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Azra reached to pull up the hood of his cloak over his head. Despite being a dragon who radiated heat, he didn’t like the chilly rain that was currently falling. He shivered despite the warm sweater he wore. Azra preferred summer when it was hot not this transition into spring when it was still cold. He’d opened his flower shop in Flissend Ger when the city was smaller because the winters were milder than the far more northern cities. Now the city was much larger and busier. 

Turning a corner he stumbled over something almost falling over. “What the?!” he exclaimed struggling to get his balance. 

Glancing down his dark brown eyes widened when he saw just what-no who he stumbled over. Crouching down he dared reach out to the shivering figure collapsed on the ground. “Hello?” he asked. “I’m sorry, do you need help?”

Dark blue eyes fluttered open unfocused and glazed over. A soaking wet cloak covered the stranger’s body and long blond hair spilled out plastered to the fabric. Braids with blue and silver beads winked in the morning light. Blue tinged lips opened and shut but no sound came out. 

Protective dragon instincts flared in his chest. Throwing caution to the wind Azra carefully scooped up the stranger intending on bringing him home and caring for him. Rumbling low he hurried back to his shop. 

Murmuring a few words the wards to his shop lowered and he fumbled a bit to open the door to his shop careful of the limp stranger in his arms. He did notice a few neighbor’s eyes watching him from across the street but Azra didn’t care. He managed to get the door open cheerful bells jingling from above his head. 

The scent of plants and flowers filled the large open room along with bright sunshine coming in from the large front glass windows. Azra was proud of his shop he’d owned it for almost 200 annuals. His shop boasted some of the rarest flowers in the country although he also sold common varieties as well. 

Raising the wards again with a few words Azra turned and headed towards the back of his shop. Pushing through a swinging door he walked through the back room where he prepared bouquets and stored extra paper and ribbon. Weaving around the large tables covered in a variety of materials he started up the staircase that led upstairs to his apartment. Azra loved living above his shop it was cozy and he could guard his hoard easier that way. Climbing the stairs Azra carefully made sure not to knock the stranger’s head as he went through the doorway. 

First he needed to get the soaking clothes off especially the sodden cloak that clung to the poor man. Settling him on his couch he unhooked the silver clasp keeping it closed and gasped. Although he saw the blond hair and a brief view of blue eyes Azra didn’t get a close look. 

The strange man was beautiful but his tanned skin had a sickly green tint to it and his thin chest heaved unevenly. Just as Azra was about to lift the soaked tunic off the man his eyes shot open and he screamed back arching as if in immense pain. 

Panic filled Azra’s chest immediately even though he’d only known the man for a mere brief moments. Turning on his heel he raced to the kitchen and pulled open one of the cabinets he kept potions in. Grabbing a bright red healing potion he yanked the stopper off. 

The strange man continued to thrash about on his couch almost tumbling off. Using his dragon strength he curled around the man and pushed the bottle to his lips. “Drink damnit!” 

Glazed wide blue eyes stared up at him filled with pain. Finally Azra was able to get the potion down the man’s throat. The stranger swallowed the potion only a little dribbling down his lips and his body began to relax as the potion began to work. “Th-thank you,” whispered a voice then the man slumped over. 

The green tinge that covered his skin began to fade and the dark blue scales scattered across his cheeks brightened. Now all Azra had to do was get him out of those soaking wet clothes and warmed up. 

It took longer than he wanted since the poor man was knocked out from the healing potion. Azra was also trying to be gentle and not give him more injuries. A rumbling purr bubbled up from his chest after he had the stranger in dry clean clothes. It made him strangely happy even though he had no idea who this man was or what had happened to him. Tucking a blanket around his body Azra went to make some tea to distract himself. 

+++

Days went by and there was no sign that his new guest was going to wake. Slight movements and softly muttered words were all he got. 

After the third day of no sign his guest was going to wake up Azra made his way to the only healer he knew in the city. 

It didn’t take him long to travel the few blocks to her shop. He strode towards the brightly painted brick building with large windows. A cheerful bell rang when Azra pushed open the door. Warm air swirled around him warming him from the cool spring air from the outdoors. “Morning Milady,” he called.

“Azra what a pleasant surprise,” Aralyn said stepping behind the counter. “I didn’t expect to see you till summer.”

“I need your help if you please,” he said bowing.

A thin white eyebrow rose in confusion and her eyes filled with curiosity. “Oh? Come to the back. I’ll make tea and you can tell me everything.”

Sweeping past him she flipped the sign to close and raised powerful wards with a wave of her hand. “Thank you,” he said bowing again.

“Azra enough we know each other well enough to put aside formalities.”

His parents would have had a fit if they saw him addressing an older and higher ranked dragon the way Aralyn asked of him. She shook her head clearly seeing the distress on his face. “Very well, this way Azra.”

He followed her back behind the counter and to the back room. Fragrant herb filled air filled his nose almost making him sneeze. Both fresh and dried herbs filled the walls and the ceiling. He passed a long table filled with tools, bottles, and several cauldrons bubbling merrily. Aralyn turned towards a kettle and passed her hand over it. “Tea should be ready shortly. Sit, sit, tell me everything.”

