Nations of the World

The Empire of Mechtadorf -

Capital City: Korolburg
Geography:

Vazinogorond —
Located to the West of Korolburg, Vazinogorond is known for it’s magical crafts and academies.
Originally a hamlet, Vazinogorond was discovered to have been built atop a rich deposit of golden
salts. Upon this discovery a great number of mage’s moved their research from Korolburg to
Vazinogorond, using the salts to rapidly advance Mechtadorf’s understanding of magic. In modern

times the city is known for producing the finest magical equipment.

Yarograd — The most Eastern city in the Empire, Yarograd is located beside the Zakabun
Mountains, making it a hub for mining operations and raw materials, as well as countless processing
facilities. For the average civilian life in Yarograd is miserable: The unending industry throws thick
black smoke into the air at all hours of the day whilst food prices are the highest of anywhere in
Mechtadorf, owing to the fact that the polluted land requires all food to be imported. The output of this
industry, however, is an economic powerhouse that keeps the notabilities bank accounts overflowing
with wealth.

It is also known for it’s large goblin population, who are able to survive with relatively little

food, and who’s short demeanor allows them to live below the height at which the smoke is thickest.

Rovanian — A temperate south-western peninsula that faces out to the Great Ocean. The city
and land are the warmest part of the Empire, making it a popular retirement spot for nobles wishing to
spend their twilight years in peace. Rovanian is known for it’s large vineyards and it’s thriving artistic
scene. Some speculate that the only reason it is not more popular among the nobility is it’s distance

from Korolburg.

Votaburg — Lying beside the Okon Range, Votaburg began life as a cat-folk trading hub. Each
year different tribes would travel through the Emerald Pass to trade exotic pelts and minerals with

humans on the other side of the mountains. Over time the cat folk built many monuments and structures



onto which they could record their various transactions in the hope that each tribe would come to learn
what they ought to be charging for their good.

Since the Mechtadorf invasion it has retained it’s status as a trading hub, but also become
famous for being the city furthest away from Korolburg. Several criminal organizations are known to

use it as their base of operations, with many nobles preferring spies and assassin's from this region.

Tsvetigrad — The Empire’s most geographically central city. Home to the seats of a majority of
corvid great houses, Tsvetigrad is a less a single city and more a vast collection of towers shooting out
of a thick coniferous forest, with tree trunks as wide as houses shooting hundreds of feat into the air.
The forest floor itself almost never sees sunlight, save for the rare times one of the ancient trees fall.
Tsvetigrad could provide enough wood for the entire Empire if it were not infested by dangerous
beasts.

From the heart of the Empire the avian families hire themselves out, acting as messenger,
servants, spies, and anything in between. At the heart of the forest lies a tree that stretches into the
clouds. It is here in the Great Nest that corvid families have met for years in order to discuss politics,
form trade agreements, or to arrange marriages. Though outsiders rarely visit Tsvetigrad, Korolburg
makes it’s presence known through keeping a large contingent of agents within the Great Nest at all

times.

Phitrivon — A large human city that lays between Korolburg and Tsvetigrad. Nobles have long
been fond of keeping summer hunting retreats here from which to launch expeditions into the
Tsvetigrad forest. Phitrivon produces a large number of fine furs and bones taken from the colossal
nearby beasts. Outside of the main city lay several overlapping rings of watchtowers which double-up
as both hunting lodges and guard stations responsible for preventing too many creatures leaving

Phitrivon land.

Okaburg — The oldest known halfling settlement. Mocked by other provinces as being
particularly poor, the residents of Okaburg have a reputation for trying to keep themselves to
themselves. In addition to halflings the local area has long acted as a gathering point for practicioners
of the Old Faith, and those who prefer a simpler existence. If one were to wander the rolling hills of
Okaburg for long enough they would likely come across a great number of hamlets built in the shadow

of ancient keeps and long forgotten ruins.



Mogkita — The most western city in the Empire, built near the freezing waters of the Great
Ocean. Loshchadigrond has been rebuilt over seven times in it’s history, giving it’s inhabitants a well-
earned reputation for stubbornness. It is the first city that the majority of Great Ocean raiders
encounter, making it one of Mechtadorf’s main bulwarks against foreign invasion. Loshschadigrans are
the most militant people within the Empire, taking great pride in their martial skill and their province’s
defensive capabilities.

When not fending off invasion Loshchadigrond is well known for it’s fisheries and seafood. Of
particular note are the Man-Eater Tuna; huge fish that have often been mistaken for whales by novice
marine biologists. A single tuna has been known to feed entire villages for weeks, making it’s pickled

meat one of Loshchadigrond’s main exports.



Culture:
Languages — Imperial Low-Variant, Medium-Standard, Imperial High-Standard

Imperial Low-Variant is the umbrella term given to any version of Imperial Standard that have become
entwined with one of the native Eshi languages. Despite the fact that imperial decree outlawed any Eshi
language over three hundred years ago, Low-Vairant can be found being spoken in many rural towns
and hamlets.

Imperial-Standard is the most common language spoken in Mechtadorf. Imperial-Standard is a
utilitarian language, designed to have simple grammatical rules and an emphasis on non-overlapping
synonyms. When Mechtadorf was expanding the Imperial College of Language decided that semi-
educated serfs made for far better city workers if they could all speak and read the same language, thus
a simplified version of Imperial High-Standard was commissioned, and the native Eshi dialects were
outlawed.

Three hundred years since its creation, Imperial-Standard is now used in all parts of Mechtadorf and in
many countries beyond. When the automated printing press was invented, Imperial decree ordered that
all citizens have at least one copy of The Imperial College’s Dictionary in their homes. In cities such as
Koroldorf copies of the latest edition of the dictionary have become a common tenth birthday gift.

