Aumyr – A history
The world was formed out of the ether by the elemental planes fighting for control of this realm. After they settled down, humans rose and populated the world and ruled it for 500 years. Then, in the event humans called “The Day of the Dragons”, the Sea of Dragons opened up and a portal between realms and thousands of dragons of all the rainbow flooded into the world. The war between the Dragons and the humans was largely a one sided affair. The dragons had underlings and magic at their command, while the humans were just learning how to proper shape metal into forms both useful and deadly. It was then that the leaders of all of humanity gathered together and reached out into the void of space begging for help and guidance in their fight for survival. It was then, 35 years after the Dragons came that request for aid was answered….
A human chief named Pendor was praying for some help along with his wondering village of followers when suddenly a light appeared out of the heavens and shined down upon him and he saw a vision…they were not alone anymore and the gods had heard their pleas. The first god to answer them was Lathander who said he was the first of many to come to their aid. Over the next 5 years many gods and goddesses appeared to groups of humans all over the world and they helped to build the schools of training that would be needed to take the fight to the Dragons. Over the next 100 years, “the War of Fire and Light” raged all over the world, some of the gods who came to help died in the process and some more came to take their place. The dragons at first laughed at their “gnat” of attacks but over the course of the war, the tide turned and the leader of the Dragons, a power Purple Dragon, said to the be the mother of all dragons, Thanduun fought everywhere and especially against Helm. As the battles rages, many heroes of the people rose and fell. The land began to take their names to show their respect, gratitude and reverence for their legends. 
The Dragons had been beaten back to two strongholds, the land known as Thanaros and the area called Gwaldur. The force of Gwaldur, under the direction of the great Green Dragon Kaphnur, had held out for 10 years against the forces of the gods but was given an offer by the goddess, Savras. If they surrendered, their young could live and become a true members of the world and Mystra said she would oversee them and guide their magical studies for the benefit of the world. Gwaldur took a year before he final agreed to their terms. All the greater Dragons, who had not fled secretly, were each sent to the another plane of existence, some elemental, some astral, a few to serve the gods of death and the rest were executed by the gods as a warning and as punishment. Gwaldur had his power syphoned from him causing him to become the first of what is now known as Dragonkin. As the others see this, each survivor, one by one is also changed into this new form, all the gods and goddess fed off this power and grew their own. The dragonkin kept to their word and built their new civilization on the bones of their fallen kin. 
Meanwhile, in the land of Thanaros, Thanduun looked for aid in a realm few traveled, those of the demons. The demon realm agreed to send aid in exchange for service, the demon realm opened and thousands of teiflings came into the world to fight alongside the dragons and started to gain some ground until all the area in the Kingdom of Thanaros was back under their control. It was then that god, Cyric, show themselves to the leader of the teiflings, the wise and black as night one known as Viriana. He was a brilliant commander on both land and sea. It was said that Umberlee feared battle with him. Cyric meet the commander at a quiet bay later to be called “Empty Bay.” The words and promise of Cyric would eat at the mind of the young Viriana, while his words would sound true, his promise of power after hide with differing levels of hollowness. She said she would think it over and have any answer for them at the next battle to come.
As the forces of both sides gathered in the lush land of the Thanaros expanses, another secret deal was reached and would play out the following day. As the fight began, hundreds of thousands of entities made terrible war upon each other. Every race, creature and being in existence was there for this final battle. It was dead even for most of the 6 months it took place, the amounts of magic used began to almost hang in the air like they were building upon themselves. It was at the 6th month mark that the teiflings sided sides and joined the forces of the gods. This was a turning point in the fight that led to the dragons fighting the gods directly, even with all their new found power from the conquer of the other dragons, it still was anyone’s battle to win. Another 3 months dragged on, the dead beginning to pile up, the ground drinking in the life force, the magic and dead into itself. The amount of power building was becoming more apparent to all parties involved. Thanduun saw it as they were winning and that ultimately they were going to triumph over these invaders into her realm. Her two top generals Bahamut and Tiamat hide their doubts, but they were growing day by day. On the gods side, they all sensed what was coming and knew the longer it went on the more it could mean the destruction of this world and realm all together. They knew it mean they had to settle this now. Mystra once again, with Svaras alongside, reached out to the two Dragon generals for a meeting. They meet at a place later named “Last Hope”. They argued for days and came to an agreement. The battle had reached its final turn.
