He wiped the blood from his mouth and ascended up the ramp, taking big steps with each stride. The remainders of Vampire Team 6 could only watch as Shaw ascended into darkness. Malikov could not hide the tear from his eyes as he looked on. 
“Malikov, we must go!” shouted Ryodearth.
The young man stood there, unmoving, secretly despairing this sad turn in events. His brother had to grab him by the wrist and usher him away. The vampires made their escape from the flooded bridge.
 
￼[image: emblem 2]
THIS begins the story of Shaw McKinnel. I wanted to turn this into a short story novel series, but I could only write it as singular stories.
Anyway, this makes my second vampire story without it really being a vampire story. There is no emphasis on the vampire side of the soldiers in VPT6.
Clover’s old name, Cloven, came from the name of creatures in Resistance series called Cloven. I thought this story had enough references, so I changed his name to Clover.
I also changed the swarm of flies. When reading over this I realized “HEY! That’s almost like the swarm from Resistance 2!”
If I had properly proof-read this story, that would not have been in this book. *sigh* I mean no harm towards Insomniac Games’s intelligently cool creation.
 
 
 
Merry Despair
 
The King’s teeny insectoids followed the unfortunate vampire into the cold silence.
He was overcome by the teeny swarm, drowning in the massive onslaught.
He reached out to the unknown figure before him,
Into the thorns he descended
The floor dissolved, or he dissolved into it
Transported, floating in the endless space
He fell through the expanse and was entangled in the field of thorns.
Wriggling his arms as the thorns sunk in and broke the skin, 
He was bound to them.
The human form of the now-deceased Queen came to him
“Call Card 0-1-7-4-3-0-9,” she said in a trio of voices; his own, her voice and the voice of the soldier, “Subject Name: Shaw McKinnel. Title: Son of Develin Thoreau. Why have you come?”
“Let me out of here!” he shouted, his voice raspy and his fangs extended.
“I remember you,” she said with
 
Shaw McKinnel’s Untimely End
 
Blank
The Short War Story of Lucas Tyrel
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