Imperial High-Standard was once the exclusive dialect of the Starshi peoples. After their conquest of
Mechtadorf it underwent further refinement, cultivation, and change, before developing into the
language that it is today. Imperial High-Standard contains many complex grammatical rules, and a
much wider vocabulary than commonplace Imperial-Standard.

Imperial High-Standard is the language of the royalty and nobility in Mechtadorf, being the language
used in many plays, novels, and musicals. The upper echelons of imperial nobility often test their
influence by inventing words or idioms to drop into conversations, then seeing how far they can
influence the vocabulary of the time.

Government

The Sovereign — The Sovereign holds absolute power in Mechtadorf, acting as it’s highest
authority, it’s highest judge, and it’s highest priest. Mechtadorf was founded on awe to the absolute
power of the Sovereign, making their word the final one on matter of military, fashion, morality,
cuisine, governance, and everything in between.

The Sovereign rules for fifty five years, three months, and five days, after which they make the
Great Sacrifice, and their heir takes up their rule. Traditionally, each Sovereign produces an heir at the
age of twenty one, meaning each Sovereign usually takes up the role at the age of thirty four.

The Sovereign’s Great and Most Noble Sacrifice — The Starshi tribe originally dwelt in the East
of the lands that would later become Mechtadorf. An industrious people by nature, they had chose to
settle on the bank of the Blessed River Redde. At this time the Starshi ruled the wealthy city of



Korolburg and it’s surrounding farmlands under the guidance of the Korol King. With wealth flowing
into their lands, the Starshi people eventually turned their eyes westwards, to the lands of the Eshi
tribes.

Constance the Great, the Korol King of the time, had traveled far from Korolburg in his youth.
He had visited the Dwarves of the Three Great Peaks, spoken with the Centaurs of the vast planes over
the Eastern Mountains, dissected countless Cat and Crow people, and held council with the greatest
mages the world had to offer. His people were thriving, with good harvests and prosperous trade
flowing into their land. One night, as the cold winter was passing and the stars had foretold a temperate
summer was on the way, he held council with the Korolburg nobles on the terrace of his great palace.
The arranged nobility spoke until the early hours of the following morning, with Constance asking each
in turn what he could do to leave his mark on the history of the Starshi people. Not expecting the
question, each of those gathered was unable to give a satisfactory answer, suggesting petty things such
as building another tower or commissioning a greater statue. It was at the height of this meeting that a
shadowy figure emerged at the door to the entrance of the grand terrace. Thinking it was simply
another one of his nobility, Constance bade the figure to stand at the back of the queue of those offering
up their suggestions. Constance sat listening to each plan and idea, sinking into a deeper frustration
with each voice that spoke. The King had traveled far and seen the hunger of the other people’s of the
world, and now, looking at his own, he could see they were sinking into comfort and passivity. It was
only after Constance had dismissed each noble that the figure stepped forward. The sun was rising over
the horizon, and Constance had almost begun to doze in his chair. He opened a single eye, shooting up
straight as he saw a black furred cat folk standing before him. The cat smiled, the early morning sun
rising directly behind it. Suddenly awake, the King thought for a moment about whether he ought call
his guards, but seeing that the cat posed no threat, decided to listen to whatever this interloper had to
say.

The cat had a simple proposal. It pointed west, to the Eshi lands and it’s untapped farmlands,
it’s rich mineral deposits, and it’s forests filled with fine wood. Constance nodded in agreement with
the stranger, having seen many of these things in his travels. The cat offered a simple deal: Free it’s
people and the land would fall under the rule of the Korol King. Upon hearing this the King recoiled
and turned up his nose. Cat folk had been fine slaves since Korolburg’s founding, and an easy source of
ritual materials; releasing them would be madness. He was about to dismiss the strange feline, though
as he raised his hand to give the command, the cat jumped up close to him. Speaking words that
Constance had never heard, the cat waved its hands and a heavy sleep overcame the monarch.

When he awoke, the Constance as atop a great brass tower, overlooking the Eshi lands from
many thousands of miles up. Surrounding him were figures clad entirely in white, wearing fine steel
armour that had been carefully finished to look a beautiful brassy-gold. Below, though he did not
realize it at first, he saw people. From where he was they had seemed less than specs, their collective
mass merging together in his vision into a wave of ever so slightly shifting smudges. Looking carefully,
Constance began to make out individual shapes in the crowd, and as his ears adjusted he began to make
out words. There were praises below. Vast crowds were praising his name. Above, Constance could feel
a warmth emanating from the sky. Something was watching him. Something divine. Something
beautiful and powerful. In his preternaturally long life, magically extended and kept in a state of near
constant youth, the King had never felt anything as real as what he was currently seeing. He was about



to speak, to address the crowd and receive their adoration, that the sights faded and he found himself
sitting in his chair. The cat stood before him still, a knowing smile across his muzzle.

From that moment Constance knew what he needed. He would return to that place, regardless of
the cost. The next day he decreed the cat folk would be free. Over the following year the Starshi
amassed an army the size of which had not been seen in many hundreds of years, ensuring each warrior
had the finest quality equipment available, supported by many hundreds of great mages, priests, and
war beasts. The King prepared to wave farewell to his wife, children, and family, promising he would
eventually return to rule from Korolburg.