In the center of the battle field, the gods all appeared and challenged the remaining dragons to a final stand. Thanduun, seeing this as weakness, rushed all his remaining forces and generals in to the fight. All the powers of the gods channeled towards dragons, taking the out one by one, until there were only 3 left, Thanduun, Tiamat and Bahamut. All the gods targeted Thanduun, who even with all their focus on her, was still hold them to even. It was then that Tiamat struck first in the back, which fit her style as the soon to be dragon queen. Bahamut, being the more noble of the dragons, turned to face Thanduun, his one-time mate and oldest friend, “I am sorry, Than, I can not longer follow your path, I can only hope you understand and forgive me.” With that, the two dragons turned their power upon the final dragon and the tide turned. The combined power struck down the once mighty leader of the Dragons, leaving a massive pool of her blood and tears below where she fell. The gods and the two remaining dragons made peace and power was granted to both of them. However, with her final breath, Thanduun whisper a final spell, one no one has ever known and understood since, “Apocalypse” spoke in a demonic/dragonic language that no one completely understood. All the energies from within the ground were released. All this energy would destroy the very cosmos if those who remained did not act.  
The gods and the new dragon gods focused their energies to contain and redirect the energies outward into the land itself. Mountains formed, magic objects appeared and scattered to the winds, once mighty settles were reduced to ash and the peoples of the world changed… Each god directed their energies to different parts of the world, mostly to where their followers were located. This is known as the “Reshaping of Aumyr.” The lands all changed, the races were shaped by the magic, new ones where once only humans lived.
In Ikari, rather than their race be changed, the gods Waukken, Eldath and Bane cause the humans to stabilize. Gaining a more well-rounded balance to themselves and suddenly the ability to use magics of all types. However, the color of skin changed for them all, some the normal color that all humans were, to colors that were abnormal to everyday society. 
In Gwaldur, the gods Mystra and Savras, along with the new dragon gods Tiamat and Bahamat, redirected their power to the region, causing the land to change and reshape, allowing the dragonkin to be able to reproduce again, a better understanding of magic and some to regain their wings. It is said that the magic went back into the sea allowing for the former portal the dragons had used to get here to reopen from time to time allowing for other worldly dragons to appear with in our realm.
Lathander was able to move with the energy and changed its shape and form and used it to constructed the Holy city of Pendor, making temples to all the gods of this realm, even ones unknown to the populace and the other gods/ Each building pulsing it with a divine energy, unseen in this world. The very buildings themselves pulsed like a heartbeat with this power, almost as if Lathander was able to tie each deity to each temple he had constructed.
The god Helm fought a blast of energy all the way to the land of Inkari , the northern side of the island and just fought the energies tooth and nail. The stray energy began to focus in several spots through the world, connected it through huge magical doorways then he would try and shape while fighting the energies. Each new portal took a different shape and one even hide itself from sight, no one knew for sure where it had come out, not even helm himself. 
In Laendil, Silvanus directed energies towards a group of followers with in the forest on the north side of the Nightriver. The group was transformed into beings of more grace and style than that of humans, with ears coming to a point, at first called Ornions, however, later called “wood elves” because of their resemblance to their new elfish cousins. They retained their understanding of nature and gained a new understanding of how their could shape and control it. While on the other side of the river, Mieikki energies were directed towards a groups of humans living within and under the trees. These energies mutated them and reshaped them into beings that were almost like the trees they lived within. Their abilities with nature and animals enhanced and change as radically as their form had. 
In Thanaros, itself, the god Sune and Cyric, one out of love and one out of bargain, shifted their force to the remaining teifling force and go them all away from the chaos and destruction of these energies, however, some of the energies did transfer to the teiflings, granting them more abilities and freedom then their even had before, changing the all-female society into a more traditional male female one, but giving them the abilities to bare children with any race and gender they saw fit. The result would always be teifling, but each new race and coupling added to the heritage of them as a whole. 
In the land of the Dreamor, the once beautiful land was reshaped to reflect hardship, resolve and a test of will and power as the locals were transformed into the Genasi by the gods Ilmater and Torm. The Genasi saw these changes as gifts and their environment as a means to test themselves further. 
The land of Jhert took a horrible turn and lost much of their light, become aland of almost eternal darkness as the gods Shar, Leira and Talona took this change to make a place for themselves, reshaping the locals to a sickly looking blue skinned, white haired race that enjoyed the dark and turned from the light of the sun. These elfish people, later to call themselves the Drow, enjoyed their new found gifts and understandings, even if it contains sinister purposes. 
Laangor was largely unpopulated but was still reshaped by Malar and Beshaba, both having a vision of the future from this power and know what would become of this larger unused land. The land was filled with secrets, animals and places to explore and hide from the world. 
