Isaac ran through the thick of the forest, away from something.  There was a blur in the trees and the snapping of branches.  Leaves were brushed off by a being of apparent darkness. 
He reached a clearing and turned around, stopping dead in his tracks.  The blur halted as well.  The shadows in the woods concealed his presence.  
“Ryu,” Isaac called out. “You may be black, but your eyes are still a dead giveaway.”
The black blur jumped out and revealed its form: an adolescent dragon with black scales and sky blue eyes.
“Really?”  He complained.  “Then what’s the point of being black? I blend into the shadows only to be obvious when I open my eyes? What does fate expect me to do?  Hunt blind?”
“You could try it.”  Isaac suggested.
“Oh, no.  The last time I took your advice, I had an entire herd of centaurs on my tail for three hours!”
Isaac began to laugh. “That was great!”
“No, it wasn’t!”
“The only thing I didn’t understand about that chase was why you didn’t fly.”
“One word: arrows.”
“It’s not like they can kill you.”
“No, but they hurt.”
Isaac paused for a moment.  “Valid point.”
The two teens began to walk back up the mountain terrain.  Isaac’s bare feet would develop thousands of microscopic slivers that Ryu would have to burn out later.  The flames stopped hurting around his tenth birthday when he caught a nasty cold.  He thought it was the high fever, but his mother and father looked at him differently.  They wanted to know his every move from then on.
Ryu knew what happened but refused to tell Isaac anything about it.  After all, Isaac was not a dragon and was forbidden to come in contact with the elders.  They were prideful that way, but Isaac understood.  His race was from the “unclean” world, in other words, the world outside of the Great Forest.  
The teenagers would push and shove each other like normal brother, but Ryu was obviously holding back.  It wasn’t like Isaac was weak, actually he was abnormally strong for a human; Ryu was just that much stronger.  
A roar echoed over the canopy of the forest, sending birds flying into trees.  They were stupid creatures, only acting by instinct.  
Ryu looked to Isaac and tried to say something, but the human, younger brother stopped him. 
“The Elders request a meeting, and from the sounds of it, it’s pretty urgent.  You go on.  I’ll go see if I can find Jack.”
“Jack Frost?” Ryu questioned.
“No, Jack the squirrel who makes the delicious bark cookies.”  Isaac was swimming in sarcasm, his greatest gift, and Ryu got the message.
Ryu unfolded his wings and began his flight sequence.  Any small creature in the area would fly off with him if they weren’t careful. Isaac was used to the updraft caused by the batting of Ryu’s wings.  His long hair flicked his face.  The golden frosted tips were annoying during takeoff, and Isaac seriously considered learning how to braid his hair to prevent it, but his hair management was already poor.  Poor enough he actually considered just cutting it off.
Ryu was airborne a few minutes later, and Isaac turned for the Ice Cliffs.  He could usually find Jack Frost there.
Jack wasn’t a terribly good influence on Isaac, but he understood his quirks better than Ryu could imagine.  They would often create avalanches together to satisfy their inner anger.  Jack didn’t really seem to care about much, but his whole persona seemed to change when Isaac came.
His usual mischievous grin would gain a genuinely happy quality. Isaac was actually the only one that made him happy, and it was because Isaac actually treated him as a friend.
Jack was also the only contact to the “unclean” world Isaac had.  Jack would speak of slaves and masters, peasants and nobles, Dragon Hunters and Dragon Lords.  Masters forced their slaves to do their bidding; they controlled every aspect of their slaves’ lives.  It was a little like parenting, only the master could care less about the wellbeing of the slave.
Peasants were never to cross a noble.  Any misplaced word would end in the stocks, whatever they were, or even worse: execution.  Isaac only knew the word when it was used in the sense of “executing” something correctly, but when Jack used it seemed a little less… congratulating.  It was as if someone was to be sent to their death.
It was terrifying to think that the humans would kill their own kind.  Dragons were banished for unforgivable crimes, never murdered.  It was against their laws.