It was a full three years before Constance first campaign ran into any real resistance. Weary and
lazy from the string of easy victories, his forces became lax in their duties, allowing their blades to dull
and a sense of lethargy to wash over the armies camps. It was at this time that a group of Eshi arose to
rally the people in a single unified force. Having watched the Starshi for many years, the Eshi realized
that the Starshi partook in nightly rituals to the coming of the moon into the night sky. It was during
one of these rituals, when Constance soldiers were most distracted, that the Eshi warriors attacked.
Caught unaware, and being out of practice, the campaign’s forces were reduced by four fifths. The Eshi
heroes found Constance deep in worship near the center of the camp, making a cowardly attempt on the
King’s life as he knelt on holy ground. Almost immediately the King’s guards reacted, holding back the
Eshi as they were cut down. Constance himself fled from the scene, rallying his men and organizing a
skillfully executed retreat back into consolidated Starshi lands, retreating Durseme forest to the town of
Redeselde.

Reports came that similar events were playing out across the campaign front, forcing Constance
to change his forces to a more defensive stance. In the years that followed the glorious campaign had
turned into a defensive war, with the Starshi only expanding when they thought it would grant a tactical
advantage. Meanwhile, Constance followed the party of Eshi throughout the Durseme forest,
successfully killing the skilled illusionist who had been so skillfully covering their tracks. Convinced
that his forces would finally be able to hunt down the Eshi, Constance ordered the pursuit to head deep
into the Durseme.

Unbeknownst to Constance, the Eshi had already moved silently back through the Durseme, and
began to move deep into Starshi lands. Constance and his forces searched the entire Durseme forest,
finding no sign of the Eshi heroes as they moved further westwards, the search growing more desperate
as time went on. It was when winter began to fall that Constance realized he he faced a choice. He
would either have to return to Redeselde and the Starshi people empty-handed despite many years of
searching, or he could return declaring that the Eshi had been driven off back into the darkest depths of
the forest, unable to make any moves without their mage. Returning to Redeselde he ordered his forces
to spread out to the furthest reaches of Eshi land.

Once again, the campaign moved without any effective resistance. Villages and towns fell under
Strashi rule. With his forces in high spirits Constance became more relaxed with each mile he rode
from the Durseme. By the time he reached the ocean, the natural end of his conquest, he had moved the
delay caused by the Eshi heroes to the very back of mind, deciding it was an unfortunate delay, but one
that had been overcome. With the western shores of Eshi land claimed, and all of the territory of the



south under his reign, Constance ruminated on the northern expanse, in which not even the Eshi dwelt
in any great number. He would need to decide where else his armies could go eventually, but for the
time being he felt the Starshi could enjoy a moment of relaxation.

It was only when he turned his attention back to Korolburg that he learned it was under siege.
Much to his horror, Constance learned that the Eshi heroes had not been defeated, but had instead
slipped past his armies and taken to hiding in the eastern mountains. The enraged King jumped upon
his horse upon hearing this and immediately rode east, taking only the men that could keep pace with
him. For twelve nights and days the King rode before he saw the spires of Korolburg. A hundred men
were behind him. He sent a crow to deliver the message of his coming, though, looking down at the
siege, he had greatly underestimated the strength of the Eshi. In his message he bade the nobles of the
city to pray and offer sacrifice to the gods that evening, as he prepared to do the same. For the first time
in a great many years Constance prayed to the gods for the strength to defeat the Eshi heroes if he were
to face them in combat.

The next day, Constance and his men rode town to the walls of Korolburg, launching
themselves into the heart of the Eshi army. The three remaining heroes of the Eshi were easy to spot,
having been given a wide berth by their kin. As Constance rounded on them an arrow was shot from a
bow, finding the throat of his horse, which crashed down into the ground. Before the King stood three
warriors decorated in exotic silk cloaks, wielding weapons which sung with magical potency.
Ordinarily this fight would be difficult for Constance, if not impossible. After twelve days of constant
riding broken by the occasional short nap, Constance struggled to stand under the weight of his own
armour. A mace smashed down into his shoulder, breaking the Kings arm before he could even
unsheathe his sword. He staggered back in pain, exhaustion and anger dulling his senses, though doing
little to make the pain more bearable. Using his unbroken arm he drew his sword, but through the slits
in his helmet the King could see the three Eshi warriors closing in on him. Meekly, he raised his sword
and thrust.

All of Constance years of training told him to expect the uncomfortable feeling of his wrist
being twisted as his opponent deflected his lazy swing. The sword traveled through the air and
Constance grit his teeth, almost closing his eyes so that he would not see the blow that killed him. A
sensation came across his arm, and for a moment he thought his disorientation had spared him the pain
of the sword being pushed away. It must have been less than a few seconds, but when Constance had
realized no blow was coming, he looked at his arm, then to his hand, then to his sword. The tip of his
blade had been thrust through one of the Eshi.

A newfound strength rushed through the King, adopting a better stance as he took several wild
slashes at the mace-wielding Eshi. Through several blows the Eshi did his best to block, but he too
began to weaken, dropping his mace, allowing the king a vicious slash across his chest. The second
Eshi fell. The last charged towards him but Constance easily dodged, cutting across the Eshi’s back,
then, moving from one motion tot he next, stabbing into the Eshi’s side. Almost disappointingly, the
final Eshi fell. With their leaders slain discordance spread through the Eshi tribes. A volley of crossbow
fire shot down from the city walls, Starshi voices ringing out in cheer as the soldiers on the battlements
spotted their King stood among the dead Eshi. The men who had survived charging into battle with
Constance, ten in total, charged from atop their horses into the sides of a group of Eshi attempting to
scale the walls, blowing their horns and screaming. Constance wanted to join them, though his



weariness returned. Unable to muster even the strength to hold his sword, the king collapsed, content
that Korolburg would not fall.