A pair of chairs were pushed against one of the walls and Azra sank into one twisting his hands in his lap. “I stumbled upon a man quite literally. He was unconscious on the ground and soaked through from the rain-”

“And you took him home didn’t you,” Aralyn said lips twitching as if hiding a smile. 

“Yes I think he was poisoned. When I was trying to get him out of his soaked clothing he thrashed about. I gave him one of your healing potions but he hasn’t woken yet. It’s been three days.”

Aralyn hummed tapping her chin with a brightly painted nail. “My healing potion should have taken care of any poison.”

“I was-I was hoping,” Azra started. “My lady would you come look at him. I can bring him here if you wish but I don’t want to move him if I don’t have to.”

“Of course I will Azra,” she said her white eyes swirling with curiosity. “I want to know why my potion didn’t fully work.”

The kettle whistled loudly and Aralyn stood to pour both of them a cup of tea. “Here, this will sooth your worries,” she said handing him a cup of golden tea that smelled fragrant.

Heat filled his cheeks and he murmured his thanks when she handed him the delicate porcelain cup. “I’ve known you for over a century little one. I can tell when you’re worried.”

Azra sipped his tea the flavors making him sigh. “He’s not human is he?” Aralyn asked.

“No he’s-well I’m not sure. He has scales like us,” he said reaching up to brush the green scales scattered across his cheeks. “I don’t know for sure but I think he might be another dragon.”

“Hmm well I’ll go look at your guest when we’ve finished our tea.”

“Thank you again Milady.”

“Tell me what else has gone on since our last visit.”

“Business is a bit slow but I did have several large orders I fulfilled before I stumbled upon m-the guest,” he said almost calling the strange man his. 

Aralyn sipped her tea lips twitching again. “That is wonderful your flowers are the best in the city after all.”

“Thank you Milady.” 

“I am simply stating a fact.” 

Azra longed to finish his tea and have his guest looked at so he tried to gulp his tea without Aralyn noticing. “I see you’re impatient young one. Very well let us set out.” 

Aralyn quickly penned a note for her wife and slipped a heavy cloak over her shoulders. “Shall we?” 

The two of them walked out of the back room and through the shop proper. Azra opened the door for her bowing a bit as she passed. She whispered draconic words wards rising behind them. “I am looking forward to meeting your guest Azra dear,” Aralyn said slipping her hand into his arm. 

A chilly breeze ruffled his hair although the sun was shining it didn’t do much to warm him. “I miss summer,” he muttered.

Aralyn just smiled and patted the arm she held while they walked. 

The short walk back to his shop was silent but a comfortable silence. The chilly blustery weather meant that most of the city’s inhabitants were staying indoors and the streets all but empty save for a few people. 

Azra lowered the wards to his shop letting Aralyn in. She smiled and took in a deep breath. “Your shop always smells so wonderful.” 

Pride filled his chest from the compliment to his horde. “Thank you Milady.” 

“Where is your guest?”

“Upstairs.”

She’d never been up to his apartment before usually her visits were always done in the shop proper. “Lead the way.”

Azra pushed through the swinging door and led her to the back of the shop and up the stairs. Opening the door he led Aralyn into his living room. Very few were allowed in his private spaces so it was an honor to have someone of Aralyn’s age and strength visit. “You have a lovely home Azra,” she cooed eying the many houseplants that covered the room. 

“Thank you Milady, he’s over here.”

His guest hadn’t moved during his absence. He was still unconscious his chest rising and falling under the thick blanket draped over him. Aralyn strode over to him and knelt down. Silver magic floated over him and sunk into his body. “Poor boy that is one nasty poison. My potion did help but he’s still fighting it,” Aralyn said. “It’s not a poison I’m familiar with either which is strange.”

She pulled out a small vial of powder from her belt. “I’m going to try a rune healing spell.”

Pulling the cork seal off she dipped two fingers into the shimmery opalescent powder. Whispering Old Drakan she traced a rune on his guest’s forehead and then on each cheek right on top of the shiny blue scales. “I don’t think he’s a dragon,” she said after she finished the spell. 

White light seeped into the powder and sunk into his skin. “He has scales?” Azra said.

“The shape is odd also he smells faintly of fish and river water.”

“I’ll ask him when he wakes.”

“He’s been under for three days now so it might take the rest of the week before my rune spell finally breaks this poison’s hold. I hope for his sake that it is sooner,” Aralyn said rising to her feet. 

“What should I do when he wakes?” 

“Food, water, and rest. If he relapses please send word immediately.” 

“Of course Milady,” Azra said bowing. “Thank you for all your help. How much do I owe you for your services?”

Aralyn just laughed. “I would say nothing but I know your stubbornness well. A fresh bouquet of your white roses for my wife will do just fine.” 

It was a pittance for what the spell she used really cost but Azra couldn’t refuse. “As you wish Milady. I shall send them out as soon as they bloom.”

He showed her out of his apartment and through his shop. Azra closed and rose the wards after she left. Hopefully his guest would be able to wake soon. Azra had more questions than answers now and it wasn’t helping his curiosity. 

To distract himself Azra went and made a pot of tea and went into his greenhouse to do a thorough check over of the new growth on some of his rare plants.
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