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'The darkest recesses of the world whisper a name. A name which brings dread and woe. Enemy of man and bane of light is he, the betrayer, the destroyer of hope and life. His servants’ worship his wickedness as we worship Niveren's glory, for they believe that he will return and make all bow to his will.' - Teachings of the Niveren cult

"What is the difference between myth and history?"

Grandmaster Thanos stood in front of his students, his arms spread wide as he looked at each of them expectantly. Most of the young mages looked away when his piercing eyes locked with their own. One boy did not look away.

"History is what we know to be true, myth is not. Myth is history, but a history where the facts have been lost in time. Some of it may be true, but then again it could be just a story," the boy with sandy blonde hair and blue eyes replied nervously. 

Thanos smiled at the boy.

"Well done Luxon, that was the answer I was looking for," he said.

Thanos had taken the class of twenty students to the forest which lay just outside the city of Caldaria's crystal walls. It was night and Esperia's two moons glowed high in the sky to cast their light upon the clearing. A dozen tents stood at the edges of the clearing and a campfire blazed brightly at the centre. It was there where the students sat cross legged on the forest floor, their attention fixed upon their teacher. Thanos liked to take the younger pupils outside of the city occasionally to get them used to nature. Mages were effectively prisoners contained to the lands of Caldaria thanks to the king’s law that forbade the use of magic in the rest of the kingdom. Only a chosen few could live freely in the wider world. Most mages spent their entire lives in Caldaria, some their whole lives behind the majestic city's crystal walls. It was good to show the young that there was more to the world than their city. 

"Who knows the names Niveren and Danon?" Thanos asked. 

A sea of blank faces looked back at him.  He smiled as Luxon slowly raised his hand. Another boy sat next to him, scowled. Thanos knew of the bitter rivalry between Luxon and Accadus of Retbit, but that was an issue for another day. 

"Go ahead, Luxon."

The boy blushed slightly before speaking.

"Niveren is revered by many people as the champion of the light and protector of humanity.  Danon is the enemy, the one who plunged the world into a thousand years of darkness."

Thanos smiled again. The boy was smart. 

"Correct, but there is more to it than what the Niveren cult preach. As with all things, the truth is not so clear cut. In essence, nothing begins evil and in Danon's case, that is true. Get yourselves comfortable because I am going to tell you the story of Niveren and his brother Danon, of how they were made by the gods and how they ended up shaping our world, for both good and ill."
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the beginning
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‘IT BEGAN AT THE BEGINNING of all things. When the universe was nothing but a blank void devoid of any structure, substance, and form. Even time itself did not exist. It was a place and yet not. Floating in this empty place was a single thing. Aniron, the first of the Gods. How she came to be no one knows. Perhaps she willed it to be so, perhaps she came from some other reality. Scholars have debated and argued over that question for aeons. Only she, the first, the creator God knew.

She drifted in the emptiness, sad that she could not see. Boredom was her nemesis and so to entertain herself she gave herself eyes. They fluttered open only to see yet more nothingness. Frustrated Aniron then clapped her hands and created the stars. Numerous beyond counting they cast their light and in the created shadows darkness formed. With the light of the stars she could now see, something. From the light came Rindar, the God of Light, whilst from the darkness came Esperin. The two new gods clashed for Aniron’s entertainment and the two were locked in an eternal struggle for dominance. Still unimpressed, Aniron decided to create the heavens and worlds to fill the space between the stars and the darkness. At first, they were simple balls of dust and stone but Aniron had a desire to make them more interesting. For time untold she flitted from world to world using her imagination to mould them into wondrous places. At the centre of her new universe was a world special to her and it was there that she would use her powers to create life. If she could exist, then why couldn’t others? Proud of all she had created she wanted to show off her labours to others. She reached inside herself and from her essence birthed other gods to keep her company.

Her firstborn was Vectrix, the God of Ambition. For as soon as he appeared in the universe, he sought to improve himself and gain greater power. Other Gods were born shortly after and for millennia they played and were happy among the stars and worlds of their mother. While his siblings played and aided Aniron in her works, Vectrix watched from the side lines jealous of his mother’s ability to create, for that was a power unique to only her. 

One day Aniron was walking on the surface of her favourite world, a planet of beauty and power named Esperia. She walked to the highest peak in the world and there she shouted into the sky. Her voice created the winds and with it the first creatures of the sky, the Dragons whom she formed in her image. The mighty creatures were blessed with immortality and tasked with protecting Esperia. They loved her and she loved them. Vectrix saw his mother create new life and his jealously grew greater.

“Why can only you create?” he asked of his mother. ‘I too want to create. I want your power for I have visions of such wonder and beauty that it would make you weep.”

Aniron regarded her firstborn and felt pity. So, she took his hand in hers and kissed him deeply. The two Gods entwined, their lovemaking creating the creatures of the land and seas. Afterwards, Aniron held Vectrix in her arms and whispered- “Look what we have created. New life that is not a God nor immortal but beautiful nonetheless.”

Vectrix watched in awe at the abundance of new life. Beasts of all types and sizes wandered the verdant plains and the oceans were now full of fish and wondrous creatures. The land flourished with flowers and beauty. He wept at the paradise he had helped to create. 

One night Vectrix was walking along the coast when a shadow appeared before him. He stopped.

“Why are you here dear sister?” he asked the shadow, knowing full well who the being was.

Esperin the Goddess of Darkness moved like a mist about him, enveloping him.

“God of Ambition are you. Yet here you walk, satisfied with this place our mother created. She takes you for a fool dear brother. You played no part in this creation, for if you did would it not be even grander than this,” she whispered.

With doubt implanted in her brother’s mind, Esperin fled back to the darkness, for she is a master manipulator. Vectrix pondered her words for a long while and they did the dark Goddesses bidding well. With every passing day, Vectrix’s doubts grew and grew until with a frustrated shout he stormed off to find his mother. He found Aniron floating high in the skies surrounded by her dragons.

“This is a beautiful world indeed,’ he said ‘but it is not mine. This is your world.’ His voice grew loud as his anger grew. His voice shook the air creating the winds and the land quivered splitting the land.

“You tricked me into making life on your world. None of this is mine. The power is still all yours!”

His anger grew and grew until rage blinded him. He reached down from the heavens and snapped off the top of Esperin’s highest mountain. With all his might he hurled it at his mother, striking her and casting her down from the sky. She fell, crashing to Esperian’s surface. The impact sent great floods rushing across the world. The dragons, seeing their creator fall attacked Vectrix but they were no match for the God. He swatted them from the air and those that survived fled. Vectrix stood over Aniron. She was wounded and powerless to stop him from absorbing her powers. With a ravenous hunger he devoured her until there was nothing left but her voice on the winds and her skeleton in the ocean. Horrified at what he had done, Vectrix fled Esperia and cowered.

Esperin had seen all that had occurred and smiled. She travelled the heavens telling her fellow gods all that Vectrix had murdered their mother. They wept but soon their sorrow was replaced with rage and in some greed and a lust for greater power. If Vectrix could steal Aniron’s power that meant they could steal it from him. The Gods regarded one another with mistrust and all the while Esperin whispered in their ears.
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