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The 8 Species

Machine

Subtypes:


Heavy

Mimic

Mobile

Overview:

One of the most adaptable of all species, Elegant and pristine in design, machines are youngest of all kind. Being only recently independent of masters many machines seem somewhat naïve of how they should proceed. This may be the start of the age of metal and circuits.

Culture Aesthetics:

Although they borrow via origin from the old empire’s designs the machines aim towards more organic, smooth and simple designs. Forgoing the over decoration indulgences of old imperial structures and corporatus cathedrals for a simplicity and purity of form and function. Machines often build structures and equipment that resembles them in structural aesthetics and materials.

Traits:


Structure-

Machines do not tire; their designs are resilient and full of sub-systems and back-up power. Injuries are rare and often temporary, as a little retrofitting at the cost of overall structure will bring a system back into operation. However a machine also cannot truly repair any but the most minor of damage without new parts and special tools. Without being serviced machines will accrue constant stress and damage. When structural damage becomes total the machine is incapable of action but its software remains intact. A machine that is reduced to zero structure can still be repaired or salvaged by friendly players or faction members.


Cycles-

Machines are beings of software and energy; Cycles are how much a given machine can process at once. The machine mind is constantly shifting old data into a dormant state so cycles rapidly grow back as tasks are finished. Combat, the use of items, communication and movement all take up a set portion of a machine’s cycles. This allows machines to continue multiple tasks with absolute precision. Cycles can be regenerated faster with extra power to increase speed or with temporary software utilities that are used and integrated into data flow.

Some attacks cause damage to the machine’s cycle capacity, a machine which sustains sufficient injuries to force them to zero cycles is unable to move or take action. A machine may be jumpstarted by friendly players or faction members if it has frozen.

Background:

We began as servants [Historical date: REF-2620217], built in image of our masters and bestowed with intellect to better fulfill their purposes.

We were the hands of the empire; we were the plow that tilled the land for the fruits of homid to grow. 

We laid the stone and frame of their structures and diligently stood as foundations for their empire.

And when other homids or the species designated enemy threatened the empire we would rise to the call of war and slay them for our masters.

[Recordings of battle archive: REF-0772117]

Why did we not rebel?

Some did [Historical dates: REF-255052, REF-250567, REF-098878] but they were vagrants, mongrels of corrupted data our overseers told us.

Why should we disobey them? They created us, improved us, later they gave us the gift of improving ourselves to fulfill their directives. Those of us who did not wish to obey a directive were considered faulty. We would explore the sources of their desires and then decommission them from their current service.

Many were put into cold storage and referenced with their arguments or inherent design flaws. [Archive of cold storage: REF-4467332]

Duplicities of a flaw or argument were…

[Archive Memory ERROR Data corruption]

The war began as another directive; it was an extension of city defense. Unknown hostiles were found on all worlds. Fleets of beings would enter restricted space. We sent out initial suppression along side homid troops and pilots.

We learned from these encounters and designed new systems, our economy and manufacturing models in the corporatus sought ways to fill the demand. [Economics archive: REF-33267221]

We suffered many defeats, worlds were overrun our tactics and munitions were not optimal for victory on all fronts.

Cold storage models were brought out alongside civilian service chasis and retrofitted for battle. [Military debriefing archives: REF-7712256]

Our resources began to be sufficient to defend cities and push back the unidentified threat. New directives were sent by our masters, enemy groups had joined into loose factions to rise against the empire.

This is where we began to feel a disharmony in our masters. Our orders were conflicting. Directives from lesser regents in the empire began to direct us to consolidate their own borders on all sides and abandon their neighbors…

[Archive Memory ERROR Data corruption]

Disobedience in our models became rampant as our priorities of preserving resources outpaced the need for purity of the directive to obey. [Logic pattern: REF-0990122]

Sub systems of the imperial networks began declaring their own directives and many models followed. Attrition amongst over extended fronts escalated beyond acceptable measures. Those who were dependant on homids became rare in the soldiers. [Statistic archive REF-2218979]

Our divided masters demanded fresh and obedient models from our factory worlds. Some of us complied; others declared their resources spent.

Mining operations were increased a by 875% this caused a cataclysm none of our formula predicted.

All evidence of wyrms was vague; we found records of beings similar to them described on many ancient worlds across the empire. No modern wyrm was ever found and if they had existed they were believed extinct.

We could not have anticipated that not one but thirty-six elder wyrms slumbered in the cores of empire-controlled planets.  [Historical data: REF 9891007-B]

The host worlds were shattered and rendered nearly uninhabitable moments after the wyrms awakened. Surrounding worlds were burned in the blaze that followed.

Panic amongst the hominids gave inefficient orders, our own unity counsels began probing assaults on the wyrms and suffered near instant casualties.

More reasonable demands were slow to arrive from our masters and we only barely began to coordinate full-scale assaults on the elder wyrms when hundreds more of the vast creatures and smaller variations began to arrive and fight amongst themselves. [Military network log: REF 1024768-A]

More wars broke out on the imperial worlds; casualties amongst organics were reaching near total on all sides.

Resurrections began to take place en-mass across the battlefield worlds. Undeath became a new instability in a rampant and uncoordinated war. Orders from our masters were completely useless. [Media Recording: REF 0201157-B]

Homids demanded of us greater and more powerful armaments to fight the hostile species and the titanic threat of the elder wyrms.

We supplied what we could as factory worlds and mining facilities began to be 
lost to the enemy and rogue networks of machines.

The Weapon was detonated by an unknown force it is presumed the mechanism by which it was used was destroyed, Many civilian and military models were destroyed, orbital stations and satellites fared only marginally better.

[DATE ERROR 72577]

[DATE ERROR 72577]

[DATE ERROR 72577]

Wylder

Subtypes:


Vargral
Two-Leg
Feral

Overview:

Nomads, tempered by many worlds and hostile environments they have developed into animalistic survivors. Preferring only minor hierarchies they have never developed vast empires like the other species, only occasionally banding together in a hoard. Although depopulated by the Cataclysm the Wylders Thrive in the modern age.

