Cael’kinta-n’ume never made a mistake. What he wanted done was done, sometimes better than he had anticipated, but he had never ever made a mistake. At least, not concerning anyone’s life but his own which was, to put it simply, a mistake. But when it came to the lives of the young dragons he had needed to touch in order to save them, he had never done anything wrong.
Or so he believed.

He had not touched the Fiery Fall Festival Frenzy eggs. He had not even been in the Deragonray at the time, so he could not take the blame for those. Or, well, five of them. One he did have to take the blame for.

It was not his fault the little green dragon-child had approached him and demanded to be made ‘special’ like her friends. She was young enough for his alterations to take and they even seemed to take too well. Little Tretruth soon showed signs of heightened magical senses and was able to shift shapes to humanoid. Just like her other ‘special’ friends.

Then the large clutch that would have all died had he not aided them, that was his fault. But only those of doom colouring were changed. Or were they even of doom colouring to begin with? All he knew was that they were all insane, magically powerful, magically sensitive and could become humanoid versions of themselves. Naturally, the eleven of them bonded together.
And were he anybody else with any other previous failures, he probably would have vowed never to alter another dragon again. But he was a templa’loki and he could as easily stop meddling as stop breathing. Besides, the dragon children were not harmed. They were just a tad strange.
“Adharath, will you just back off for a moment?” Annunth snapped, fanning his wings to fend off the doom. “I don’t want you crawling all over me, in case you haven’t noticed so just… go bother Wezenth!”
Naaruth was grinning. The mute amber with gold markings on his paws, tail and face, was sitting beside the plotting Miqul-Oirath. He flicked his tail placidly in Miqul-Oirath’s face, earning a teasing growl from the vocal dragon. However, only Annunth was truly annoyed.

A golden sunset dragon yawned widely. “Too bad Runyath doesn’t have the time for us anymore.” He observed.

One of the black and red dragons pounced on him and the two rolled in the dirt for a while before the darker dragon pinned his opponent to the ground. The other black and red dragons, who called themselves doom dragons, watched semi-placidly. With the exception of Adharath, who was pawing at Annunth’s tail and waiting for a response.

“The Rurahu never has time for friends.” The doom who had pounced on Rijakith cackled, “Too busy hunting down evil beasties to spend time with allies. For all he knows, we could be plotting against him!”

“You’re too dumb to plot against him, Alkaluropseth.” Adharath snorted.

The two other male dooms smirked and spoke together, “So’re you, Adharath.”

“Puh-lease, not like any of you could have any success whatsoever in accomplishing anything remotely intelligent.” The other doom smirked in one of those annoying feminine ways that Annunth and Miqul-Oirath hated so.

The green Tretruth twitched, “Nobody would dare to harm Rurahu An’Runyath. He is The Living Flame, so he cannot be harmed. He”
“is the very spirit of the Deragonray.” The others chorused with her and she tucked her head under her wing in embarrassment.

Naaruth nudged her gently and nibbled on her neck. A signal that meant ‘it’s okay’ in his strange sign-language. He had adapted to being mentally and physically mute. Tretruth had been essential in helping him learn to communicate and often acted as his translator. He never needed words with her.
