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Isaac wandered the new city in search of two things: a job, and a home.  Ryu, his draconian brother, was off doing the same thing.  After their last city experience, it was a wonder that Ryu trusted Isaac to be on his own.  He walked and walked, searching.  His head darted from shop to shop, no signs of help wanted… though many could use help.
The caramel haired teenager looked, but there was nothing.  He felt like giving up when he saw a man.  He had caramel hair with faint strips of silver throughout.  His eyes were a soft brown, almost light enough to match his hair.  Those features were great, but there was one feature that stood out above all.  On his left collar bone was a burn, a brand.  This man was a slave.  
The man was being pushed around by several ruffians who needed someone to beat on to make themselves better.  The worst part was, he did nothing to stop it.
Isaac was impulsive, he knew it, but he couldn’t stand idly by and watch this man be shoved around.
“Excuse me?” He said, grabbing a man’s wrist.  The man wasn’t much larger than Isaac after his growth he received over the summer.  “I’m new in town, and I was wondering if you knew where I could find lodging for three.”
The man struggled in Isaac’s iron grip. He stood at least six and a half feet tall, and was muscular, but in comparison to Ryu’s struggling, this was nothing.  
“Release me!” he commanded, still struggling.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Isaac mused.  “I didn’t realize I still had a hold.”
The two other men stared at Isaac viciously, and it was a good thing looks didn’t kill.  The caramel haired man looked on the scene in confusion.  Did this boy just save him, a slave?
Isaac let go, and a bruise was already forming on the ruffian’s wrist.  The slave stared at the purple handprint, amazed at the sheer strength.  Isaac pretended to realize the situation and looked around quickly.
“Oh, I’m sorry!” He exclaimed. “Did I interrupt something?”
The other men didn’t respond as they flanked behind who Isaac realized was the leader.  There was no use in hiding it; Isaac displayed a classic smirk, releasing his amusement.  They looked ready to fight on a moment’s notice, but internally, so was Isaac.
“Just keep on walking, kid.” The leader warned.
“Mmmm…” Isaac thought obnoxiously. “I kind of like it right where I am.”
The men approached, and Isaac struck.  He had to be careful of what he did, in fear of being arrested and sent to another Dragon Lord. The first man threw a nice left hook, but Isaac merely avoided it, throwing off his balance and kicked his back.  This fluid movement sent the man sprawling into a mud puddle.
The second man lasted slightly longer, tossing a few left jabs and attempting a right upper cut, only to be dodged.  Left wide open after the failed attempt, Isaac used the opportunity to throw a solid body blow with his weaker right hand.  Two of three, down.  The last man was barely a challenge; he was the leader, but obviously not because of strength.  He came barreling at Isaac, flailing his arms.
Isaac simply side-stepped and placed a foot in his path, and the man was down.  He had gained several spectators who obviously didn’t like these men as much as Isaac.  They laughed and cheered him on during the spectacle.  Isaac smiled and stuck an embarrassed hand behind his head like he always did when he was nervous.  He let out a soft chuckle and turned to the caramel haired slave.
“Are you alright?” he asked.
“What did you hope to accomplish with that?” He accused coldly.
Isaac was taken off guard. “What do you mean?”
“I am but a slave, yet you still chose to save me.”
“I have a feeling that you could have protected yourself if you were in a different situation.  And I don’t think that being a slave or being free has anything to do with being human or not.  My mother was a slave, and was just recently freed.  That doesn’t mean she’s any different than I, a free man, am.”
The man was silent. “My name is Richard.” He finally said.
“My name is Isaac.”
The man froze. “What is your mother’s name?”
Isaac was confused, what did his mother have to do with exchanging names?
“Lauren.”
The man nodded his head, and Isaac could have sworn that he saw a slight smile.
“Why?”
“No reason in particular.  How old are you?”
“Seventeen, I will be eighteen in the spring.” Isaac was beginning to become very confused by this point.
“In that case, come with me.”
Isaac stood still as the man began to walk.  He turned back and added, “You needed lodging and a job, correct?”
“Uhhh…” Isaac responded stupidly.  “Yeah.”
“Then follow me.”