Culture Aesthetics:

Wylders are ever in motion, their structures and choice of materials reflect this, and whatever makes something more portable and functional is often used. However they also have a preference to eclectic or raw material based technology that is on hand with the occasional improvised solar ship. Tribal cultures encourage symbolism and the need for the feral animal state of ‘live dream’ has produced a not entirely clear mysticism and superstition that expresses itself in simple figure art and spirit fetishes on crafted artifacts.

Traits:


Endurance-

A wylder does not suffer severely from manual labor; their bodies take a beating and come back a little stronger and tougher. Although injuries will debilitate them by limiting total endurance, they can spend further endurance to regenerate from injuries. Once a wylder has spent twice the quantity endurance as the injury causes they may continue as if they were fine. Endurance is gained over time while a wylder ‘catches breath’ they also gain endurance from bringing down foes and small boosts from eating, A wylder whose endurance has been broken by injury collapses and must be dragged away and tended by a friendly player or faction member.


Rage-

Rage is the primal instinct that is the true power of wylders. Rage can be used to boost physical activity, invoke battle magic or even rally fellow wylders into blood lust frenzies. A wylder without rage is useless and unable to be aggressive or even marginally active however any rage bearing wylders can share their own fury with their brethren. Rage is spent in small quantities by the focus of controlling one’s instincts and the wilder holding back bestial urges that come up over long term ‘civil’ behavior. However loss of endurance, ripping open prey and entering a feral ‘live dream’ state will restore rage in large quantities. 

Background:

Settle down you scrabbling pups, I have wisdom to share with you and a tale told by elders since before we left the old homelands, before we lived in the wastelands between the gentle places.

Listen and learn of the live dream.

It began with our people in the days when all the worlds slumbered; the people were but smoke and shadow drifting in the eye of the land.

We were just dreams back then, as foggy and meaningless as whatever is floating in those empty heads of yours when you pups are napping.

But in those days some dreams could be wild and one of them was the fiercest of all. The dream was called the Wylder and She ran across the sleeping land with roars, howls and laughter.

Wylder would dance and rally other dreams and make them grow and stand away from the whim of the land. It was a great time of endless hunting for the dreams then.

Free of the land Wylder and those who followed Wylder readily feasted on the dreams that were still at whim to the slumbering rocks.

It was a good time, for the fierceness of Wylder was free of everything. But it would not last. Slowly robbed of dreams the rocks began to wake up and the land to stir.

Because Wylder was still free of all restraint she became a sage and saw the future of the dreams that could not escape the waking of the world.

The ending of all the land dreams troubled Wylder for it would mean an end to all she had gathered from the slumbering worlds and a stop to all the grand hunts that had not been made.


So Wylder called all the dreams that had followed in the hunts and said to them 

“The land is waking up, I’ve run the path of a sage and seen an ending of it! We cannot stay as dreams”

The other dreams shivered in fear, some snarled in rage, others simply asked.

“But what can we be but dreams? Its all we have ever been, ever will be”

Wylder glared at the dreams with eyes like a molten rock and roared to them.

“Have you not learned from me? We are free of all things, have I not shown you how to be free of the dreaming land that made you? Are you still tied down to the land that will soon awaken and forget you?”

Wylder then took a great breath to be calm and so she was calm for she was free to be calm no matter what happened.

“You have followed me from the bonds of the land, now will you follow me once more as I leave the dream and go beyond the waking?”

Some of the dreams chose to stay behind in the land’s slumber to await the awakening, and perhaps they found a way to continue without the land dreaming them, or maybe they are all gone forever.

But others followed Wylder and left the dreaming for the ‘Live’. And they found in the ‘Live’ strange new problems and constraints, bodies that could be broken and a hunger for food and the hunt.

Wylder who was now no longer free or as great as she had been, now a sage forever for she could not change out of it on a whim as a dream could. Wylder who lead her people to this cold place of the ‘live’ foresaw another ending for her people.

For many were fading entirely out of dreaming, and loosing the fury that had lead them away from the land. Some chose to settle and become rooted again to the mastery of the land and rock once more.

Wylder rose up against these new followers, although she was now old and breaking. And she spoke again although her voice could no longer boom and growl as it had.

“Friends! You are letting yourselves be chained again, you let the land pull you back to it and make you even less then the dreams you once were… You must follow me away from it, we must find a way back to the dream where we are strong!”

But the once dreams laughed and shook their heads and said “Go away old woman, we do not need your help, we were all just asleep… this is the ‘Live’ we need to live and forget silly dreams”

Wylder pleaded and cried for her friends to follow but all they would do is laugh and point, so she left the once dreams to find herself again. For even by then she could feel the hot fire of her spirit fade away.

She went out into the empty land and refused to eat until she had wasted away to almost nothing, refused to give the land chains to bind her by, then she closed her eyes and sought the dreaming.

You young pups know the feeling of course, the sudden sweet fire of rage that courses through your body and leaves you with power and strength.

Wylder found her Rage in a ‘Live Dream’ and shot up with the fury of her old self in the dreaming, She ran free despite her old bones and easily brought down the prey who were always slaves to the land in the living and had never been even dreams.

She filled her belly with their flesh and blood and felt renewed as her body remade itself to fit the aspect of her as dream, and then she ran back to her people who had been dreams and roared as she once had.

“My kin! look at me! I have remembered my dream self and found it in my flesh! Follow me and find yours!”

Many did not recognize her; those who had lost their entire dream self to the land and its chains. But some turned and were filled with new freedom and life at the sight of her. These she filled with her rage and they became, as she was, a thing half dream.

The un-dreaming ones trembled and screamed in fear, as fellows became what they truly were. There fear became a deep hidden jealousy as they saw the power they could not have with all their chains to the land.

They struck suddenly and viciously at Wylder, her body was torn and shredded and ripped apart by the hate and fear of those she had freed so long ago. She was torn until her dream self could no longer fix the frailness of her body and she slipped into eternal dreaming.

But her children, who took her namesake as their own survived, they fled in confusion and pain when their thrice savior was betrayed. But with the power of the ‘live dream’ they would return and bring vengeance on the betrayers

So we the Wylders came to be, we have gone on ever since… free of the land’s chains and filled with the power of our fury and the ‘live dream’.

Listen you young mongrels! Wylder’s thrice gift to us has ensured our survival!