Unbeknownst to Constance, the nobles of Korolburg had met the previous night, guided by
priests. To defeat the Eshi, it was decided, a great sacrifice would be required. At first the nobles threw
animals and personal trinkets into the fire, and when that produced nothing, they threw slaves, then
serfs, then favored servants, then friend, then family. Among the screams the priests continued to chant,
screaming to the gods that they deliver some sign that they would be blessed with victory against the
Eshi. As another set of sacrifices was to be thrown into the fire, the Constance crow in the highest open
window of the chamber. The god’s had delivered their message.

With grim resolve, the first noble stepped forward to offer his idea, mere moments before the
nobles would have suggested sacrificing one another. The Korol King, they decided, ought to be a fine
sacrifice to the gods. To show their willingness to any deity who may have been watching, Constance
messenger bird’s wings were ripped from its body, which was then thrown onto the pyre. A brilliant
white flame shot into the air and the chief priest made his promise. “You may have our king when he
reaches the age of fifty five years, three months, and six days of age, and all of his blood from hereon
after until the last day of the world, if you are to give us victory tomorrow.” The flames roared their
luminescent moonlight-white once more, then died down. This was the sign the priests had needed. The
King, who would reach the age of fifty five years, three months, and five days, would be victorious,
and then the gods would take him the day after.

When dawn broke the following day the populace of the city arose to greet a procession of the
King and his men who would travel through the streets and back to the palace. Constance had found a
new horse to ride since the end of the battle, a big black stallion which had formally belonged to one of
his guards. The great beast took four steps into the city. On the fifth step, as it’s hoof was about to meet
the ground, a stone subtly shifted, a movement too small for any of those gathered to properly grasp,
but enough to twist the horses leg in an unnatural way. A horrific neigh was heard and in the next
moment the stallions leg had been completely twisted around, causing the horse to buckle. And
collapse forward. Constance fell from his saddle, smashing his head against the road. He was
pronounced dead by the royal physician that same day.

After Constance came his son, Innuriel, his natural successor. The nobles greeted the son of
Constance the Great, Constance the Conqueror, Constance the Saviour, with three days of celebration,
at the end of which they were invited to the palace. In a state of revelry the nobles proceeded to the
feasting hall, wondering whom should claim the rights to which parts of the newly conquered territory.
When they arrived, however, they found Innuriel sat at the head of the table, a scowl across his face,
staring with a deep fury at each of the nobility in turn.

The Starshi nobles sat down to a banquet bereft of food and drink. It was only when a priest
stepped out from one of the many doors and stood behind the young King that they realized what had
happened. The priests, owing no loyalty to the nobility, had informed Innuriel of his father’s fate, and
what had been promised to the gods in return for victory. Shamed glances were exchanged and
preemptive accusations were thrown, but Innuriel simply raised his hand for silence. If he were to be



doomed to die at the same age as his father, Innuriel declared, then he would make sure the newly
formed Empire of Mechtadorf would did not forget who’s blood their prosperity cost. He would not
take revenge on any individual sat at the table. In exchange, he would be the Sovereign, and the
beneficence of his family would be worshiped by all. He snapped his fingers, and order the priests be
killed, and his fathers surviving guards immediately took out their daggers to stab defenseless elderly
figures. The Sovereign would from then, and for as long as Mechtadorf stood, be the only authority of
Mechtadorf.

Innuriel died from illness at the age of fifty five years, three months, and six days old. His
daughter Ivanessa took up his throne. Since then there has been an unbroken chain of fourteen
Sovereigns, making the current Sovereign, Theodor the Fourth, the seventeenth to hold the title.

Eyes of the Sovereign — Amongst the many agents of Mechtadorf a select few are given the
honour of reporting to the Sovereign directly. Though each Sovereign varies in how many they choose
to have at any given time, each of these agents are handpicked and put through years of grueling rituals,
after which they officially gain the title of an Eye of the Sovereign.

The origin of this title understates their role, however. After countless years spent deep in the
Korolburg Castle basement they become an extension of the Sovereign’s will itself. At any given time
the Sovereign may choose to see through the eyes of one of these agents, keeping a scrying orb bound
to one at each time. Any information that enters one of these agents heads become accessible to the
Sovereign, and any action they take will be transmitted by subtle magics back to the throne room. On
some occasions, when the Sovereign wishes to meet with somebody in person, he may do so by
sending one of his Eyes and possessing them when they reach the individual.

Each Eye is highly trained in covert, martial, and magic arts, such is the range of tasks they are
required to undertake. Within their skull sits two jet black orbs in place of eyes, though they can make
these appear as a regular pair of eyes at a moments notice. In older times they would traditionally wear
black painted suits of armour at all times, though now a days they are commonly seen wearing white
shirts under black silk suits, trousers, and ties. Regardless of attire, an agent will always have a
gleaming silver pendant crafted into the shape of an eye with a pair of swords arranged above and
below it, in order to identify themselves should they ever need to exercise their authority.

Despite their many uses, Eye’s are rare within the empire for the simple fact that their creation
is both risky and resource intensive. The creation of an Eye is a twenty year long process, with each
stage requiring a heavy investment of fine magical resources. In addition, the process itself often kills
the individual undergoing it during the eighteenth or nineteenth year, making the investment
extraordinarily costly each time.

Nobility — Throughout Mechtadorf there are countless noble families, each with a claim to be
descended from an ancient Starshi ruler. The vast majority of nobles will own some kind of land or
holding, on which the lower rungs of Mechtadorf society work. In between the nobility and the workers
are trusted servants, advisors, and experts of specific matters who will either be younger members of
nobility or the children of a common family who has shown some degree of intellect and who’s
education the noble has subsidized in exchange for their fealty.



