	Isaac struggled against the strength of Ryu’s grip. He pleaded for his brother to turn back, but the black dragon gave no heed.  Eventually his cries for his friend turned into tears on his face as he realized he may never see his friend again.  He cried and hiccupped his pleases.  Growing more tired with each tear.  He sniffed and gasped; eventually his cried turned into whispered apologies to the friend he left behind.
	The end of the Great Forest was in sight, and Ryu began his decent.  There was a ruin of a village ahead, and Ryu angled himself toward it.  He hovered in the air momentarily and touched down, releasing his brother.  He half-expected Isaac to run back to the forest, the only home he could remember, but he just sat silently and motionlessly.
	“Isaac?” Ryu nudged, and Isaac inhaled deeply.
Ryu narrowed his gaze when the breath was not completed.  Isaac inhaled further, as if to sneeze, and in a split second, he released another stream of fire.
Ryu dropped his tooth-filled, cavernous mouth.  Isaac sniffed and rubbed his nose.
“I think I’m catching a cold.”  Isaac noted.
“And then some.”  Ryu retorted.
Isaac sat with his back facing Ryu for a moment until he decided to explore.  He began walking the streets, and looking from right to left, images filled his mind.
Small fires, destroyed houses, and bodies, Isaac remembered them clearly, though with a slight bounce.  The images scared him.  Mothers were clutching their dead children with frozen tears on their faces.  He could also remember a voice.
It was a voice of a young woman singing a lullaby.  It was short and simple, but made him drowsy just thinking about it.  He tried to remember the face to the beautiful, soothing voice, but failed, only remembering the wide-eyed, dead women embracing their pale, cold children.
“Isaac?” Ryu’s deep voice startled him.
“What?” Isaac gasped, holding his chest.
“This form… it stands out.” Isaac knew exactly what Ryu was talking about.  Around three years ago, Ryu discovered an unusual ability.  He could turn into a human.  Even an Elder Dragon would not be able to change his appearance. 
Ryu blamed this ability on his unusual coloring.  A black dragon had never been born before.  He was seen as an ill omen for years.  He only proved it when he brought Isaac back, but somehow, he didn’t see Isaac as bad luck.  He saw him as hope.
“You need some clothes?”  Isaac guessed.  “And privacy, I get it.”
Ryu only had underwear on when he transformed.  Neither of them understood why, it was just the way it worked.  Ryu was thankful that he at least got some bits of clothing because the cold environment was difficult enough to deal with.
Isaac looked for a house that was mostly intact.  He finally found one at the edge of the village. He began coughing in addition to the occasional sneeze, it wasn’t too bad.  He entered the small house and looked for clothing that was even remotely close to Ryu’s size.  He found some pants and a shirt in a small linen chest and he took a blanket off of a bed.  The house was familiar, but he didn’t bother staying.  He had an awful feeling in this town, and he wanted out.
When he came back out, he found a freezing teenager.  Ryu made a handsome young man.  He was in his late teens at this point and was about three years older than Isaac.  His tan skin contrasted the white snow and his raven black hair complemented his blue eyes.  He was incredibly muscular due to the massive amounts of activity attributed with being a dragon.  
Isaac tossed the clothes which Ryu put on quickly.  The pants were slightly above his ankles, but otherwise, they were a perfect fit.  He stood shivering, and Isaac threw the wool blanket.
“I c-c-can’t b-believe that you d-d-don’t f-f-f-freeze.”  Ryu shuddered.
“Oh, I’m cold.  You’re just a wuss.”  Isaac teased.
“I’m used to nearly invincible scales and about a ton more muscle and fat.  I’m a walking insulated oven.  No, humans have to be small and lean, and cold.” Ryu defended.  
“What’s an oven?” Isaac asked.
Ryu covered his mouth as if he said something his wasn’t supposed to.
“Ryu… What aren’t you telling me?”
Ryu mulled it over and eventually settled on telling his younger brother. “Do you remember the year I was to execute my coming of age quest?”
“Yes, it was the year I met Jack.”  The mentioning of his friend sent guilt shooting through his conscience.  
“My task was to spend a year in the Unclean World.”  Ryu looked ashamed.  “I was sworn to secrecy.  I wanted to tell you sooner, honest, I did.  I just couldn’t.”