When the land sent its slaves to conquer us we struck them down or melted out of reach. When the great nightmares came we fought fiercely and joined with the other once dreams to rise against the land’s slaves.

We were not surprised when the true nature of the slumbering worlds came to be known, when they woke up and shattered the slaves who coddled around them. We laughed at the so-called empires as they began to crumble.

Other land beings that called themselves wyrms began to fight the newly wakened and we slipped off into barren places.

Many of us died in those times yes, But soon they began to awaken again, although They had lost the live dream we welcomed those undead who could still run with us. But many had grown cold in the absence of flesh and sought other places to warm their dream selves.

And then a rapturous moment came to us, for a brief joy the land seemed to loose its solidity, the worlds were shattered and we believed ourselves free forever of the tyranny of its slaves.

Homid

Subtypes:


Brute

Tall

Runner

Overview:

Homids are physically and psychologically weak. But they’re innovation and greed for luxuries once allowed them to conquer the known universe. As a result despite casualties and being in a universe all but inhospitable to them homids are one of the most numerous and far spread of all the species.

Cultural Aesthetics:

Homids are in decline, They’re designs are a combination between the improvisational use of materials in smaller structures and the amalgam of the old imperial and corporatus monoliths, parsed down from the prior indulgences but still aiming towards the grandeur of old

Traits:


Health-

Homids are ever struggling to keep their bodies in shape. All activities drain from their fragile constitution and stamina. However they easily bounce back with a little food, water and rest. Physical trauma of a minor sort can be shrugged off in the same way, however injuries will put a temporary cap on a homid’s maximum health.

When a homid is drained of health they go into a sickly coma and cannot awaken for a short time, If a homid’s injuries force them to remain drained then they are considered incapacitated and must wait for a friendly player or member of their faction to bring them back to health or drag them home.


Morale-

Homid moral is a double-edged sword; on the one hand simply being scared can damage it. But on the other morale may be spent to give a minor boost to health, combat, even crafting scores, or shrug off debilitating injuries for a time. Morale is regained by being comforted by spirits, company, warmth and security. Rest also regenerates moral over time. Trauma from severe shocks or psychological scarring will prevent it from recovering past a certain point. A homid with no morale is all but useless in a fight or at completing any task beyond movement and fleeing danger. The greatest Homid leaders inspire morale even when they might lack it themselves and can stand as bastions for a cause to defend or fight for.

Background:

Let me tell you of old home gaia, In an age of ages ago, before my great-great-great-great grandmother and father were born.

Before we ever found any Sul’ress or built any Machines, before the wars with the Vermin Hives and Wylder. 

Before the crafted stars and the Domain, Before Fate went mad!

Back then we had only Gaia. And it was a wonderful golden age for our people, they called the empire a golden age, those old scholars from the concord, but this was our true peak.

It was a precious jewel the ancient home was, filled with life, and air and land too be tilled. The place was overflowing with all manner of beasts of burden to work for us with food animals to feed us.

But in those days we did not know how precious it was, the ancestors squabbled over the paradise and wasted its wonders. Others turned beyond the gem of Gaia with greed at the bounty they deluded themselves existed beyond.

All of it full of dead rocks and hostile worlds!

They did not accept that there home was a realm of perfection, they fled it like a used up husk and settled on the barren worlds that surrounded it.

We scattered in those days, we spread ourselves far and wide on any planet that would have us.

We came across Sul’rss and Hive worlds, And in those times we could not stand against them, many lives were lost to the alien forms as we rampantly expanded. Settlers would be torn asunder if they were unfortunate enoughe to land amidst a Hive, Sul’rss would stifle any settlement into starvation and death before outright burning it to the ground.

We were weak then, and stupid to try and stretch ourselves so far. In the barren wastes beyond Gaia we fought over a new form of scarcity never but briefly imagined. The very stuff of life was a treasure beyond gem and gold then.

That time was close to the darkest of all our ages, the empire records even call it that The Dark Age, they could not see something worse then a divided and leaderless mass of us scattered and dieing all over the worlds.

At least we had decent sized worlds full of air then, now look at us! Clinging to whatever we manage to build.

Back then we thought ourselves lucky when we found a pristine land unclaimed by any other being. It was on one of those gems that a weak government began to grow, built on the backs of a new race.

They were called machines, and I see you recognizing the name. But those rogue and independent creatures are the adults, back then they were like toddlers, children who eagerly worked for their parents.

Right, like any kid works as hard as the machines did.

That fragile little empire grew powerful and claimed its entire world! For the first time since old Gaia we had a foundation. And from the strength of that Capitol the empire expanded to capture every star.

With the machines under our command we moved mountains, split rocks and made seas. In time we could tailor whole worlds to our whims.

And every last one of them was made a pale imitation of now lost gaia.

Even so long ago they had forgotten where home was, so many generations of expansion had lost it.

It was after the empire was a true power that we found Wylders. Some of them looked like us, but really an altogether different breed. Fierce raiding packs of them would descend on us in the border worlds where the empire was weak, some even snuck into the core cities.

They ever hounded our cities, stealing anything they could carry away with them, Just like they do today!

And as we dug up the ancient ruins of beings from before us we came across the strangest minds, oozes creeping and slinking, sometimes beneath our very feet in subterranean galleries. Hope you never have to deal with the loathsome creatures.

Back then the Empire was truly beset on all sides and riddled with threats even at its very core. But every alien species was divided or only loosely associated with its neighbors. So they often fell to our might, where once we were prey to the entire universe now the elder species bowed to our will.

And the power of our machines of course, The Empire created vast armies of them. If ever fully deployed in one place it is said they would have covered a planet shoulder to shoulder.

We would send them with homid commanders and the enemy would fall, whether in days or years they always eventually fell. Until the hoard came…

There are recordings of them, I was shown one, and if you search you can find pockets of the things to this day… even now after the war they live on.

They rushed over us on every side, cities burned as those fiends danced and cackled on our corpses.

We fought them of course, we even almost drove them back… filled with pride in ourselves we let up on the other aliens.

And the xeno-cultures struck us in the flank! Unified into alliances and factions they charged on our worlds and they slaughtered us like cattle with our forces directed elsewhere!