In the mountains of Merosh, Tyr and Tymora shift these energies in the very mountains and lands surrounding them, find a forgotten group of people. A subterranean race of humans, mostly miners for the treasures of the Dragons and their hoards, were reshaped in the race known as the dwarves. Their new found skills of shaping, along with the refilling of their mines, allowed them to build might engines and shape metals and gems to amazing works of art.
In the swamps of Zeitan, the gods of the dead Kelemovor and Myrkul directed the life energies of the dead to fill the swamp and create a portal to the realm of the dead, however, during this channeling, a single human mage, unknown to most in the world was studying and practicing her arts there. She was stuck by this power becoming another god of death, the Raven Queen. Meanwhile, a new race of people, spawned from this portal of the underworld, returning to guard the dead, the control it and to take revenge upon those who had wrong them. It is said that some heroes die, while others come back as the Revenant. They were given access to a host of unnatural powers and were tempted by beings’ unknown to most others. 
In the breadbasket of the land, Aumar, Milil and Chauntea made the ground more fertile than another in the world. The human farmers were changed into a smaller happier folk to value the land and the powers of words and songs. They also seemed to have a usually large amount of cats in the region who were also changed to take the lost height of these new Halfings but also gained some of their intelligence but maintained bits of their feral nature. These Catfolk would take to the grasslands and be more standoffish then most of the world’s races, but can be traded with if you can.
In the lands of Valdarn, the gods Tempus and Loviatar shaped these humans into green skinned hulks of physical strength and bloodlust. This area tested the fighting abilities of all who stepped into them. Many a person has come there and found themselves either schooled in their arts or dead in their pits.
In Kartaren, a clan of humans who lived and worked the hills were reshaped by the god Selune, the light lessened in this land, but the moon was always present almost as fit a new one had be formed in the sizes above just for this land. The hills multiplied and where now more numerous than the trees. The people of these hills were reshaped into the ones called Shifters. However, they were found early on by the new goddess of death, the Raven Queen found them and began to make a murder of converters to her own private war, that of the unnatural world. 
To the far northern reaches of Nordavind, the gods Auril and Talos reshaped the hard rouged people of the region into large humanoid beings of tremendous power, strength and endurance. These Golaiths were as Auril has wanted, but Talos decided to channel power from the elemental plane as well and brought about giants onto the realm. In order tempter these powerful beings, Auril took some of these new giants and crossed them with the remaining humans in the areas to make a race of ½ giants so that Talos would not gain the upper hand.
In the beautiful lands of Laentas, the gods Azuth, Oghma and Savras used the energies to craft a race out of the humans that was both knowledge, beautiful master of magic and crafters of fine items. The High elves thought themselves as more special than all the other elfish races of the lands because it took 3 gods to make them and that their land was tailored to them perfectly. 
The lands of the Kessan contained a group of humans for whom science and technology seems to come naturally to them. The gods Gond and Deneir took their energies and enhanced this aspect of these humans, but the expansion of their minds came at a cost to their size. They found it mildly inconvenient, but saw their new found ideas took over their discomfort and completed them to the sciences and invention. 
It was in the lands of Faeland where things took a different turn. The gods Bhaat, Mask, Unerlee and Lliira held their energies a moment before the took ideas of the other gods and made a fusion of humans and other races in to the Half-races, the products of a coupling of various races. However, bits of shadow from the new moon seem to darken parts of the land and make for great place to hide in the dark. 
The energies and the gods took almost 10 years to fully channel, both at the world and the cosmos. However, it was still not enough. In a massive explosion, the gods were expelled from this realm into to their own domains of power. The could see influence and some levels of control, but they could not return. Even the Raven Queen succumb to these energies, forcing her to make a separate domain within the realm of the dead away from the eyes of the other death gods. The Great Expulsion is the basis for the calendar system and where year 0 begins.  The once beautiful lands of Thanaros vaporized into desert. All except two pools of water, one where Thanduun had fallen and was a blood of dragon’s blood and tears, the other being a tear in the elemental of water where Bahamut has lashed out before agreeing to his betrayal. For the next 300 years, the races of the world, old and new rebuilt their lives, the lands and their skills. 
As the decades dragged on, the peace that was in place did not last. It took a mere 30 years before the first drums of war began. Little incidents between groups, small scale battles, the pushing and redrawing of borders was as constant as the tides for the next 270 years. Everything was seen as just the way it was, no one really questioned it. The styling of fighting built schools, taught students and society grew and for the most part prospered. Each race tolerated the other, some traded, others warred but there was one meeting. It was in the year 315 A.D., after dragons, that a meeting was actually set. In the Holy city of Pendor, all the leaders meet to discuss some basic rules for dealing with one another. They only agreed on 3 things. 