Anger grew inside of Isaac.
“Why is it that everyone around me seems to know more about my own world than I do?”  He burst out.  “Jack had to explain how to put pants on! I don’t even know what ‘shoes’ are!”
Ryu looked truly pained as his brother ranted.
“Before you found out how to transform, I hadn’t even seen another human!”  Tears began to fill Isaac’s eyes for the second time that day.  “Anything else you’d like to add?!”
“I don’t understand exactly why, but the Elder Dragons are scared of you.  That’s why you were exiled.” Ryu stated.  “That’s all.”
The brothers stood there in silence.  Isaac had a guess as to why the dragons feared him. A memory of Jack filled his head:
“A Dragon Lord is like a king, or a ruler of a certain area.  They are the absolute rulers based on ability alone.  According to rumors, they have killed dragons without a holy sword.”  Jack was the king of all storytellers, so initially, Isaac thought it was fictitious.  
Nothing could kill a dragon except for a holy sword, or possibly another dragon. “Ability alone,” that was what Jack said.  Did he mean the Dragon Lords had power equal to a dragon?  When the friends discovered his fire…. Sneezing ability and Jack said that Isaac could have been the rumored “Sixth Dragon Lord.”  Should he tell Ryu?
No, if he told his brother, Ryu would turn back, leaving Isaac alone.  Isaac knew he wouldn’t survive alone, and so did Ryu.  Actually, that may have been the only reason why Ryu was there.
“We should go.”  Ryu said, finally breaking the silence.
Isaac unconsciously followed his brother.  They walked in silence, only the crunching of the cold snow under their bare feet sounded with each step.  Isaac struggled with his growing cold, shivering with each step.
His destructive sneezes grew closer together.  They were walking for hours when Ryu decided to deal with the cold weather and sacrificed his blanket for his freezing brother.  They walked longer still.
Isaac began breathing heavily and staggered down the mountain side.  With each tired step, he became more ill. He began sweating, a sign of fever.  Ryu kept pushing forward, not noticing the danger his brother faced.  
They younger, sickened brother’s vision began to blur.  He slowed his pace in hopes that he could make it to safety.  It was all in vain. The fever was taking its toll on his human body.
He only made it a half-mile more when he finally succumbed to the cold; he collapsed, unable to continue.  Ryu heard a loud crunch in the snow behind him and turned to complain.  To his terror he found his little brother, laying face-down in the frozen earth.  He ran to his side, lifting him gingerly.  His normal bright face was pale, flushed and agonizing.  He turned and coughed violently, gasping for a breath in between.  He rolled back into his brother’s warm cradle, coughing slightly.
“Why didn’t you stay anything?”  Ryu whispered, holding in tears.
“I was–“ Isaac turned to sneeze, letting out another burst of flames. He shivered as he turned back, “worried we m-m-might have stayed in that town.” He paused to catch up on his wheezing.  “I had a terrible feeling…”  He didn’t continue his thought.
“Isaac,” Ryu’s face was streaming tears.  “You fool.”
Isaac smiled and rested his head in the crease of his brother’s elbow, feigning a sleep.  Ryu hooked his other arm under his brother’s legs and stood easily, continuing down the mountain at a much more rapid pace.
Ryu was nearly at a run when he saw them: Dragon Lord Barthalemaeu’s army.  Ryu scrambled for something to say in case he was stopped, but his pace stayed constant.
“You there!” One called out.  He looked important.  His uniform displayed several medals of Honor, and his horse was much more well-kept than the others. “State your business.”
Ryu halted in his tracks and faced the man squarely.  Isaac was panting and gasping for air under the brown blanket.
“My brother,” He explained in authentic concern.  “I was being a fool and dared him to spend the night in the abandoned village.  I didn’t know he was already suffering from a cold, sire.  When I awoke this morning, I found him gone.  I fear the worst, sire!”
The soldier gave a signal and the men behind him began to make camp.  Isaac threatened a sneeze, but was conscious enough to block its destructive properties with his elbow.
“Summon the physician!” The man commanded.  It was echoed throughout the army until a man with a large pack came.  He had fire-red hair with a hint of silver at the temples.  He had emerald eyes and pale skin. He was well built, and seemed to be in his mid-forties.  