Isaac followed more quickly than intended.  Did he just find a job and shelter without Ryu’s help?  This was a breakthrough!  Though the more he thought about it, the more depressed he became.  He had never truly accomplished something on his own.  In seventeen years, he was still treated like a child.
Richard walked briskly down the dirt street but was careful not to lose Isaac behind him in a crowd.  He would occasionally look back to judge the distance between the two and continue.
Isaac was excited.  He actually did something right for a change!  He kept walking with bright eyes and a happy face as he followed Richard down the street.  They turned right, then right again, until finally stopping at the third shop on the left.  It was a blacksmith shop, and seemed to be the only one in town.  On the bright side, business would never lack.
Isaac looked around at the many different swords.  Long blades and wide swords, daggers and arrow heads were nearly everywhere on display.  A large man entered at the sound of a small chime.  He smiled and held his arms out, “Welcome back, Richard!”  He boomed.  His voice was incredibly rich, and almost mesmerizing to listen to.
“Master,” Richard bowed.
The large man sighed, “For the last time, it’s Leroy.”  He chastised.
“Yes, sir, Master, Leroy,” Richard corrected.
“And who is this?”  Leroy gestured toward Isaac.  Leroy was a large man, and most definitely a blacksmith.  There was not a speck of fat on the man as far as Isaac could tell.  He had stubble of black hair on his chiseled chin, and his smile was easily comparable to a small child when comparing genuine happiness.
“Ah, this is Isaac,” Richard said, gesturing toward the teenager.  “He is in need of lodging and employment.”
Leroy nodded and walked around a counter in the back.  He approached Isaac and began to analyze him.  Isaac hadn’t just gotten taller in the past year, he had broadened as well.  He wasn’t burly, but he was definitely strong.  
“Pardon me,” Leroy said grabbing Isaac’s right arm.  He analyzed the arm and smiled, “You’re left handed, aren’t you?”
“Yes, sir,” Isaac answered politely. “How could you tell?”
“Your muscles,” he responded.  “They are classic of a less dominant hand or arm.  However, I must admit, you did well to keep your arms the same size, usually the more dominant arm is slightly larger.”
“Thank you, sir.”
“How is it that you met Richard?” Leroy pondered aloud.
“He was being harassed in the marketplace,” Isaac explained.  “It didn’t feel right to leave him.”
Leroy smiled, “You have friends, correct?”
“Umm, I came with my family, my brother and mother, sir.”
“I have two rooms, one with two beds.  I am also in need of an apprentice.  How capable are you when handling fire?”
“Some consider me a master of fire, sir.  I just consider myself experienced.”
“Humble, how soon can you arrive with your family?” Leroy asked.
“That depends on how far they have traveled.  We spit up in search of lodging and employment.”
Leroy thought momentarily.  “If you can make it back by sunset, I will give you the two rooms and the apprenticeship, how does that sound?”
Isaac was overcome with happiness.  He displayed a large smile across his face.  “I will begin my search immediately, sir.”  He grinned and turned to leave.
Running out the door, Richard chuckled at the boy’s enthusiasm.
Isaac darted through crowds, jumping to see over a sea of heads, looking for his mother and brother.  His apple eyes darted from head to head, looking for the familiar black and chestnut hair combo.  He ran, and ran for what seemed like hours, until finally a voice was heard.
“Isaac?” The low rumble of his brother’s voice was unmistakable.
“Ry – John.” Isaac caught himself, Ryu needed to go by an alias due to the obvious origins of his name.  He ran in his direction and stopped.  He placed his hands on his knees and proceeded to catch his breath.
A beautiful woman with chestnut hair in a bun and candy apple green eyes came over with a small sack of groceries.  She smiled at the sight of her son panting.
“I –“ Isaac breathed.
“I? I what?” Ryu encouraged.
“I found a place,” Isaac said looking up with a grin.  “But we need to get back by sunset.”
The trio looked at the sky, sunset was near.  Ryu turned and took the groceries from the woman and turned back to Isaac. “Lead the way!” He ordered, and Isaac obliged.
They ran, people got out of their way and yelled in their wake, but they didn’t stop.  Isaac reached the street where he met Richard. Right, right, third store on the left.
They came bursting through the door and leaned on the walls for support.  They were breathing hard from their sprint.