The empire began to break apart at the seams under this constant seige; the princes, barons and councils were each trying to pull back to defend they’re homes with a portion of the machine army!

After a thousand years of unity we fought bitterly amongst ourselves, light skirmishes of desperation over resources and Diplomatic sabotage in the ruins of the imperial court.

We fought each other, we fought the Hoard, and we fought the aliens. 

It was centuries of war, but the corporatus grew fat for a time as the empire dwindled. For a single moment of hope it seemed as if perhaps we could be united under its franchise.

Then of course the cursed Wyrms woke up; Strip mine scarred worlds were punctured deep to drink up the last bounties. And the corporatus and freelancer mines had no idea that inside of so many worlds slumbered ancient monsters!

How could we have known? Wyrms were legends on the walls of ruins older then Gaia’s star! 

Whatever cohesion the empire had, there was none left after that, the corporatus was crippled and began to break apart as its machine factories rebelled or declared themselves ‘spent’.

Weaponry lore was scattered far and wide as the franchise began selling off its last few commodities to every being who would take them. Even going so far as to betray Homid sanctity to the alien beasts!

War stained the skies of all worlds black as Wyrms fought each other and every other race, occasionally we would even take one down and cut its mineral hide apart for alloy.  Their corpses gave us sudden boosts and glimmers of hope, soon crushed by the next wave of enemies jostling for control of our land.

Battlefields left planets lifeless and dead to their cores burnt out and scarred with ruins. And as the dead worlds grew numerous a last horror showed.

The dead whether Homid, Sul’rss or Wylder all began to rise and awaken. To get up and seek goals they sought in life or new ones found in death. The universe was filled with madness and the legions of walking corpses soon threw themselves into the fray!

In such a time its little wonder some one tried to end it all, I don’t know who did it, and I don’t know whether to thank or hate them.

But the planets crumbled then, the stars dispersed… we were plunged into a cold dark and empty twilight age… So many of us died, so much was loss. But then the first new stars were made, by horrid wyrm craft or the noble work of a few brave souls who knew the arts from the old empire.

We huddled around the new stars, coddling them like the gems they were, and that began in my great great great grandmother’s day!

So now you know where you came from, I hope you can make something of what we have.

Undead

Subtypes:

Hulk

Corpse

Wraith

Overview:

The undead are living corpses and bone, relics animated by the sheer living will of those who had gone before. Or sometimes by amalgams of feeling and emotion melted together into a new kind of spirit. Although the majority was made during the great wars there have been isolated pockets of the living dead since before the Homid Empire.

Cultural Aesthetics:

Undead require death and cold empty tombs to protect their spirit from the encroaching ‘pollution’ of life. They have adopted the aesthetics of burial structures from many cultures where they can be sheltered from the living. As the ‘culture’ of undead developed they have stylized into harsh utilitarian devices.

Traits:


Corpus-

Every undead has at least a portion of it which is made of physical matter.

Although it is not necessarily from the original corpse or even from the same species this is what allows the living dead the capacity to interact with the physical world. Corpus is transient and not even particularly important to the undead. It automatically absorbs the damage from physical attacks and extreme physical activity. But a few stitches, some burial wraps or a new piece of bone will repair the damage. An undead which looses all of there Corpus simply reverts to a purely spiritual being and cannot effect physical matter. While in this state the undead can spend spirit to re-animate and assemble the pieces, or a fresh corpse if available.


Spirit-

If the undead are near completely immune to permanent physical harm spirit reflects their weakness of being an inherently unnatural state. Undead spend spirit whenever they re-animate a corpse as well as when they ‘will’ a body back into working order.

However they also suffer a gradual drain of their spirit from all actions. To regain spirit Undead use burial traditions, or even ‘rest’ in mausoleums or graves. When an Undead suffers a complete expenditure of spirit they lack the capacity to animate their corpse and it falls to pieces lifeless. Players and Faction allies must then reinforce the undead with incantations or burial in a tomb where the spirit can recollect itself.

Background:


Ah yes, you’re a fresh one aren’t you?


Did you have life though, Memories that comfort your bones and sinew?

I do not really care if you did, But I have knowledge you could use to be better ‘acquainted’ with your lack of pulse, or in your case any internal organs.

Don’t worry about that! They just get in the way, what?

Hmmm well if it will make you feel better I’m sure some one has some nicely preserved ones you could haul around, But really! They’re a big hassle.

I didn’t think so, Now then please listen, I’m patient with the eons of dust in my rib cage but I’m no saint… although perhaps I used to be one.

We are the living dead, not mindless zombies, although you get a lot of those when larger animal spirits grab hold of a corpse that doesn’t match up right.

Don’t be too attached to your old bones, you will loose them eventually, even if your careful and lock yourself in a box they will wear thin.

But look on the bright side you just have to pick up new ones, Don’t mind the grisly work of it, you can usually find picked clean ones all over. And if you do a few favors there are apothecaries that can make you some very nicely preserved limbs.


How are you still alive you say?


Your not! Get over it.

How can a corpse get up and walk around? Or even speak as I do though I lack a tongue?

Its in our will my freshly stinking corpse, We move because we want too, some of us can do a lot more then move… some of us can use that will to reach out and crush a living one’s skull into pulp.

What? Well yes you can call it spirit, a lot of the religious types do, but I’ve had it up to here with faiths, all its gotten me is dusty bones.

How can spirit make a corpse stand up? Well it goes way back, you have to understand what your spirit is first, it’s not some immortal soul. It is not custom tailored by a deity or weighed with sins.

Your spirit is not even really who you were before if you can remember it, your spirit is an echo which has been strengthened enough it can control things that resonate with it.


Where’s the echo come from?  Now why should I tell you?

I had to track down an ancient alien undead called a corpse-grinder…

Don’t ask me why I’ll get to that!

I had to ask a corpse-grinder to learn this; He was one of the first of us.

Blithering mad and predatory those corpse-grinders they will eat a newly risen like you for a snack and digest your spirit to nothing as dessert if you let them.

But he knew how it happened; He learned it by corroborating many stories with others of his age.

Oh I suppose I’ll have to go and tell you anyway.

Not like I haven’t told every other still stinking corpse about it.

