Now, these guys are a prime example of "looks can be deceiving". Draconian Norns are long-lived, carnivorous reptiles / amphibians, depending upon which version you use, and this is likely what you think when somebody mentions them or when you see one.

Think this no longer.

Absolution Norns evolved from Draconians after an aged Capillata shut down, due to it's Hand having left long ago. It continued to drift randomly about space, with only the primitive day-night system and artificial gravity working, along with the Norngarden doors and some teleporters from power the solar panels produced.

As in, there was no heat.

Many plants and creatures alike in the once beautiful and diverse Norngarden died off, with only the cold-resistant instances surviving. This included the small population of Draconian Norns the Hand had been keeping as pets. Only three were left after the initial shock of the sudden cold had worn off, and even they could barely make it from one day to the next. Critter populations were so fragile that the slightest disturbance could lead to extinction, and the Draconians knew this. 

There was little hope. Even the lights provided little heat, as a part of that energy-saving thing the Hand had installed before he left. But still, life on the abandoned ship pushed onwards, eventually becoming somewhat stable. By then even the creatures on the ship had...changed, somewhat. The Blue Fish were smaller, the trees that fed them produces smaller seeds in a larger quantity, Big Fish laid less eggs and required less food, Rainbowbamboo grew taller with more food, Tomeckos only grew two fruits...even the aquatic life was affected, becoming sleeker and more energy-efficient. 

The Norns onboard the ship, sadly, all died, except for one lone female, pregnant with six eggs. Knowing the impending doom that would eventually befall her species, she traveled across the Norngarden, eventually making her way to a stone column with a glowing, green pattern all across it. The stone that the Hand had always said not to touch, no matter what...

But this was life or death, and not only for her, but for her species. And Norns were known for always being able to find a way to survive.

She gently touched the stone, and instantly found herself in a massive room, darker and damped than the Norngardens.

And, she noticed, warmer...the torches on the walls were warming the entire room, and the soil felt fertile beneath her taloned feet, despite it having nothing growing in it. 

Eventually, the female made her way to the bottom, where there was not only a lake of warm water but a strange, steam-emitting stone that always felt warm to the touch. It was there that she laid her eggs and placed them around the steam-rock. 

Sadly, the efforts of laying six eggs all in a short period of time had taken their toll upon the already weakened female, and she collapsed and died on the second floor.

Those eggs remained in stasis for awhile, the heat and steam keeping them from hatching but keeping the young Nornlings from dying as well. In time, the ship changed, warmth and fog flowing from this strange cavern throughout the ship on occasion, filling the gardens with life, if only for a short period of time. The Nornlings, still within their eggs, changed as well...becoming dependant upon the heat for life, upon oxygen, upon the basics of life itself...

Months later, the aging ship was docked by a newer Capillata, and a single Shee stepped onboard. This whole place was...new, and very peculiar to her, especially a particular green-laced rock in the middle of a flora-filled hallway...she touched it and found herself within a strange cavern that seemed to be waiting for something to happen...as if it had been around since time itself started...

At the bottom of the cavern, the Shee found a clutch of six tiny eggs gathered around a steaming rock, and, in a rush to study this ship more, grabbed all six and carried them with her back onto her ship...

In time, the six seemingly unhatchable eggs were forgotten on her ship, laying around behind a clump of foliage...many, many years after they had first left the garden that was their original ship, they began to stir again, unnoticed by the Norn population, until one day a small Chichi Norn was hiking through the overgrowth, looking for her ball which had bounced over here somewhere...upon finding it in a large tangle of weeds and vines, she bent over, peering into it to see if she could find a way to get her hand in there without injuring herself, when she spotted something odd...six massive eggs, black and lustrous as obsidian...she leaned in closer, trying to get a better glimpse of them-

The young Chichi heard something crack.