1. Gold, silver and platinum were the common currency between them, that alone took 6 months to agree to, the dwarves needing to bride at least half the other nations. 
2. 2. All ½ children were not a curse but a union of love, the temple of Lliiras lobbying, it was about a 50/50 chance a half breed would be killed in the world. Also, all ½ children should be with their own kind, in Faeland. Who was eager to agree, their population grew two sizes because of it.
3. All race can train at any school they wish, under protection of that race. However, 3 days after their graduation day, that protection was gone. This became known as the “Right of the Trade.” Punishment was the death of a member of that race in their lands. 
The conference lasted 3 years, all the representatives agreed and signed the Treaty of Standards, in 318. Life went on, trade grew quickly, thousands of people from all over the world traveled to all points of it to train and learn under this new right. For the next 500 years, this was the way of things. The law held, over the years, there were incidents, but the peace held. A few minor wars occurred, but nothing very got out of hand. Each nations fearing to be too commit to a war, or else find another nation in their homes while they were away.  That all changed one day, in 834, when one races ambitions almost destroyed the world. 
No one knows for sure who sent the assassin who started it, but all that is agreed upon it their target was the young queen Cloelia of the kingdom of Faeland. She was a beautiful half-dwarf. She was the daughter of a union between a male elf and a female dwarf. As by the law, her mother gave her to the Faeland home of the foreign born. All half breeds born outside the kingdom were brought here before families were fond for them to raise. Fate seems to have smiled upon this girl and her twin brother, Clorota, or maybe it was their father, a wealthy merchant who also happened to be a friend of the King. The king, Mohemrim, had recently lost his wife as she tried to give birth to their first child. While nothing could replace this terrible hole in his heart, he still needed an heir and went to the home, like other nobles had, and decide to take his friend up on his advice and adopted these twins into his own. They grew and each had their own trait that made them different. Clorota, was wise, intelligent and had gone to study at the school of Divination. While his sister was more like her mother, brawn and brain, a stout Battlemaster, who has even fought and beaten the current leader of Valdarn in single combat. 
They were being groomed to rule the kingdom as a pair, twins in battle and in rule. Their father still had many years ahead of him. In 833, during the Festival of Love, Clorota was struck with a vision. He was lost into the spell like very few had ever seen. The leaders of his school said it was a powerful spell of the future he was under. It could break at any time, but no telling when. Cloelia never left her brother’s side. For 8 months, he just lay there motionless. She rarely slept, or ate and she almost never left his bedside, except for 1 hour a day, when she would practice her craft to control her emotions. The seasons came and went, it was 834 and it drew close to spring. As she lay across his feet, almost passed out form the exhaustion of her vigil, his eyes opened. “I have seen the future, we must unite the kingdoms into one…The gods have fated it. But it will cost us both twice. Once to start the path and once to archive victory.” He smiles and grabbed her hand. “Will you walk the path with me Cloe?” She was too shocked to believe her eyes. She could not fully understand what he was saying, but then when one asked the other to follow, there was seldom anything they would not do for each other.
They readied the kingdom. They trained the troops, recalled graduated subjects, they made ready for events to come, but they also took time to make the kingdom the rival of all others in the world. Their haste to make the kingdom wonderful, breed hatred, resentment and fear. Several other nations began to plot. And events were set into motion. What at first seem like a ramp up to war, changed in tone when the siblings meet and made a treaty with the kingdom of Lanentas. This was a first of its kind in the world, one of alliance between the two kingdoms. At the signing ceremony, The two rulers, King Mohemrim and Lord Varinius, signed the document and stood there proud, none more the Mohemrim. As he walked to smile and hug his two children, his eyes just caught something coming up fast. He heard the arrow, he knew he was not fast enough to catch it, but did what any father would, he step in front of the arrow meant for his daughter. The arrow went through his heart. No words could escape his mouth as he looked at his children, smiled and fell to the ground. Clorota found the assassin, a Drow. She was questioned for 3 months, but never broke. She was found dead in her cell, someone else had finished her off. For months the kingdom mourned, investigated and filled with anger. But, the twin were not anger, the first part of the vision had come true. “The path starts, but we must not be conquerors.” The hugged and then gave a speech to their people.” Each speaking a line, “We mourn with you all. He was a wonderful king, father, teacher, protector and friend. While we could give in to our baser nature and lash out at the evil who struck him down, he would want us to do better. As of today, we have sent representatives to each of the kingdoms. We will build this world into a vision where people like our king are the norm and not the exception. We are each a part of another race, they are a part of ourselves and we must strive to reunite them with us. One day, we will all be a single family under one banner of peace, prosperity and justice. Faeland united, now and for all eternity.” It was just a month after this speech that everything changed, the two sides formed. A coalition of Inkari, Laendil, Merosh, Aumur, Laentas and Kessen formed what became known as “The Companies of Light.” While another faction formed with the nations of Thanaros, Jhert, Zeitan, Valdarn, Nordavind, Dreamor. This group became known to history as “Legion”. While Pendor, Gwaldur and Kataren, remained outside the conflict, while many of its members joined each side. 