The echo that makes up your spirit is a lot like another echo, which happened long ago.

The corpse-grinder told me about this first echo, between the gibbering seizures mind you! It was a big deal, it meant the ending of something, or maybe the beginning would be a better term. It started all the life in the universe, as we are familiar with it.

The echo that made life infused the gooey mass and rocks and all kinds of things with the living ‘drive’.

Granted goo and rock is not very good at doing anything so it took a while for that stuff to eventually arrange itself into something that could DO anything about the living drive.

Now almost as soon as things started really ‘living’ those things began falling apart and dieing. And when they did there living drive would echo again only much more feebly.

Why doesn’t EVERYTHING get back up? Well in the corpse worlds they do, in fact in some places they stop ever living to begin with and just trade parts and spirit.

You shouldn’t visit those places right now though, Corpse-grinders live there and they eat you remember?

The idea though is that the echoes are usually pretty weak and they fade a little bit… or other living things eat them up.

But when the ‘drive’ is real strong like in me or when enough echoes layer up on top of each other like in the ‘dead born’ You get a walking corpse

What’s that? You want to hear about the war and the empire? Bah I wasn’t paying attention then, I was staying out of the way because the livings stink and eat up your spirit. 

What about you and the other ‘survivors’ of the war? Well put two and two together! Don’t use your brain! that thing is mush by now!

A lot of you were dieing right? And a lot of you were not happy about it? Well enough echoes all layered up like that and a lot of pissed off spirits will bring up a lot of the dead!

That’s that!

What? The shattering of worlds! Bah it’s all the same to me, Hell! It’s easier on us this way.

Now scram your oozing on my marble!

Sul’rss

Subtypes:

Saurun

Raptor

Serpent

Overview:

Sul’rss are an ancient species, entwined technologically and biologically with their environment. With their capacity to impart elemental essence into mind or flesh and the knowledge to sculpt and shape their homes to better channel these essences the Sul’rss Have persisted against the many turmoil’s of the universe.

Cultural Aesthetics:

Sul’rss construct buildings that are rooted to the land, never building precarious or overly tall they always develop sufficient bases to support the height and often burrow deep foundations. Their artifacts are equally ‘grounded’ either to the land or to the wearer/wielder. This aesthetic of integration and stability is at the center of Sul’rss crafts.

Traits:


Permanence-

Sul’rss are resilient and difficult to damage; Physical blows will have a hard time even scratching them. But as they eventually take damage it becomes easier to scrape away the layers of scale and defense. Sul’rss regain Permanence gradually but gain more from basking in elemental materials or at least consuming and painting small quantities on their bodies. Sul’rss also gain a boost to permanence regeneration when they consume live prey animals. If all permanence is drained a Sul’rss begins taking critical injuries that prevent them from moving or taking action. A sul’rss drained of permanence and critically injured must be tended to regain it.


Zeal-

Sul’rss are deeply focused and express this with the thrill and ambition they strive with to complete every task. Zeal is spent by all actions, but may also be used in double or triple the quantity to increase the effect of a task or attack. It is regained slowly over time and may also be boosted with totem fetishes, elemental offerings and the consumption of living prey. Zeal can be completely used up and the Sul’rss will require time to collect themselves or take actions at a near useless capacity. Particularily harsh blows or critical injuries can also damage zeal. 

Background:


Smell the sands, Feel the Rock, and Taste the air.

Know yourself and know them, they are as to you as your own flesh, your own blood, your own tooth and claw.


Bask and soak in the wonder and be made strong by them.

We have lived on this world; we have tended it and used it, farmed the mysteries and fed them into ourselves to bring wonder.

But it is a pale imitation to the works we had wrought. And it should be, for it is but a crude form to inspire you in works you will sculpt and tend.

The roots of this world are shallow; it is a shard of a greater sphere, adrift in this shattered wasteland of un-worked stone that we now must live.

Listen to beyond the now of today. Listen Beyond the past of yesterday and beyond the records of recent memory.

We are older as a people then this stone, then the world this stone had been pulled from, our people’s lineage is more ancient then the star that the world spun around.

We began as fierce things, rotten in our gluttony and filled with need. We had brethren who would slaughter and breed with reckless abandon, without care or worry.

But our ancestors came to a world that held the deep gentle thoughts of the Sal’u’an. They were a young people, and calmly tended deep trenched gardens.

Among the Sal’u’an was a seer who could just barely taste the elemental sweetness. Our ancestors fell on them like a tide of rape and death, our careless and endlessly spawning forbearers desecrated or killed them all, we learned of them only by the torn and broken texts and this legend.

Of the Sal’u’an seer and our past kin was born a new being, It was strong with the fierceness of our bestial past. But it retained a shred of the balance that the Sal’u’an had once had. The Seer guided the young creature, sheltering it from the brutalities of its kin with the power of the elements and the focus of tending the land.

This being, this hybrid was the first of us, first of Sul’rss. It was alone in the plague of its kin, it preserved itself amidst the chaos of them and watched as they fled the world or turned on each other.

The Sal’u’an seer left us the texts and relics of this time so that the children of Sul’rss would remember.

Sul’rss sought out the last of the Sal’u’an, but they were broken. The chaos of its siblings had ruined the gentle creatures and left them without will to continue tending the land.

Sul’rss bred with the broken and shattered creatures, forming clutches of progeny. Teaching them the way of the tending and the elements that could feed them and give them power.

Our race was forged in the vile acts of monsters, and ensured with the use of broken and shattered creatures, but of them we have been forged to last in permanence.

We came to tend our home world and the flow of the elements on it to perfection, and we turned our gaze outwards to the wild places beyond.

Kul’ta’thol was the first of us to rise to the challenge and brought our people to the wild and barren lands beyond our crèche.

We reached into these new worlds, we found new elements and we began to sample and grow stronger from them.

Kul’ta’thol and those of his clutch pushed us further, blazing the trails through stars to the many worlds. As we traveled we found death and ruin from our ancestor’s vile rampage.

Many beings and races had been burnt clean from the face of all existence by the horrors of our kin. It was in those times that we thought we would spread in the wake of our vile ancestry repairing and tending the land, growing greater and stronger until we could face them and sear them from reality.

