Prologue: Fire and Air
	Fire scorched the small village as screams of terror reached the fading daylight.  The cold snow gave harsh contrast to the brutal heat of the unnatural flames.  Horsemen, dressed in their grim black robes, hooded their faces as they watched the destruction of the tiny mountainous village.
Livestock were slaughtered.  Children under the age of three were torn from their mother’s arms and viciously murdered.  Their family had no choice but to watch or meet the same fate as their small child.  Those who were no killed were captured and sold into slavery.
This massacre was the worst in history.  Those who were sold were considered fortunate, for they left that village with their lives.
A mother was frantic to protect her two year old boy from the horror at their doorstep.  She opened her linen chest and gingerly set her child atop the fine clothing.  She then took the only piece of silk she owned and set it over his sleeping face, hopefully concealing his presence.  
She bent and kissed his forehead, giving her last blessing and ran to her husband’s side.  The night seemed to last forever, until finally, held in their shackles, the prisoners and their captors marched solemnly down the mountain by torchlight.  
The house fires died down, and the only sound left was that of the little boy calling out for his mother he woke without.  He began to wiggle, pushing the silk off his face and letting the cool breeze hit his soft face.  He cried louder as hunger set in.  No person would hear it.
By the edge of the village stood a forest, the vastness of the forest was impressive. The few villagers who dared venture in never returned.  Roars of inhuman creatures plagued the villagers no more as there were no longer villagers there to create an uprising about them.  All that was left was a hungry, tired, lonely, cold toddler.
Hours passed and the child all but gave up.  He was slipping into another sleep where there was a curious crunch in the snow.  More crunches followed.  Four feet were coming toward the modest house.  Could it be the parents of the child?  The door was left open after the raid, and the crunching turned into hard steps on the wooden floor.
Faint scratches sounded on the wood after each step as if the feet had claws.  The toddler tried to listen, despite his fear.  He sat up, with plenty of room above his head in the chest for linen.  He thought that the approaching people had a chance of being his parents.
The footsteps stopped and the chest top began to flip up and back down, as if the person couldn’t quite reach the top like a child.  There was a tap on the side of the chest, and it opened completely.
The child looked around.  His mother wasn’t there, but a black, scaly face was.  It had sky blue eyes with thin slits for pupils, much like a lizard of some sort.  
It had three, tiny, sharp teeth protruding from its gums as it gave a startled drop of the jaw.  The toddler mimicked the action and dropped his jaw.  The creature struggled its way atop the clothing.  The two children stared at each other blankly for a moment, until the toddler couldn’t hold it in anymore.  He let out a large sneeze.  
The black creature planted its face in the clothes and proceeded to rub it off.  The toddler shivered and let out an adorable young laugh.  However, as soon as the creature brought its face back up, the staring contest continued as they tried to figure each other out.  
The black creature eventually moved.  It walked behind the toddler and lifted him up by the shirt and began to walk back to where it came from.  The two would grow into the saviors of their races, as brothers.   