The war between the sides was unlike anything seen since the time of the Dragons. The war lasted for 15 years, battled decided on the smallest of victories. Each sibling commanding an army. While Cloelia went head long into the fight, Clorota fell in love with the Druids of the Wood Elves. They produced a son, he was born in the fall of 839. While Cloelia was happy to meet and adored her nephew, Tertius she had a war to win. She gained quite the reputation on the battlefield. If you fought fair and with honor, she treated you as such, but when you did not, she should no mercy what so ever. To her enemies and forever after, she was Cloelia the Merciless. The war could go either way, but in the winter of 849. All the forces of the world meet in the Silence Hills of Gwaldur, at the single tower to over looked they land, most Dragonkin called it, the Lonely Tower. This tower was special, because this was where Clorota had his family while he was trying to lobby for the dragonkin to join them. During the bloody month long battle, thousands gave their lives in the name of victory. Cloelia lead a final morning assault upon the leadership of the Legion. She was successful in capturing them all in one masterstroke. She had not time to savior her victory, bad news had come, and the final payment of her victory was called in. 
At the tower, Clorota was seeing his family and having a meal. It was then that five assassins burst in to strike at the group. Clorota used all his powers and his wife as well, but Rafiya was the first to fall to the assassin’s blade, Clorota was next fall and his son was the last alive, a ten year old boy. Two assassins, and a Drow and a Teifling slowly walked towards the boy, who stood to try and defend his fallen parents, when a stranger appeared. One of the neutral nations, Valens, leader of the Shifters, who had been invited to speak to Clorota, arrived early. He looked around and closed the door. It was 6 hours before Cloelia could make it to the tower. She burst through the door to find two alive assassins, tied up and hanging from the ceiling, her brother and sister-in-law dead and her nephew sitting at the table, next to Valens. The two stood and bowed to her as she rushed over. “He saved me….”, was all Tertius could manage to say. Cloelia stared at the eyes of Valens, “Jhert and Thanaros were behind this as a final gambit.” Valens stood up and slowly began to walk out… “In this new Empire I make, I will need a nation to guard the rulers…I think I owe it to Clorota to ask if your nation will serve?” Still holding on tightly to her nephew. “As you wish, my lady.” He bowed and walked out. 
In the coming months, Cloelia was crown the first Queen of the Empire of Aumyr, the ancient name of this land before the dragons came. She set up the nobles and rulers of each land. We made a place for kingdoms to banish people, Laangor, she using it first to banish the ruling family of both the Drow and Teifling, but not before publicly executing their leaders with her own hammer during the peace treaty signing. She set ground rules for years to come, her five years as ruler was meant to pave the way for years to come. She set founded the capital on the last ground touched by a god, Khoralis. The shifters were ruled to be the royal guards, both in life and in death. Every nation gave one member of their family to serve as guards every two years. A council was formed to advice the ruler of the empire, but could only chose a new one when the line of the previous one died out. When she died, her nephew accented the throne and Laangor had filed quickly, both from exiles and refugees as well. The ranger training schools were also there, so it became a priority for them to be added to the council as well. The kingdom was stable for nearly 180 years, however, after the last heir of her line had died, the next 120 were filled with the rise and fall of several major nobles and shifting alliances and court intrigues. It was also during this time that the Pirate kingdom came to show itself. War has been off and on with then during their time period as well, sometimes causing the issues in court.
[bookmark: _GoBack]It is now the 300th year of the empire, the kingdom of Faeland once again has regained the throne, after the children of the late King Faustus of Aumar were found to have been half breeds instead of pure blooded halfings. It is a time of peace, a recent war with the Pirates has ended in their defeat and new inventions from all corners of the kingdom are seeing the light of day, especially from Kessen where the gnomes and the other major inventors of the empire have been trying to reverse engineer items from the time of the War of Fire and Light. It is 1150 A.D and the Festival of Love is being set up around the world. But forces, for good and for ill are beginning to reappear around the world. A time for heroes is coming, but who will answer the call. 