Noble society follows no strict pecking order or organization, indeed, the nobility are free to
organize their holdings as they see fit. Power is often dictated as much by social connections as it is by
wealth. A young noble with a medium sized farm in the far west of the Empire will find themselves
more respected than one with a large farm just outside of Mechtadorf if they can attain some sign of
favour from the Sovereign. It is considered common decency for a noble to wear a symbol of allegiance
to Mechtadorf prominently on their person at all times, to be seen at all festivals, and to always be
prepared to host guests, for the Sovereign could drop by at any time, and it would be deemed
scandalous if anybody were to be found unprepared for that eventuality.

Particularly ambition members of the nobility will often go much further than the simple
observance of social conventions. In an attempt to gain the recognition of those above them many
noble families will send their firstborn children to serve the Empire, perhaps as engineers, as military
commanders, as mages, with the most ambitious families sending their offspring to become Imperial
spies.

To be a noble in Mechtadorf is to be constantly looking for a way to end up in the good graces
of the Sovereign. If a Sovereign suffers an injury many nobles will pay their surgeons to replicate that
injury on their own bodies. When Theodor the First lost his left eye in a rifle accident many nobles took
to wearing eye-patches, or if not having their left eye’s removed completely, and when Theodor had his
empty socket mended through optical magics, the nobility followed suit.

Sovereign’s Through the Ages:

IC 0- 55 1 — Constance, the Great

IC 55- 110 2 — Innuriel, the Feastless

IC 110 — 165 — Ivanessa, the Stoic

IC 165 — 220 — Flarimir, the Just

IC 220 — 276 — Maria I, the Cunning

IC 276 — 331 — Andrei I, the Dreamer

IC 331 — 386 — Vlodofir, the Cat Tamer

IC 441 — 496 — Isya, Lord of the Pit

IC 496 — 552 — Tsevonovna, the Dragon Slaughter
IC 552 — 607 — Maria II, the Virtuous

IC 607 — 662 — Vasily I, the

IC 662 — 717 — Andrei II, the Lord of all things that Walk Upon Four or more Hooves
IC 717 — 772 — Theodor 11, the Jovial

IC 772 — 828 — Theordor 111, the Stern

IC 828 — 883 — Zashavin, the Cat Friend

IC 883 — 938 — Maria 111, the Explorer

IC 993 — 1038 (Current Year) — Theodor IV



Religion:

The study of the gods is considered to be a hobby for the nobility, who have the wealth to send
their children to the University of Estreding, Mechtadorf’s most famed theological institution. For the
majority of the citizens of Mechtadorf the gods are considered to be fickle and lazy, though
occasionally sympathetic to mortals. This random nature serves to prove why it is that the words of a
mortal ruler ought be considered superior to holy texts or scriptures taken from visionaries in days long
past.

Within Estreding’s halls it is taught that the gods are nothing more than powerful entities
unsuited to serious worship. Mechtadorf theology holds that there are thousands of such entities that
may have once be referred to as gods, each focusing upon some small aspect of day to day life, and
who may be coaxed into providing aid in exchange for performing certain liturgical rites or in exchange
for sacrifices. A shepherd, for example, may offer a few prayers to Durmuz, the god of herding, in the
hopes that his flock will come in strong that year. If in the end the flock is weak, the shepherd will not
blame Durmuz, but will instead most likely attempt to explain his misfortune naturally, reasoning that
Durmuz simply did not care much to stop it. In reverse, if the shepherd’s flock does do well that year he
will likely attribute this to his own personal skill or a generous rainfall, not caring to thank Durmuz, for
all the herding god cares for is the healthy flock, not the thanks of a mortal.

Whether miracles do occur is also a matter of serious debate within Mechtadorf. Some hold that
when the gods intervene they may grant their followers a certain degree of power in order to act on
their behalf. Followers of this belief hold that clerics of a certain god will often manifest powers
relating to that god; a cleric of Az the god of fire, for example, may be able to cast a fireball spell when
before they could not. Others, meanwhile, contend that the vast majority of instances of miracles are
merely an individual’s latent magical talents manifesting themselves. That same cleric of Az, it could
be said, may only be attracted to a god of fire because of their latent talent with fire magics. Followers
of this school of thought are often quick to point out that very few of the god’s followers ever manifest
any sort of power, and whenever a cleric does show such powers they seem to grow stronger with
practice in a similar way to most mages.

The Old Faith — When the Starshi conquered the lands that would later become Mechtadorf they
discovered a large number of faiths local to those they conquered. Though there has always been those
with a desire to outlaw these faiths, the Ministry of Culture has tended to take a more nuanced
approach.

An individual church or temple is required by law to submit an annual theological statement of
intent to the Ministry of Culture, along with a hefty fee for the administrative charges. Upon reception
of the request, the ministry will judge whether worship of the deity or pantheon in question aligns with
the wider goals and culture of Mechtadorf. If the theological statement is approved, the religion will be
sanctified by a high ranking minister, allowing the faith to continue existing for at least another year. A
religion with beliefs or practices that are deemed to go against the Empire will be given a brief period
of time to disperse it’s congregation, who will be expected to turn in it’s preachers to the nearest noble.



As time has gone on, the more established faiths have been encouraged to realign themselves
with the wider Empire, either through threats of a failing the theological statement inspection, or
through various bribes. Religion’s friendly to Mechtadorf tend to place the Sovereign as their highest
deity, or will regularly remind it’s followers that what their god wants just so happens to line up
perfectly with what the Empire wants.

In Korolburg and other metropolitan cities the Old Faith is seen as an outdated relic of a bygone
era; it’s existence attributed to the Sovereign’s mercy. The powers sometimes seen in the believers of
various gods is often hand waved as being the influence of particularly powerful spirits or demons, the
followers of whom are simply mistaken about the nature of what they worship.

Despite regional variations, some gods have retained a following throughout imperial history,
their influence ascending and waning throughout various provinces as time goes on.

Ya — Ba — Ya & Ba are usually considered to be differing forms of the same deity, through
which all other god’s are expressed.

Ya is typically portrayed as a white goat with large curving horns and a golden anklet on each
leg. He is typically thought of as a fatherly figure who watches over those who follow his children. As
such, he is rarely worshiped directly, but northern followers of the Old Faith in the north will often
display the symbol of a radiant white goat in their temples.

Ya is said to dwell beyond time and space, appearing in all places simultaneously whilst never
being within the physical universe. His colour is white, and his stone is marble.

Ba is seen as a dark black deer with long flowing silver antlers and a crown of stars. She is
usually considered to be a mysterious figure who appears in times of great importance. Like Ya, she is
rarely worshiped directly, but is considered to act through other gods.

Ba is thought to dwell deep underground, occasionally rising to the surface through secret
tunnels in order to subtly influence events in the world above. Her colour is black, and her stone is
obsidian.

Shash — Shash is the god of the Sun. He is revered as the god of truth and justice. He is often
portrayed as a wizened old man carrying a piece of golden parchment containing every wise law that
ever has been and ever will be written. Shash is said to see all things that happen during the day, hence
why criminals prefer to operate at night. In more rural courtrooms a figure of him will often be carved
on the door, reminding judges that they are carrying out his duties whilst in his house.

Shash has a major temple in the eastern city of Rashuri, at the heart of which lies his ancient
shrine. Once per year on Rubarevry 41* clerics and preachers will come from all regions of Mechtadorf
in order to bring their disputes before the Rashuri Council and have the matter resolved once and for all
by the god of justice. These events can take weeks, elongated even further by the fact that the sun must
be shining down on the cleric making the judgment, as a sign that Shash himself approves of the
decision.

His colour is yellow, and his metal is bronze.



Yagoz — Yagoz is the god of the moon, and is typically associated with knowledge, science, and
magic. They are most commonly portrayed as young mage with androgynous features, white hair, and a
large tomb containing every spell yet to be discovered. Due to the cosmopolitan nature of mages,
worship of Yagoz has diminished over time, though it is not wholly uncommon for wizards and
sorcerers to maintain a small shrine to them.

Their colour is white, and their metal is tin. Though few mages will say they follow the
tradition, wands have traditionally been made with a tin covering due to many magical colleges starting
out as temples to Yagoz.

Vob Moy — Vob Moy is the patron of medicine and doctors. His clerics are often well received
all across Mechtadorf for their ability to heal even the most grievous injuries. He is mostly commonly
portrayed as a gigantic leech that wraps around the planet sucking out impurity. Typically a cleric of
Vob Moy will carry a pendant displaying an ornately decorated leech.

A large temple to Vob Moy is found in the northern city of Varaburg, in the northernmost region
of which is his temple. At the center of the temple is a large pit of leeches into which worshipers often
jump. Those who are considered to have done more harm than good in their lives will be cured of their
ailments, whilst those who have caused more harm will be consumed. Some whisper that criminals in
Varaburg are often thrown into this pit as opposed to being given a proper Imperial trial.

His colour is green, and his stone is emerald.

Tishpak -Tishpak is a god of nature and animals, and has the most regional variation of any god
of the Old Faith. Depending on which part of Mechtadorf one travels to they will find a different
portrayal of Tishpak, though all agree on three common features: She will have bright amber eyes, red
fur, and only be visible during early sunrise or late sunset. In the north she is seen as a great red bear, in
the east as a large goat, in the south as a mink, and in the west as an otter.

Cleric of Tishpak tend towards hermitage deep within the forest, maintaining simple shrines to
their patron. Temples of Tishpak are frequently raided by the Ministry of Culture due to alleged
connection to druid circles.

Her colour is amber, and her stone is Carnelian.

Ozura — Ozura is the god of the sky and deep oceans, most commonly depicted as a man with
the head of a fish. Almost every statue or mosaic in which he features shows him holding a long spear
that can shoot great bolts of lightning.

Ozura is most commonly worshiped by small villages built beside the western sea, where his
clerics will pray deep into the night in hopes that their god will cause a whale to beech upon their
shores. These whales will be rendered down of their meet and their oil sold to the wider empire, after
which a selection of their bones will be taken to the great whale catacombs beneath Mogkita.

During Dorov, priest of Ozura will travel en mass to Mogkita to celebrate the Fish-Giving
ceremony, in which copious amounts of seafood are hauled up from the ocean and served throughout
the city, after which several days of prayer are given to the god of the ocean.

His colour is blue, and his stone is Lapis Lazuli



Gibid — Gibid is the God of wine, trickery, and recreational sex. He is most commonly seen as a
man with a rabbit’s legs, ears, and teeth who carried a list of the names of the true father of every
bastard ever born. Clerics of Gibid often make their wealth as wine makers and brothel owners, making
the sign of a rabbit carved above the door of these establishments a welcome sign to many. Those who
use the sign of Gibid without paying proper respects will often find themselves run out of business as a
result of an elaborate string of malicious pranks, helping to preserve the integrity of the god’s image.

Gibid is rarely worshiped properly, he is treated as something as a novelty within Mechtadorf,
with the Festival of the Midnight Hare being widely celebrated on he night of Otsen 26". On this night
nobles throughout the empire will throw lavish masked parties in which regular social convention is
temporarily suspended. It is no coincidence that Phodvary is known as the Birthing Month within noble
circles.

His colour is red, and his stone is ruby.

Zar — Zar is a bull-headed warlike hero deity of conquest and violence. His followers
continuously keep at the very edge of what the ministries considers to be acceptable practice, and many
of his temples have been destroyed as a result of breaking Imperial law.

Clerics of Zar rarely stay fixed in any one location, instead wandering the land in order to
search of chances to show their martial prowess. Every three years during the month of Anvary a
tournament is held within the Okon range in which warriors from every corner of Mechtadorf will fight
to gain the favour of Zar. An event such as this would usually be seen as subversive of Imperial
customs, however it gained tacit approval when Tsevonovna, the Dragon Slaughter participated. The
Ministry of History records that during Tsevonovna’s involvement a colossal red dragon also chose to
take part, polymorphed into a hulking human man. Records show that after a lengthy fight, the
sovereign beat he dragon almost to death with her bare hands, after which she forced the dragon back
into it’s true form so that it could be tortured beneath Korolburg Palace.

His colour is pink, and his stone is iron.

Vilkoi — Vilkoi is the god of fire, blacksmiths, and long-lasting relationships. They are a large
human that presents both male and female aspects. Vilkoi lives beside the eternal fire; a large flame at
the center of Kath, the planet second planet from the sun. It is here that they create their eternal works,
sending dreams to morals of inspirational feats of creation.

Clerics of Vilkoi often double as blacksmiths, and are also known to officiate weddings with
rings they forged themselves. Though these weddings are not recognized by imperial law they retain a
reputation for longevity. In the rural areas of Mechtadorf these are often seen as a couple’s “true”
wedding, after which they will register with the local Imperial clerk.

Their colour is gray, and their stone is steel.

Efretsva — Efretsva is the goddess of death, fate, and the border between worlds. She is often
portrayed as an ancient lady in withered and tattered clothing who lives in the space between stars. Her
followers are thorough fatalists, attributing most things that happen in life to inevitability. In this way,
Efretsya represents the fact that everybody must die, and a choosing to accept this.



Clerics of Efrestya have a deep hatred for vampires and the undead. They can typically be found
hunting out their great enemy carrying silver pocket watches and crossbows filled with bolts blessed
with countless rituals.

Her colour is gray, and her stone is silver.



Traditions

The Feast of the Sovereign’s Sacrifice — The most important day in Mechtadorf, falling three
days before the current Sovereign reaches the age of fifty five years, three months, and five days. There
is no set way to celebrate the Feast of the Sovereign’s Sacrifice, or the Great Feast as it is often called.

The only commonality between each feast is the coordination of events. One year prior, the
Sovereign will given an indication of the kind of Feast they desire. This may either be a vague
indication, or the Sovereign may plan it out in great detail with their advisors. Once the Sovereign is
satisfied with what has been planned it will be copied out by hand onto thousands of letters, each
addressed to a noble household. Upon receiving this letter the nobility will spend the following year in
a near constant state of preparation. Three days before the Sovereign is due to die, all but the most
essential activity in Mechtadorf will cease.

What happens on these three days depends upon the Sovereign. When Ivanessa held her Feast it
was a dour affair, with Mechtadorf ordered to wear entirely black clothing, to remove any brightly
coloured decoration from homes, and for every individual to offer prayers to Constance the Great at
least thirty times a day. When she died the next day, mock funerals were held in every town and village
across the Empire, caskets filled with either mannequins, precious items, and even particularly devoted
Imperial servants in some instances. These caskets were placed into stone mausoleums alongside piles
of small sacrifices of precious metals, rare spices, tools, weapons, and fine clothing. When Ivanessa
died and Constance the Second became Sovereign he was ushered in silently the next day.

In contrast, when Theodor the Second held his Feast, he declared that the three days prior would
be filled with drinking, eating, music, and merriment. Across Mechtadorf writers and poets read
eulogies to him at the head of huge communal tables where only the finest meats and spirits were
consumed. Citizens were encouraged to share their wealth with one another, to decorate their
dwellings, and to buy gifts for their loved ones. When it was reported that Theodor had died the
Imperial College of Pyrotechnics shot out huge fireworks across Korolburg, beneath which bonfires
roared and burned masterfully crafted effigies of the Sovereign. His successor, Theodor the Third, was
ushered in the next day just as a marble statue of his father was unveiled in the center of Korolburg.

Magic:

Technology:



Mon-Luna

Mon-Luna is a semi-autonomous mountainous land located to the South-West of Mechtadorf,
best known for it’s stability, unchanging nature, and, ironically, werewolves.

When Mechtadorf and other countries took wholeheartedly to the eradication of were-creatures
from the lands the survivors fled into the mountains, seeking refuge. As the armies of Mechtadorf
approached the remaining werewolves prayed daily for aid, not caring for what was listening. That year
a terrible snow storm ravaged the peaks, making it all but impossible for any army to attack.
Disgruntled but in high morale, the armies retreated to the base of the mountain ranges, preparing
themselves to weather the storm and continue their attack in the spring. It came as a great shock when
spring came, turned to summer, then back to autumn and winter, and the storm had not abated. A full
year since the armies had reached the base of the mountain and the storm had not shown a moment of
letting up. Reasoning that any werewolves who had hidden in the peaks must have died the armies
dispersed, the Mon-Luna mountains fading into the back of the collective minds of the wider world.

Eighty years to the day that it had begun, without warning, the snow storm passed. Curious as to
what became of the wolves an imperial expedition force was sent, well equipped for mountaineering,
into the Mon-Luna range, expecting to find a few scraggy survivors hiding in makeshift shelters at
most. It was with great surprise, then, that as the expedition climbed they found evidence of stonework.
Not only that, but intricately decorated watch-posts, black granite floors, and doors into sizable halls. It
was at the end of one of these many halls that the tangy-sweet smell of incense wafted from behind a
bronze enforced wooden door. Pushing it open, the expedition found a chamber of three hundred
werewolves deep in meditation, clutching prayer beads, clad in black robes, each transformed to a
different degree.

