
In a tone that could be best described as similar but much more frightening than an onrushing avalanche the Great Wyrm Red Dragon Quarter Ma spoke. “Now I want to try and be reasonable -- but what made you think that it was possible to harm me in any way?” These words directed to a supine and obviously in extensive agony human. Pinned helplessly to the ground all that was visible was part of one of its legs protruding from between the Dragons mighty claws.


"We”… This response was abruptly cut off when Quarter Ma momentarily distracted by the rude and interrupting human, shifted his footing slightly in irritation. This had the adverse effect of causing extra pressure and snapping another one of the bones of the man, or woman. He could never tell the difference and didn’t really care to find out. The popping noise did however bring Quarter Ma, back to the present and he muttered to no one in particular "Oh Dear". Quarter Ma tried to remind himself that humans and everything else on what he considered his own world Centerfuge were not as resilient to injury as he was. If he wanted this to last, he would have to remember that fact.


“You must understand" he began again relatively calmly, "I was in the throes of deepest anger and rage when I found out that my beloved mate of several centuries had been mercilessly slain by one of your kin!” As these words were coming out his eyes grew more and more molten in colour and before he realized what had happened he had broken another bone in the body of the human. If the quite loud snapping sound had anything to do with it, it was a sizeable bone.  Trying to calm himself down he realized he had gotten to this point many times before in dealing with humans before his anger consumed him and he went off on a tangent. He did so hate it when he did that; it never accomplished anything in his mind. He focused again on why he was angry and remembered it had to do with that wench of a mate he had been forced to endure the company of for more time than he could remember. If it wasn’t for having his own lair he probably would have killed her centuries ago.  

His mind wandered back to the human on the floor and again focused on anger. Oh yes -- beloved Calamity! He conjured up image after image of her. Strangely though with the passage of time, more and more of them were of happy occasions, and not the abject battles that usually ensued when she constantly arrived unannounced and looking for trouble.   With that memory fully in his head, he saw red for more than a minute and, when he finally composed himself, he realized he had run out of interrogation time as he looked down at the sizeable smear on his claw. His head bowed down slightly in defeat at not being able to keep this one alive either. Then trying to cheer himself up he spoke to no one in particular. “Ah well there will always be more of them” as he shrugged in an offhanded way.


The only problem was that he knew this was very much the truth of the matter, as he looked back at the preceding few years he again shrugged his shoulders. Quarter Ma had always been a second story, an after thought around the civilized realms. This was something he actually enjoyed since he never really had done much to secure his position. His mate Calamity drew all the attention and had reigned supreme on the Separating Sea and beyond for more than a millennia. As for himself he was securely tucked away in the Edge Mountains, more of hills he corrected himself and never drew much ire. 

That had all tragically changed about ten years ago, but time was pretty flexible for a creature that knew decades as others would months. He had heard through intermediates that she was slain by a simple adventurer! A massive army had not slain Calamity but a single man by all accounts. A Jordan of Mountain Hold, who he would have to face one day for sure, or maybe send a thank you note, simply out of etiquette he thought. When he had heard the news he was too much in shock to kill the individuals for bringing in such bad news. On the other hand he was vaguely sure that he had given the individual who gave him the news a large sack of gems and laughed for a full day. 


This changed over the next few weeks though, as he grew more and more angry at not being the one that had killed his beloved. Finally Quarter Ma who was normally a solitary creature had flown into a bit of a tizzy and decided on a nice old fashion rampage. Thus he had gone on a storm throughout the region. He had slain practically anything that caught his eye in an attempt for retribution. He only came to his senses following a lengthy battle versus a small armada of ships from the puny nation of Caldar. Although victorious he had been sorely hurt and come back to his lair to rest.