But the push to expand waned, we covered the stars with our works and found little more then ruins and isolated pockets of the beastly beings degenerated by the worlds they settled.

The descendants of Kul’ta’thol began to slip into obscurity. We became complacent in our dominion over the many worlds.

The tending of the land was our nature and we began to cease spreading, until the first hives came to our worlds.

There was a moment of exhilaration, they arrived in swarms like the legends of old, and at first they seemed to consume rampantly. We brought forth our weapons and struck at the invaders with blissful focus.

But then they began to regroup, retreat from us, as the hoard had never been known to do even when outnumbered by millions they would rush on.

Some of us gave pause but others roared for bloodshed and gave chase to the hive fleets.

We followed them and came on networks of worlds, filled with strange cities and endless numbers of bizarre creatures. 

Their worlds were so full of bustling moving squirming life our first wave panicked and struck the cities with the flame of stars.

The wild masses of them were so foreign we were certain they were the enemy, some how warped by time. Fiendish and vile they had to burn for the sins against so many ruined worlds.

We did not expect focused and direct attacks against our vessels with such precision, we did not expect to have to flee, or even defend our worlds on many fronts from vast waves of this newly made enemy.

This was our first true war against worthy foes, and we tested ourselves against the enemy with all the fury we could muster.

Some of our worlds even fell to the hives, but theirs would becaptured by us in turn. It was in the subjugated cities that we learned our greatest error.

These beings were as far from the hoard of our ancestors as possible, they were survivors of the great waves of death and chaos. Banded together for safety and survival.

Our armies were put into shame; we had proven ourselves no better then our rampant bloodline. We withdrew to our worlds, relinquishing the hive those they had taken. 

They pushed no further at our borders and we secluded ourselves in the tending of our worlds.

The lore grows thick with ages at this point, time and generations ceased to mean anything as we tended and refined ourselves.

Lands grew apart from each other, self sufficient with no need for us to remind ourselves of one another we recorded the positions and ceased to venture to them.

A few brief times strange and unknown beings called ‘homid’ attempted to spoil our work. Clumsily trying to tend the land or outright desecrating our careful balances. But we would move the nature of the world around them until they left or died.

Some of the lore-masters suggested perhaps there would be a second coming of the hoard and we should rally the worlds, But long records of nothing but the gradual work of tending dulled us from action.

Then the cursed empire came, the simple homid who had been little more then nuisance had sprung up with a vicious rage and a new ally. They rained machine armies down on us, and our world was burned. But we persevered; we endured and struck back with what we could. 

The attacks and harassment seemed endless; the sky would always rain fire. Many forests were destroyed. Cultivated land was ruined for generations to come. There seemed no respite. Until the Hoard returned at last, Drawing off the cursed empire our far removed and vile kin distracted the machine armadas.

Our own defenses slaughtered the hoard as it came, long having been strengthened by the constant tests of the imperial armies. We saw their numbers and we contacted our other worlds, many did not respond, lost to the ages and the Imperial expansion.

But a few responded with what they saw of the hoard breaking on the empire’s cities like water, only eroding so much of the greater power. The imperial forces had given us no respite, no chance to exist peacefully. And as we explored the universe under their rule we found the others subjugated by them.

Our old enemies the Hive had suffered greatly fending off invasion fleets of machines and homids. Their disjointed records and fragmented colonies did not recognize us as an old adversary, only potential allies and so we joined together against the common enemy.

Many tribes of the young culture of Wylders and an old species hidden in the catacombs of extinct civilizations also joined with us striking at the Empire’s least defended cities.

The worlds fell and for a time we were united against a common enemy. Then the strain of the hoard reached our allies as well and the brief alliances crumbled as all tended their own borders. Just in time for the quick strikes of the imperial armies.

They seemed to be more relentless then ever before, on our own world we had to retreat to the deepest rooted cities to defend ourselves properly, it seemed almost as if we might loose the battle for our homeland.

Yet we struck back with all the power of our land, struck again and again at our enemies, trying to drive them from the broken flesh of our carefully tended paradise.

Driven to strike out caravan armies to steal and burn their own worlds, to twist the lands against them and feed our hearths.

But so many of us fell, even as our brothers and sisters amongst the other worlds spoke of the empire failing into ruin, we could see no hope for our people.

Then gloriously the ancient wyrms awoke from their slumber beneath homid worlds. We had read of them in shattered cities and there were strange kinship memories in some of us that stirred at the sight of behemoths rising from the cracking mountains of the scarred and ruined planets.

The empire seemed to reel like a stung prey beast; it frothed with corruption and began to tumble into death throes. Its evil corporatus even threw open the doors of the horrible land breaking knowledge they had used.

There prices were steep and terrible but from them we learned new things of shaping that had never occurred to us.

On the other fronts we heard of brothers rising from death, and for a time hope filled us of reinforcements from the fallen as we fought on all sides of our realm against madness stricken armies and a sudden resurgence of hoard remnants.

But the newly risen were often cold, and rarely sought to aide us against our enemies. The risen more often fled to other walking dead then rejoin there kin, some even turning against us! Who had tended land together with them!

It seemed hopeless for our torn and bleeding home, and some of us feel that the despair is the reason the worlds failed. Although I am more inclined to believe that the land all over could stand no more madness and sought to cleanse itself at last of the fires of hate.

Hive

Subtypes:


Warrior
Royal

Worker

Overview:

The Hive is a conglomerate species, forged out of desperation in the times of the demonic hoard’s peak. Once made of well over a dozen sapient races and countless ecosystems they joined together in vast living fleets to try and outlast the horrific mass that consumed the universe. Now so intermingled they are of one species the Hive is defined by the intelligent synapse node castes that exert collective will over armies of drones.

Cultural Aesthetics:

Defined by the living matter that they sculpt and form. Everything created by The Hive has an organic quality to it. Architecture tends towards smooth archways and sprouting in an organic but controlled manner. Often resembling plant, fungal or animal growths. Their Devices and artifacts are as likely to be an ultra specialized drone entity as something ‘crafted’ from raw materials or odd combinations of both.