“You called, sire?”  Despite his middle age, he did not seem to pant from his long run from the back of the company.  He bowed deeply, but there was a hint of spite in his voice.
“Yes, I want you to tend to these boys.  They may be able to help in our search if the younger truly stayed in the old slave village.”
“Yes, sire.”  The man turned to Ryu.  “Come, we must make haste.”
Ryu didn’t bother to question the instruction.  They nearly ran into everything that crossed their path as they ran to the medical area.  It was obvious that the physician ran this course on a regular basis, but Ryu had never been in this camp before.  It was impressive to the soldiers that such a teenager could keep up with their doctor.
Ryu dodged ropes and men on his journey to the tent.  He thanked his dragon reflexes for saving his head on multiple occasions. He was having difficulties following the complex trail the physician left in his wake.  If he wasn’t carrying Isaac, he might have passed the man, but he knew why he was here.
They reached the tent at long last. It was small, but plentiful. They ducked inside and the physician immediately began his orders.
“Set him down there.”  He pointed to a small cot, and Ryu did as commanded.  He carefully placed his little brother on the portable bed and stepped back.  The physician went to Isaac and put his ear on his chest.
“How old is he?”  He asked moving over to his pack.
“Uhhh… almost sixteen, sir.”  Ryu responded.
“Call me Andre; now, does he have any allergies?”
“Uhhhh… he gets rashes around wolvesbane and sneezes around rosemary.”
Andre nodded and proceeded to treat Isaac.  Isaac coughed and threatened sneezes often, but always caught himself.  The physician became more curious with each threat.
“Why does he not sneeze?” He thought.  
Andre continued examining and treating.  He finally stopped and looked at Ryu.  He asked the elder brother to help remove his bearskin poncho.
“Might I implore why you need my brother’s poncho, sir?” Ryu questioned.
“The bearskin is thick. It is in my way.  It is now a livable temperature in the tent; now, help.”  He commanded as he lifted the teenager’s torso.
Ryu reluctantly pulled the poncho off, revealing four, long scars across his chest.  On his left shoulder was an even more confusing birthmark.  It was almost too perfect for a birthmark.  It was the shape of a small, red dragon curled into a sweet slumber.
Andre stared momentarily, but soon placed him on him back once more.  Isaac shivered, and Ryu had to turn away due to his inability to watch his brother’s pain.  The physician placed his cold ear on Isaac’s warm chest once more.  He listened and sat back.
“What is your name, son?”  Andre asked looking to Ryu.
Ryu turned, frantically searching for an alias.  “John, sir.  John Hawthorne.”
“And his?”  Andre asked, gesturing slightly toward Isaac.
“Isaac.  Isaac Hawthorne, he’s my little brother, sir.”
“Well, John, I am in need of proper medicine, and a little bit of luck.  Put Isaac in his poncho and lead me to your village.”
“Oh no.” Ryu thought, but he nodded.
Ryu began sliding the bearskin back onto his brother.  Andre slipped out of the tent and spoke with a superior.  They came to an understanding, and he re-entered the medical tent.
“Can you carry him?”  Andre asked while gathering his supplies.
“What?”  Ryu asked, developing a terror of what was in store.
“Lift him.  Deliver him to your village’s physician.  Can you carry him to safety?”  Andre repeated, not bothering to hide his rush.
“What’s wrong with Isaac?”  Ryu cried.
“Your brother’s ‘cold’ is worsening as we speak.  If we do not act quickly, he may develop pneumonia.  If it comes to that, there is nothing human medicine can do.”
“Human medicine, what if it’s magic? That’s it!”  Ryu knew where to take Andre.  He just hoped he was accepting.  
“Andre,” Ryu startled the medicine man.  “I am not from a nearby village.  Actually, my village is under no Lord.”
Andre could see where Ryu was going.  Ryu was from the City, Creos: the city of magic. They were and independent city. They did not bow to any Dragon Lord, but it was a two day walk from the camp.
“Do you trust me?”  Ryu asked.
“I –“ Andre looked from Ryu to Isaac and back.  “I am a proud physician.  I will not leave my patient’s side until they are well or dead.” 
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