He decided the whole adventurer nonsense was partially his fault since following his pillaging there was no end to the men and woman that came to his door for the “Greatness of slaying the only known Great Wyrm in existence”. He chuckled at that thought, since he knew of several of his brethren that existed. And as any Red dragon would when thinking of others of his kind if not as equals, at least as rivals. Sarcastically he modified the consideration since no human was going to go after his brethren seeing as they would never soil themselves with several months of climbing through the Spiral Peaks to reach those he considered as nearly equal. No -- I am the only one about. So here they come, he thought to himself


It was after these first encounters following Calamity’s death that he began to increase his defenses and now he thought of them as not nearly done at least adequate. He recalculated the distance anyone had to travel to reach his lair. More so now after procuring a wondrous instrument that would not allow magically added travel to get one closer than the very edge of his domain. Ten full days travel at best speed in each direction through the very thickest of woods tends to sap anyone’s strength. These woods also had been “seeded” for the last decade with the finest creatures he subjugated and conjured. He was relatively sure that one of these days he could hold his temper long enough to allow a human to live to carry his brand back to the world and tell that further attempts at Quarter Ma would be foolhardy in the extreme. He had allowed a few companies of “Adventurer mush” to escape but they had never given a full account of the terrible nature of Quarter Ma. He was a little angry at himself that anyone that could give a full account where all rather messily disposed of. 


As he meticulously finished cleaning off his claw he thought that these last ones had been no exception. It and its six companions had actually thought themselves invulnerable to his breath weapon and thus to him, never for once taking into consideration his myriad of spells, his countless minions and his rarely used since he never had to use them but nonetheless present energy of his mind. This particular one, he stamped again, wishing that the body had not been so pulverized so he could stomp it again had dared to bring a spell that could have possibly made him grow younger, at least for a time being. Why does everyone think they know the “perfect” way to defeat a dragon such as I? I actually let him cast that stupid spell, Oh what a statement on his face when I seemed to grow larger not smaller. 


He continued with his musings on the other moronic travelers sure to make their own way to him. They probably are sitting there thinking of Quarter Ma a dragon now over three thousand years old and then scoffing into their cups "Oh it’s only an ancient Red, I've done that before we will be back for supper". “Why do they do that?" he asked himself again "Oh yes there morons!” He screamed into his massive cavern causing a few loose pebbles to cascade down from the ceiling which bumped off of his head. “ Sorry, Sorry”, he finished to himself. That was another thing that bothered him, he had to stop talking to himself it was beginning to upset him and in his view make him appear too unbalanced and a "monster" like some of those that came in here said he was, he did so hate that. In all truth he always forgot he had been doing it since he hatched and in all likelihood would continue to do so into the future.


He thought a little and again realized the root of the problem; he did not think for a moment that he deserved the mean spirited paintbrush image of an unthinking, unquenchable beast. He was always thinking and always planning and had been quenched for quite some after his mourning period. But the humans and occasional demi-human could just not leave well enough alone. Now in his ultimate stage of evolution it angered him greatly that those people who would dare invade his territory did not think that their intrusion was anything other than an act of war on a sovereign state. A state of one he knew but a state nonetheless! And any fool must know that entering Quarter Ma’s domain was a act of war with no chance of victory and only abject defeat or total retreat! He again bellowed into the darkness this time with a sheet of flame coming out of his mouth melting the stone once again in his combat chamber to near glass. Turning swiftly around his claws dug perfect holes into this slippery substance but as always he checked himself at the archway and breathed back slagging back the holes he had just created just in case some smart alek decided to try and sneak their way in. He did this more out of habit, as his vast defenses would warn him of an intruder far in advance.


Moving back to his horde area he began to calculate the increase in his treasure from his last take and realized with glee that his minions would have more weapons to deal with any new intruders. He never really cared for weapons or armor anyway but they seemed to make his minions very happy indeed. He really didn't mind his minions that much and had grown a little attached to them, but they were just not that bright on the whole. He did so like an intelligent conversation once in a while or better yet a good game of chess, as long as he was the one that won. He hoped quite a bit that that his anger with the next adventurers would not consume him until after a good game of chess. He did so like defeating an opponent with his mind. He swore that the next person that he defeated in chess would be set free. He did so hope that he would remember this particular promise as he entered the treasure room. As always his eyes momentary lifted with joy as he surveyed his true treasure, every coin from the lowest copper to the highest platinum counted and in place, every vase, carpet, ivory piece and assorted trinkets that he knew the exact location of.

Everything laid out in perfect order so he could survey it properly. And in the middle his bed made up of only gold and platinum pieces, massive in extreme he remade it every time he bedded. This sleep always brief as he disliked sleeping long periods.  This time he hoped he could get a good nap in before the next victims, Ahhh daring adventurer bestrode into his domain. Laying down on his bed of coins Quarter Ma, master of his domain swiftly dropped into the slumber of a being that knows its place in existence, that place squarely on top.




The End