Lastly were the Dragon Hunters and Lords.  Dragon hunters were the equivalent of knights in the days of the Old Religion.  The Dragon Lords were the equivalent to Kings, dictators, Dukes, Duchesses, etc. They however, were much more powerful.  It was said that they wielded powers equal to the dragons.  It was a ridiculous thought, but it made Isaac’s stomach turn, as if he knew it were true.
Isaac’s feet turned cold as he crunched though the snow.  His bearskin poncho kept his upper body warm, and his uneven pants Jack brought as a present last year kept his legs from freezing.
Soon the depth of the snow increases and began to soak the bottom of the longer pant leg.  Eternal winter was a side effect of Jack Frost’s presence.  Creatures living in this area had to be accustomed to the drastic weather changes accompanying the immortal teenager’s mood swings.
The tree line came and Isaac could see the caves.  He and Jack had a secret code for spontaneous visits.
Jack had taught Isaac to whistle, loudly.  He took a deep breath and brought his fingers to his lips.  When the burst of air was released, a loud whistle echoed over the barren tundra.  He waited.
Not long after, another whistle traveled back.  Jack was much better at whistling, but he kept it simple to refrain from showing off.  However, the difference in tonality was notable.
Isaac smiled and began running toward the cliffs.

Ryu landed at the Elder’s meeting just in time.  They began only moments after his arrival.  
“Elder Fury, may I inquire as the purpose of this gathering?”  An adult dragon pondered.
The eldest dragon stepped forward showing his brilliant silver scales.  He clearly held the most authority.
“Yes, I have received disturbing news from the forest sprites.”  He paused as if this was difficult for him to say.  The crowd was on the tips of their claws. “The Dragon Lord Barthalemeau’s army has been spotted at the edge of the forest headed toward Damilton Village.”
The crowd gasped in horror. Then, all at once, they began to murmur. 
“What are we to do?”  One exclaimed.
“They are looking for the Boy!” Another accused.
“Extinction has been brought upon us!”
Chaos was ensuing all around.
“Enough!” Ryu was the only dragon, other than the Elders, that remained calm. “This terror and chaos is not helping our predicament!”
The commotions stopped.  Ryu commanded total attention.
“Now,” He continued.  “What are we to do?”  He turned to the Elders and focused the attention on them.
“They are being guided.”  The silver dragon, Elder Fury, responded.  “They can be led straight to us.  I suggest that we retreat to our caves and dens, and fend them off from our homes.”
The dragons discussed this suggestion momentarily, and came to a conclusion.  
“We will not cower,” Said a representative.  “Now, what of the Human Boy?”
“We cannot be certain that it is the boy they are after.”
“He must not stay!”
The dragons roared in agreement, and Ryu closed his blue eyes.  He hated when they blamed Isaac for their problems.  He also felt responsible for bringing Isaac to his parents.
His parents bowed their heads in shame and pain.  They felt responsible for raising such a bad omen.
The threat of a riot was eminent.
“Then it has been decided.” The Elders said in unison. “The boy will be banished to the Unclean World until such a time that the threat is neutralized.”
“NO!!!!!” Ryu exclaimed. “Lord Fury! Isaac will never survive alone!”
“Then his fate has been decided.”
“Please, allow me to accompany him!”
The dragons gasped.  Never had someone asked to be banished for a human before.
“KuroRyu, no!” His mother commanded.
“Mother, would you rather one son die and the other blame his own race for his brother’s death, or have both sons live in exile? Isaac will not survive on his own.  His only chance is companionship.  It always has been.”
“But you will be killed if you are seen outside of this forest.”
Ryu paused. “I must confess, Mother, that I have not been truthful.  I have confided my secret in Isaac.  He has been more loyal than any dragon in this forest, and if it is my destiny to die, I would gladly die for the sake of my brother.”
Silence followed this speech.
“Then it is decided.” Fury spoke solemnly. “KuroRyu, you will be your brother’s keeper.  You are sentenced to exile in the Unclean World.  May the spirits of the previous Dragon Elders be with you.” 