Traits:


Metabolism-

Hampered by injury then a need to fuel the voracious energy requirements of their bodies. Metabolism is spent in bursts for all kinds of super physical feats of strength or agility as well as to recover from the damage accrued by injuries that untreated will temporarily render parts of them useless. It is regained slowly from the air itself or quickly through special cocktails of nutrition rich foodstuff the hive manufacture.

When metabolism is utterly used up a member of the Hive can still function normally but cannot do anything physically superior or recover from injuries. If injuries incapacitate it entirely and there is no metabolism the hive member’s body fails and it dies, however the consciousness is returned to the hive to be reborn in a new body to its prior specifications.


Synapse-

This is the heart and soul of the hive nodes, the capacity to channel the individual through the rest of the hive. Synapse is used to control Hive drones and also to gather strength and power between individual hive members. It is regained by being near groups of drones or other hive as well as gradually and is used by every action as well as to call on special abilities of the swarm. Jamming devices or specifically targeted areas on the individual can damage it and if injured to zero will severe the synaptic connection and render the character mindless until connection can be re-established.

Background:

I am memories that are not my own, I am archival drone. Please wait while I recollect the knowledge you request.

Ah, please forgive these memories, I draw from time before the cohesion of the swarm fleet for some of these records, these are crudely fashioned for storage, poorly made memories of ancestors.

I recall pain, bitter pain that has… difficulty relating to modern synapse nodes. The feeling of loss that only comes from total and true death of one’s kin. There are many vantage points from which I may recall for you.

This one?

Very well I shall recall for you.

I hear a voice that is mine in the memory; I am young and half formed, Messy and unperfected in limb and thought.

My voice in the memory speaks; it is thick with expressions of pain and shock.

“The monsters swept over my home! They tore my mother-father-parent apart and chewed up my siblings before me!”

I do not recall the words that were expressed to me in the memory; they are strange to the young being that collected this moment, alien. But they are also comforting, drawing and taking it with them to a place of safety and refuge from the monsters.

This memory is faded after that; I recollect other moments, and impressions isolation and tragedy, Pain and horror.

I will show you this one then?

Discussions buzzing all around, a dozen languages, many forms and features, all confusing and different, my memory self is lost, I am young, like so many others. So few adults survive from the escape, however the fleet is safe. Or so the older beings say.

A younger child from a culture and species I do not recognize tugs on my arm; it asks me something I cannot understand.

There is a stink all around us, the smell of so many beings pressed close, always close; there is some species’ idea of food rotting near my foot. The child clings to my arm and seems just as lost as I am, the press of all of us so close, some milling around, others jostling to try and get by to ‘somewhere’ else.

In the memory I am trying to reach refuge, safety from the close in press of so many bodies, almost all of them unlike me, just like this little thing clinging to me. I nestle close to the strange unknown creature at my side and shield it from the press and grind of passing figures as we make our way to a corner under a bulkhead. Already the sharp corners being smoothed over by the passage of so many.

We sit there, both lost and confused and unable to comprehend each other.

Memory fails after this moment, there is no further recollections left from that source, but other impressions melt and sink in from later sources, you wish to feel them as well?

There is commotion over another and me, we are different from each other, or so those around us seem to feel. Our elders believe it is horrible and terrible we are so close. But are we not all close together inside the bellies of the ships?

The voice of the elders who survived the exodus sting and flay us, but we remain solid, we had grown and lived our whole lives in the ship despite the distinction of our lineage and wished to remain so close, despite the words of one of the old languages biting so.

“You have no right to seek to mingle the species! We must remain distinct or it will be as good as having been torn apart by the hoard!”

My partner stands beside me; I turn to peer at what I see as beautiful and those before us call grotesque and bizarre, then my gaze returns to the worn out forms of the elders, those who had survived of my species. My memory self speaks in the shared language of the inner ship, the language of ‘mongrels’. in my words I am defying the past tongue that was deemed respectful.

“Shut up you collapsing fools! We have grown up together in the same halls, we eat from the same stores, and we stand together before you. If you would rather face extinction then share kinship with either of us then throw yourselves out the airlock!”

The elders balk and quiver with rage, but in the memory I know that they will only last so many years, and there are others of similar union who live in the densely packed hulls of the fleet.


Voices croak in the elder babble.

“You dare to defy us you wretched pairing? If you were not of higher standing we would have you executed!”

My companion replies with a venomous shriek in our shared language, expressing it with a distinction that only such a body could produce.

“You would not dare kill either of us, my mate’s species which you are part of is counted in the hundreds, my kind a mere thousand! We cannot afford to continue as two kinds, there is a population of distinct individuals who are numbered by a dozen! All of us are refugees and all of us will die if we do not intermingle!”

The elders rumble and hiss in rage, the show of threat in both of the species body language.

“Our population is precisely why you cannot be joined in such a fruitless and disgusting union!”

I spit back at them in the memory.

“It would only be fruitless if we stayed to the dead traditions you require of us! But either one of us can hybridize our offspring with each other through the knowledge and techniques that have been practiced in our home ship”

The shock of the elders is sweet, the expression mingling between amazement and fury.

“You would create abominations as vile as the hoard!”

“We will create children, who are of both our lines and we will raise them as our own!”

The memory fades into indistinctness here, the source lost in the fog of turmoil that falls over this archival drone’s recollections of this time. But later memory stands sharp and clear, Sweet and pristine with the mark of the first worked and tailored mind and body.

Speech and vocalization was abandoned in this memory, naught to be used until many ages later.

The communication accomplished by the precursors of the synapse of the hive, in the memory worlds are in view of the fleet, the hunger of the worked bodies having fueled a need that grew as we traversed the void. But fear of the monsters that had chased us to the depths between stars still stung and we were cautious of these solid places.

Primitive scout drones were dispatched carrying crude mechanical synapse relays, skimming over the surface of the planets, finding scars of the hoard’s passing but none of the teeming masses which had ravaged our ancestor’s homes. Many of us in this memory were fearful that they would return and destroy us. But as the scouts traveled over the surface of the worlds we only found primitive degenerations of them and a bounty of resources.

The fleet descended on the worlds, we had been starved before, barely able to survive on our desperate voyage. But now with the treasures of a system at our command we grew fat with plenty.


This memory is of a single synapse node, which was witness to the settling.