When one of the wolf men finally took notice of the expedition they were taken out of the
meditation chamber and into a building that resembled something one would have seen in Korolburg
several hundred years prior. There were oak wood floors, wool rugs, and ebony furniture decorated
with iron and silver swirls. It was clearly rather outdated, being lit primarily by torch sconces and
warmed by a central fire pit, but the expedition could not deny the craftsmanship. Reports say that they
spoke to a creature who had chosen to resemble more of a man at that time, offering them dark breads,
mead, cheese curds, and fish. Dried meats were also offered, though the guide was keen to stress that
his people did not often eat it, save for when they fell ill or on special occasions. It was over this simple
meal that the man began to tell the story of his people.

The prayers of the werewolves had, indeed, been answered all those many years ago. When the
blizzard hit it only did so at the lower altitudes of the slopes, leaving the upper peaks untouched. For
the first few months of their isolation, the man claimed, his people fought to the death, almost coming
to the edge of extinction. It was when their fighting led them down into the valleys that they found a
human population, surviving by herding goats and organizing vast terrace farms in the lush plateaus
that hid behind the surrounding ring of soaring mountains. At first the wolves had looked upon this and
thought they had found a fresh source of food. They had prepared to descend when a gray furred
member of their kind descended from Mon-Primus, the highest peak, carrying a large scroll in his hand.
This wolf, the man said, was called Elohim, and he had died many years before the expedition arrived,



though his teachings lived on. Atop the Mon-Primus he had heard a voice and seen a flash of light in
the sky. This voice called itself God, and said that it had answered the prayers of the wolves, and would
continue to do so if the wolves refrained from their natural instincts. Elohim agreed to this, and was
given a scroll containing two hundred and eighty laws, which he took back to his people.

Ever since he had spoken to Elohim, the invisible sky God has watched over the mountains and
their valleys. It had said that a time would come when his storm would subside, and the nations of men
would come searching, but that the wolves should bade them welcome. As if to prove his point, the
man they had spoken to suddenly transformed into his large bipedal canine form, yet continued to tend
to his guests with gentleness of a nurse. When the expedition descended from the mountains they
relayed all they had seen to the Imperial court. Stunned by this, the Sovereign of the time, Theodor the
Second, sent his eyes to meet with these wolves personally. After seeing the same sights, the Sovereign
took a few days council with his most trusted advisors. When he emerged from his chambers he offered
the wolves a deal: They would help keep Mechtadorf free from their feral cousins and in exchange the
Mon-Luna would become a protectorate and trading partner of Mechtadorf. The Mon-Luna
werewolves were also ordered never to spread their affliction to any citizen of Mechtadorf, even by
accident, under pain of death, though they were free to try and tame any they found whom had already
been overcome with the sickness. Upon hearing this offer the Mon-Luna werewolves agreed, turning
the Mon-Luna range into an official part of Mechtadorf ever since.

Though not common, it is possible for those who travel especially in the South West of
Mechtadorf to find processions of werewolves wearing black robes, carrying incense burners, and
reading their holy scripture. As these priests, monks, and paladins travel further from the Mon-Luna
they are more likely to assume their completely human forms and almost inaudibly whisper they’re
prayers.

Religion

The vast majority of both humans and wolves who live in Mon-Luna worship the invisible sky
father; an eternal, benevolent spirit that watches out for all those who make a covenant with him. Due
to the emphasis on denying one’s bestial urges the worship of the sky god is often referred to as the
Semita Tranquilliam by his followers.



The Infinite Steppes

To the south-east of Mechtadorf lies a series of craggy mountains, formally known as the Okon
Range. If one takes one of the many dangerous roads through the mountain passes they will find a vast
plane stretching out past the horizon, covered in thick grass and the occasional tree.

Human eyes are, however, limited. Though many explorers have seen the infinite steppes, very
few have ever comprehended just how vast they are, and fewer still have ever truly grasped how they
earned their title. No imperial expedition has ever found what lies on the other side of the steppes. The
longest expedition spent two years traveling south-east, and never once saw a sign of anything other
than gassy fields, rocky hills, and occasional river. Within Korolburg, scholars have long argued over
the possible geography of the steppe, with theories ranging from the idea that the steppe wraps around
the world, and is in fact attached to the lands to the north-western sea. Others have argued that given
the shape and size of the planet, the steppes stretch down to the equator, where, at some point, the heat
from the sun makes life uninhabitable. Eccentrics claim that the steppes genuinely are infinite, and that
the planet exists upon a flat-plane that stretched into forever.

For the cat-folk who dwell there, the unending nature of the steppes has always been well
known. Tribes who’s range has never stretched to the Okon Range have long assumed that there is
nothing else to the world but the eternal unchanging landscape of rough wild-grass and shrubs. Those
who find being under imperial control often simply pack up and travel deeper into the wilderness,
confident that they could keep walking for many generations and be confident that they will find the
terrain they are used to.

The creatures of the steppes are strange, almost parodies, of those found elsewhere in the
empire. Many sport longer muzzles, odd fur patterns, or asymmetrical antlers, to name just a few. Some
reports have said that these adaptations become more extreme as one travels deeper into the steppes.
The best piece of evidence for this currently sits in the Korolburg biological academies great hall: The
remains of a dragon longer than any ever encountered with rows of almost hair-like antlers sprouting
wildly from the back of it’s head, and seven sets of wings sitting at strange places along the lizard’s
enormous body. The creature was allegedly killed several about one thousand miles from the Okon
Range, and nothing else ever like it has ever been discovered.