Leroy came walking in at the sound of the bell.  “My, that was faster than expected.  Richard!”  He called.
The caramel haired slave came walking into the front of the store, “Yes?”
Leroy’s eyes danced from Richard to the panting woman then to Isaac and raised his eye brows.  He shook his head and spoke again, “Please lead them to their rooms; the boy has done well.”
Isaac looked up and grinned at Richard who smiled ever so slightly back.  He turned and caught a glimpse of Isaac’s mother and nearly stopped.  It couldn’t be.
He turned and kept walking.  Isaac noticed something was off, but tried to ignore it.  The other two walked up the stairs with heavy feet and wiggling knees.  Richard stopped, but didn’t turn to face them.  
“Your rooms are to the left,” Isaac noticed the two doors to Richard’s direct left and thanked him.  He opened the first door.  The room was modest and had only one bed.
“Mother,” he gestured.  She smiled and walked in, shutting the door behind her.  Isaac walked to the next room.  It was slightly larger than the first, but it had two beds occupying most of the space. “John.”
The boys walked in.  Ryu looked around and set his pack on the bed closest to the window.  Isaac turned to Richard who explained where the restroom and bath was and when he was expected in the morning, with that said, he bid the brothers good night and walked into a room across the hall.
“He looks like you,” Ryu observed aloud as Isaac closed the door.
“You think?” Isaac responded, placing his pack on the opposite bed.  He opened it and pulled out an extra set of clothes.
He untied his bearskin cloak, which used to be a poncho on him until his growth.  He was forced to cut it up the middle and attach leather chords to make it useable.  He set it on the bed and began taking off his sweaty shirt.  The three long scars from a bear attack from his younger years were finally beginning to fade, to Ryu’s comfort.  He hated those scars more than Isaac did.
He dug through his pack for a cloth to dry himself as he changed into nightwear.  His abdominal muscles were dominant on his stomach and moved up and down with his breathing.  Ryu was lying on his soft bed and rolled onto his stomach.
“Yeah, it’s a crazy resemblance,” Ryu continued.
“Are you suggesting that that man is my father?” Isaac questioned before rubbing his face.
“No,” Ryu admitted.  
“Good,” Isaac ended the subject.  He was still adjusting to having a human mother, having a father so soon after would be too much to handle.  Isaac dropped the cloth into his pack and folded his shirt to be washed in the morning.  He dug through his bag for night clothing.  Eventually he found his target, a single, elongated shirt that reached his knees.  
He slipped it over his head and pulled it down.  He then sat and pulled off his boots.  He was happy his feet hadn’t grown since the winter because he refused to get different boots.  These boots were special to him.  His best friend, Jack Frost, had given them to him, and he rarely took them off after.  He missed his friend and was happy to know that winter was on its way. 
Winter, the Prince of Winter’s domain.  He loved the sight of snow dancing down and sticking to the houses.  It created a beautiful wonderland of glittering white.  He didn’t mind the cold either, having grown up in it for most of his life.  It was only natural that his best friend would be able to control it… right?
He set his boots at the edge of his bed and stood up again, pulling on his pants.  Ryu placed his palms under his chin and yawned.
“You know, you should probably get changed for bed as well, Ryu.”  Isaac pointed out, folding his pants.
“You know me, I’m practically nocturnal.” He yawned again.
“Yeah, and it’s getting colder outside, and you’re practically going into hibernation.” Isaac retorted sitting on his bed.
Ryu reached over and grabbed a pillow, throwing it at his little brother.  The soft pillow hit Isaac square in the back.
“Dragons don’t hibernate and you know it,” Ryu grumbled.
“Yes, but currently you’re a human, so does that make you a ‘Dragman’? I don’t know about them, I’ve never seen them during the day or at all during the winter.” Isaac said, flopping back on his bed.  He let his head dangle off the side and grabbed the pillow his brother threw and flung it back.
The two brothers laughed at the thought.  Eventually, Ryu stood and began changing for bed as well.  Isaac crawled to the top of his bed and slid under the covers, slipping into a deep sleep and dreaming… dreaming of dragons… and dreaming of his greatest fears.  Isaac was having a nightmare.  He had been having them for weeks, but just forced himself to sleep through them.  He didn’t know what to expect, when this dream wasn’t like the others.