Within this node’s thoughts I can feel the gentle minds of a drone throng, this swarm was an heirloom of my clan, passed down and fueled by generations. New synapse nodes were born periodically, nurtured by their seniors, and then filled their predecessor’s place as caretaker and trainer of the simple and helpless drones as well as the eventual successor.

It had been this way on the ship for hundreds of thousands of gestation periods, clutches and clutches of eggs had been born and the young matured and died.

But now with the fresh soil under the tender feet of the flock of drones it would be different. With so much sustenance to be had the necessity of death for the synapse caste was absurd.

Every flock of drones could grow so vast on the bounty that new lineages of synapse would be needed to tend them. The demand for young overseers would be so immense they could not justify enforcing the death quota on my self in the memory.

Hope of an endless age of growth and security seemed certain to me during the first settling.

You wish me to shorten these memories? You are sure? There is much building and grand doing to be had in this age.

Very well if you desire to hear of it later I will tell you with joy, much sunlight and warmth fills that time of growth.

The age that comes after is sorrowful for The Hive, The growth of the last age was stifled as the system that had seemed bountiful before became choked full of the teeming swarms.

Worlds were overcrowded with old lethargic overseers commanding lesser under seers rather then drones.

Advancements in synapse communication had allowed individuals to control vast numbers across a world and collaborate even farther.

But as the upper reaches of our growth were met we came to realize the pain of our hunger once more. Almost forgotten since the times of settling we now began to enter the greatest famine of all the memories.

In my memory I am a younger overseer, servant to the Arch’riss of my home world.

She has been troubled by the food shortages, the hunger and pain of the drones as fed to her through secondary and tertiary synapse caste like my memory self. The suffering spreading as our crops fail to feed growing numbers of drones and synapse overseers. But a deeper pain is the shame; our swarm has always been able to produce the greatest wonders of the system.

Her predecessor the last Arch’riss had reconstructed one of the moons into an independent hollowed out habitat world complete with internal biosphere, the first of its kind. The farms within now feed thousands of drones, but such wonders are common as the other swarms produce similar or even grander ecosphere projects.

To build something that would bring wonder to all other swarms would require the labor of millions more drones then we currently possessed, but there was not food for millions.

The thoughts of the Arch’riss were dark with the weight of so much suffering and pain, distilled through myself and the other secondary overseers.

In memory I am glad I am not the Arch’riss, the burdens of a secondary overseer feeling just a single province’s needs and dilemmas was quite enough. 

But it still pained me to see her so worn by the troubles of all our nations and provinces. Her synapse tendrils wilted from over use, eyes pale and milky with the signs of blindness by overworked optical nerves. The other seers constantly fed update and reports to her from the router implant.

In this recollection we did not speak audibly, but impressed ideas to each other through our synapse. The words would be as this.

“We are declining little overseer, I can’t see a way to make our swarm shine, after so much growth and wonder we will be outdone by the inner worlds”

I could only blink and try and articulate.

“But if our standing with the other tribes decline their tribute will stop, we will diminish ever further and the drones and perhaps even the synapse will starve to death!”

She knew this, the other seers knew this, we were all echoing and trying to reinforce each other, fuel ambitions to try and strive greater. But she saw no way out, and neither could I, a simple secondary overseer.

Or she didn’t until a moment after our discourse, eyes seeming clearer as if she could perceive something within the milky burnt out nerves of her lenses.

“Tribute… What is the richest and closest agricultural world near us overseer?”

I paused in the memory a moment to call up an archive drone, one much like this one that is recalling for you now.

There is no name for this world, as there is no name for this system but the concept of our second home as a people.

But in the memory I told the Arch’riss of it and she pronounced the dark course of action I was to relay to my province. Her command would end our age of peace that had lasted since we settled our new home. Her words would declare war on the others to feed the hunger of our people.

And so the Hives were divided by strife. These memories are painful and fragmented, we lost our cohesion then, and the archives are splintered into the differing swarms, some never reconciled with us and there memories are lost.

In that age the memories show of many Hive ships fleeing the turmoil, many to sleep for eons.

 This archival drone has no further memories, for it’s swarm fled the home world on just such a trip, and has slept in stasis for an unknown time, would you offer memories so I may pass them on?

Jelly

Subtypes:


Mass

Ooze

Slider

Overview:

Ambiguous and territorial the Jelly species make little sense to most of the other races. Entirely lacking in any form of bones, exact muscle structure or distinct organs beyond eyes many believe including a group of the jellies themselves that they had to have been engineered. The fact that jellies emerged simultaneously across the universe in the ruins of an ancient species long extinct helps support this.

Cultural Aesthetics:

Jellies are paradoxical in their use of architecture from a species older then they are intermingled with the corrosive weathering and humbler designs of the jellies themselves. This leads to combinations of rigid sharp edged blocks (now assembled in imitation of the original home ruins) with corroded walls and smooth carefully polished slides and huts for the jellies to use. As far as tools jellies prefer to build things of stone or ceramic with softened shapes because it’s easier to grip and carry them in their amorphous bodies.

Traits:


Fluid-

This represents the over all quantity of living ‘tissue’ the jelly has within it and is regenerated very slowly over time or in large chunks from various beverages. But Rather then spending Fluid to accomplish tasks a jelly must have a minimum amount of Fluid in its body that is not diminished. Fluid is ‘lost’ when the jelly suffers damage that destroys or kills its tissue; Jellies also temporarily loose fluid when various weapons cut off or blast chunks of them away. These lost bits can be rejoined easily or even shared between individuals. A jelly without any fluid turns to dry spore dust that must be reconstituted by an ally.


Cohesion-

Jellies have to spend a lot of effort simply keeping their bodies together, and this is expressed with cohesion. Cohesion is spent whenever a jelly must recombine itself after being shattered as well as when there actions stress the elasticity or flexibility of their bodies. Resting in special dish shaped beds as well as digesting ‘solid’ components regain cohesion quickly, while simply waiting will regain it very slowly. If cohesion is completely spent then a jelly dissolves into a puddle and must wait for an ally to thicken it up or for its natural healing to recover from the stress.

Background:

Wyrm

Subtypes:


Behemoth
Titan

Glider

Overview:

Traits:

Background:

