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“Loeffler, I must say that you are too involved with humans,” Ragnor said as they lazily stood on an abandoned farm. They assumed their elven/human identities as a matter of course as if they stood around in their true form, they would be attacked. They would of course defeat their enemies, but they weren’t willing to take that chance just yet. They didn’t have enough room in their lairs for more than one dragon, so they opted for the abandoned farm in the Helva Province. After the attempt to overthrow it had been stopped permanently, things got back to a reasonable sense of normalcy in the province. The Black Knights were all but vanquished, with the majority killed or captured since its ill-fated attempt at its attempt at changing the political landscape of the province.

“Oh Ragnor, you worry too much about me,” Loeffler said as she sat on the rusty farm equipment, wondering where the original owners had gone. She waved her hand in dismissal at the insistence of his view. “I am not involved with the humans like you infer my dear.”

“Only humans say that. Your petition to the Great Land Council depends on your political outlook towards them, you are the dragon of the province. You must not get too involved with the humans.”

“Yet you have an elven form, and travel by foot to drink their ale on occasion.” Loeffler shot back, annoyed at Ragnor and his insistence to stay out of their affairs.

“I don’t form relationships with humans like you do. You even have the same genital makeup as a human woman when you are in that form. Do you wish to procreate with them too?”

“I am unable to provide a baby for the humans. Besides it would be a half-human, dragon hybrid, and you know how xenophobic they get. Look at the treatment of some of the elves, they are treated like they are a subspecies, rather than the elegant race that they are. Besides I haven’t had sex with them either, so you can stop worrying about that too.” Loeffler was amazed at the concern that Ragnor had for her. She almost believed that he liked her, but she also felt that he was more concerned about the purity of dragons rather than any mingling that she may do. It wouldn’t hurt to improve humans and elven relations with dragons. Here they were seen as rulers of them, but they didn’t mingle in their affairs like she wanted to. In this existence, she felt that they would benefit from improved relations and maybe political prestige. “I don’t see why you’re so concerned about my conduct. Perhaps you should worry about yourself more and how you manage your life.” Crossing her arms as a human would do made her feel odd, though she felt it was part of learning how to be a human.

“I don’t know what has become of you,” Ragnor said disdainfully. He wanted to make sure that Loeffler didn’t fall victim to the humans and their xenophobic traits. They viewed the dragons that roamed freely as a test of their manhood, and very rarely, womanhood.

“I am a dragon Ragnor, I do as I please.” Letting an edge come to her voice, she was annoyed he was treading on thin ice with her.

“You don’t seem to act it. How is it going with the Great Land Council?”

“They have at least taken me seriously now, but that’s not what you’re worried about is it?”

“We dragons need to represent our kind to the humans and elves. They need our protection and guidance.”

“They don’t ask for our guidance I may say Ragnor, they don’t care as long as we’re not eating their cows and other animals. As long as we stay away, they are happy. We need to be more than just haughty animals that just occasionally eat some cows. How are those magical cows going?”

“They’ve stopped it for the most part, they got greedy, and the farmers all refused to pay for them.”

“Serves them right, greedy bastards.”

Ragnor was surprised at that comment, but he let it go. As long as she still had some animosity towards King Reiner that was fine. He was glad in a way that they had stopped too. They were too tantalizing, and he didn’t want to break the truce between them either. “I suppose one day you will come to your senses and not get too involved with the humans like I fear.”

“The humans and elves are pawns Ragnor, even I know this. Besides, what harm will it do when I know them better? A different worldview?”

“You’ll probably forswear your dragon heritage and become a full-blooded human, never to soar in the skies as I do,” Ragnor said, with a hint of nostalgia in his voice. While he still flew, he was certain she would concoct a spell to fully transform herself into a human forever. If such things existed though.
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“No, no I won’t, I will not hear of it.” As if to mimic a human, Loeffler put her hands up to her ‘ears’, as if that would stop her from hearing Ragnor.

“Then why do you wish to be more in this form than your dragon form?” Ragnor was concerned about their sanctity of being alone as well. They had to get back, well he had to get back, to his lair and see that things were right with it. He couldn’t be stuck in a form that may get them caught by some enterprising humans or elves, wishing to take their life for whatever trinkets they had on them. Loeffler was being difficult today, and this was a trend that he noticed that had become a reality for her. Maybe she needed some time to herself, to figure out what she wanted in life, rather than trying to control her. He didn’t like doing it, but he needed to keep the bloodline pure with no ambitions of joining the human or elven race. They as dragons needed to keep their reputations as elusive animals and that no mortal can control them or their destinies. Only dragons controlled their destiny, and that was at the moment keeping a sister dragon from changing sides.

“I get to experience more and do more, rather than just sitting in a lair looking at my gold. I want to have some adventure, some experience other than eating cows every day. I want to live Ragnor, and you, why do you choose that form?”

Ragnor had nothing to say because he too liked a little adventure mingling with humans and elves, which made him seem like he was being a hypocrite for bothering her about her own life choices. He liked ale and had to sample it from time to time and stave off the occasional robber or mugger from living their lives to the fullest. Their deaths served a purpose, to remind him that he was superior because deep down he was a dragon and for that he was proud, to keep on going as such, he had to ensure that he kept tabs on the humans and elves from time to time, as well as the dwarves, to keep them in check from time to time, to use their own wits against them in the struggle to stay one step ahead. While true, he should be mingling with more people higher up, he believed it started at the bottom, with the xenophobic mutterings that could spark a rebellion. And it allowed him to sample the ale from time to time, ensuring that his addiction was served. He sighed and nodded. “I too do this, so maybe I am wrong in keeping you from your dreams.”

“Now that you see my point of view, can we get back to the Great Land Council?” She was relieved, knowing that Ragnor shared a little of her passion to mingle with the humans, and other races to experience something more than sitting around counting innumerable gold pieces, with a fortune that would keep them busy for years, if not centuries. Besides, humans and elves, and even dwarves, had a short lifespan, while dragons had more than they probably needed, she thought as she listened for news from Ragnor.

“Yes, they are split against your petition and affirm your petition as it stands.”

“Who is the deciding vote?” She was sure that she could influence the person, or dragon, to side with her. She had foresworn her reasons for getting banned in the first place, and to take her place amongst equals, and how she viewed it, the lesser beings of the Great Land Council. The various dragons in her mind held the power in the Council, and with her back in it hopefully, it would mean that the dragons would have more voice to their demands.

“Haesslich has the deciding vote. Initially, it was me, but given my relationship with you as a friend, they chose him to decide instead.”

“I see, did you vote against me or for me?”

“I voted for you, as I see you have good ideas for the betterment of the Council, but you must temper yourself and follow the rules. Only if we work together and follow the Council's rules can you avoid repeating this.” Ragnor implored as he minced his words. He didn’t want to admit with great resignation, so he voted for her reinstatement. Haesslich was neutral with either of them, so his vote would be a surprise either way, for or against. He didn’t know if Loeffler knew him or not. Regardless, he had until next week to make his decision. “In a week he will make his decision, and your fate will be determined. You must appear as well, but since we are on visited lands, you must be in your human form.”

“I know I know, for security and visibility towards the humans and elves.” With a wave of dismissal, Loeffler sighed. She was nervous, but she was sure that Haesslich would vote for her reinstatement because surely he must know that dragons must be represented in all matters, and one more would help his cause, whatever that may be. And surely if It was in her interest, she would support it as always. But then again the dragons enjoyed some preferential treatment when making decisions that affected the populations of the provinces.
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“So, Mathias, what do you plan after this? A big feast fit to keep men fed for days? Or do you just do what you normally do, find a wench and have fun with her?” Harke said as he sat beside Mathias. It had been a good day, dealing with some marauders as of late near the Great Land Council headquarters. It had been a quiet time with his friend, but he felt that maybe he was slipping.

“You know I don’t do any of that,” Mathias grumbled as he began to sharpen his sword. He sensed some dullness in it when it took longer than normal in the last fight, and it took him a few more swings to kill a rather troublesome marauder just yesterday. Since the day was long and there was nothing to do, he decided to work on his sword for the time being, until something came up.

“You know what I think? I think you don’t like lasses anymore, you’ve started to like men, and for that, I feel ashamed.”

“Ashamed?”

“Yes ashamed, you can’t like men, my dear friend, they are not your type, and me as a friend have let you down by not finding a willing woman to take care of your needs,” Harke said as he too looked at his sword and decided that it wouldn’t hurt to sharpen his after Mathias was finished with his blade.

Chuckling Mathias nearly slipped and cut himself. “I don’t like men, my friend, I still like women.”

“Then you must find a willing woman to bed, so you can be happy.”

“Why don’t you find a woman, and leave me alone with your ramblings?”

“I must look out for your well being Mathias, as you need me to help you find a woman.” Harke needed to find one too, he thought as he sat there and watched Mathias skillfully sharpen the blade until the fresh metal shone brightly from his touch. He pointed to the blade. “Looking warriorlike, you sharpen it well.”

“I’m not doing your blade, for the last time, you must take responsibility for your workmanship Harke, I know you’ll try and get me to do it.” Mathias continued to work on the blade, it was working nicely as he concentrated on a particular spot, then once it was worked out, he smiled thinly. Just about ten more minutes and his blade would be ready for combat. But today there was nothing to do, so he decided to listen to Harke try and get the job done without doing it himself.

“Why not? You are already there my friend, and you do such a good job.” Harke said as he watched Mathias work on the blade. He was impressed by the workmanship and felt that he couldn’t do better, even though the main point of sharpening a blade was to be sharp, rather than any real skill at doing so.

“I said no and that’s final Harke,” Mathias said with near gritted teeth. Harke was a good fighter and did his job well, but he was sometimes lazy too and that’s what got on his nerves sometimes. As a self-made man, he didn’t like doing the work of others when they could do it themselves. 

“You wound me, Mathias, not being a good friend and all.” He mimed holding his heart as if it was in pain.

“Fuck off and let me finish,” Mathias said quickly, and then after a few minutes, finished the sharpening of the blade with a satisfied smile, stood up, sheathed his sword, and walked away without a word, leaving the sharpener to Harke.

Grumbling, Harke stood up and followed Mathias. “Surely you can’t show me?”

“You know how to sharpen your blade, Harke, no more asking!” Mathias snapped, giving his friend a hard stare and pointing a finger at Harke in disgust. “I know you can sharpen your blade, so go to it!” Without another word he stepped outside, seeing that Harke wasn’t following him, which made him happy. If Harke needed it done, then he would have to do it himself. Shrugging off the chill of the day he walked to The Frightening Bear for some ale. He knew Harke was right, he did need a willing woman to bed, but who?
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“So, Bart, give me the best ale that you have,” Matthias said as soon as he entered the tavern and approached the bartender.

“Yes sir,” Bartje said as he filled up a cup and handed it to Matthias. “There you go sir; you want to run a tab?”

“Not yet my man, I’m just wetting my tongue for now,” Mattias replied calmly. He didn’t need to raise his voice because he was tired, but strained to remain somewhat professional, even with the barkeep. He was just a man trying to make ends meet with his liquor and ale.

“A fine way to do it sir,” Bartje said as he walked away and attended to other customers.

Slightly annoyed at the bartender leaving him, Matthias slowly drank the ale. Ten minutes later he was finished, and for now, satisfied with the ale’s relaxing embrace. He didn’t know what to do with himself right now, dodging Harke’s insistence that he do the work for him again. It was always something with Harke and he knew it was just the idea that he could not do the work himself to save his life. He knew that he would keep on trying to get him to do it for him. He had working arms and hands, and the mindset of a lazy person didn’t bode well amongst warriors who fended for themselves when it came down to it. Standing up he walked up to Bartje, paid him his due, and left the tavern. Amongst the commoners of the Great Land Council, he largely ignored the civilians who walked around, hustling here and there, attending to whatever business they needed to attend to.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





