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Every society, every world, has an origin story. Whether it be based upon a cosmological event or some kind of divine intervention. The realms we inhabit are no different. Some have postulated that the reality we know, and occupy, was created in a storm of astral chaos. A thing of chance, nothing more than a fortuitous moment. Most scholars have agreed with this argument, claiming it to be fact. They are, of course, wrong. So very, very wrong.

Wilhem was bored. All around him, his classmates were chattering incessantly as they waited for the professor. About their trivial excursions and adventures during the preceding mid-term break, to far flung realms and distant paradises, each more exotic than the last. About the tavern maids, farmers daughters, and noble princesses that they had taken to bed, all of whom were as least as beautiful as the heroines of legend, oft times more. About everything. About nothing. Wilhem found it tiresome.

They’re all full of crap. Spinning tall tales for the chance of gaining some clout with the ‘boys.’ Pathetic. Truth be told, they’re virgins the lot of them, most have probably never even been kissed. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. As far as I’m concerned, there’s a certain nobility in saving oneself for the right woman. They should just be honest about it.

However, worse than the constant blathering and ceaseless trite nonsense was the heat. Typically, ocean breezes blew across the city of Anátristé, seemingly without end, cooling its residents even at the height of summer. Not so today. Today the air was calm, heavy, hot, and stifling.

Gods, you’d think that as high as we are up this tower, that we’d get a gust of wind or two on occasion, even on a still day. Bugger me it’s hot.

Wiping the sweat from his brow with an already soiled handkerchief, Wilhem pulled himself away from the leather cushion of his seat. Stuck from perspiration, his shirt reluctantly peeled off of the aged cowhide, only to cling uncomfortably to his skin. Wilhem sighed.

This is going to be a long day.

A man, whom Wilhem assumed was their professor, strode into the room as though he owned not just the classroom, but the entirety of the university as well. Taller than average, and stouter to boot, he appeared like none of the other professors Wilhem had ever seen before. The way he walked, how he carried himself, reminded Wilhem of a warrior or a soldier, akin to those that served his family on their estate. 

Intrigued, Wilhem sat up straighter in his seat, momentarily forgetting the weather as he examined his ‘teacher’ with a greater level of care. At least part elf, his jawline was sharp and his ears, longer than a human’s, swept backwards against the side of his head, ending in fine points. His hair, raven black without a hint of grey, was cut short at the sides, but was long enough on top to flop around as he moved. Beneath his open tweed jacket, which was unusual in and of itself during this heat, a simple black shirt, buttoned in ivory, did nothing to obscure the man’s impressive musculature. His pants, also black, clung to his thick calves and well-endowed rear.

I think that most women, and perhaps more than a few men, would be seduced by him as easily as I breath. I’m not interested in him, or any man at all, and yet, even I can see that he’s very attractive. It’s probably a good thing that there’s no girls in this class, they’d probably all be swooning in their seats. 

Standing behind his lectern, the professor scanned the room, assessing his students. As his eyes, vivid blue and piercing, met Wilhem’s, they lingered for but a moment. A shiver crept up Wilhem’s spine and for the first time that day he felt cold.

Gods, those eyes. I have seen them before in killers. Either he is familiar with combat or he is a murderer. Gods, I do hope that it’s the former. Either way, I’d best be careful around him.

By the time the professor had finished his examination of the classroom, most of the students had fallen silent, ready for their lesson to begin. However, some holdouts were so engrossed by their conversations, that they were utterly unaware of their professor’s presence. The professor didn’t bother to call for quiet, instead he just started his lesson, speaking over those who were not yet silent. 

‘In the beginning there was nothing. Not the nothing that you’re used to, empty space just waiting to be filled. Actual nothing. Literal nothing. No space. No matter. Nothing.’

At the professor’s first word, those who still spoke immediately ended their conversations and spun to face their teacher. Each, without exception, bore their embarrassment clearly upon their blushing faces. 

‘I know it might be hard for some of you to wrap your head around this conceptually, especially after your lessons last term, but please try.’

From the front row, Nathaniel, a pompous git dressed in gaudy silks and smelling of cheap powder, whom Wilhem hated more than anyone else he had ever had the displeasure of meeting, blurted out a question, interrupting the professor.

‘But sir, how can something be created out of nothing? That makes no sense.’

Of course it doesn’t, you moron. Perhaps you should have remained silent and waited for the professor to explain himself. Gods, how I detest you so.

If the professor was annoyed at being heckled, he did nothing to show it. Surprisingly, he just smiled at Nathaniel. 

‘No. It doesn’t, does it? Furthermore, how can something, that is something composed of matter, exist where there is no space, physically if you will, for it to occupy.’  

No one answered the obviously rhetorical question. The professor continued, filling the silence with his own voice.

‘In short, it can’t.’

Leaving his lectern behind, the professor strode casually around the room, all the while continuing his lesson.

‘Good morning, everyone and welcome to your second term. As your new professor, it is, first and foremost, my job to build upon the knowledge that you have already accrued, thusly expanding your academic horizons and whatnot. However, before we can move forwards along that adventurous journey, I must challenge what you already know. Or rather, what you think that you know.’ 

Pausing his speech, but not his movements, the professor wrung his hands together, as if he was considering exactly how to communicate his next thought.

‘During your last term you were taught that the realms, the space that we all inhabit, exists as a process, or a function, of reality. In other words, it was an accidental creation driven by astral forces and chance. This, as far as I am concerned, and as far as you all should be concerned, is utter nonsense.’ 

Coming to a halt in the centre of the classroom, the professor turned to face his students.

‘Before I explain how the realms really came to be, does anyone have an inkling, no matter how small, as to how I know this?’ 

Although he was usually never one to be nervous or shy, Wilhem’s heart pounded in his chest and his breath shallowed. He knew the answer to question, or at least he thought that he did. Taking a chance, he slowly raised his hand. Instantly, the professor’s gaze was drawn to Wilhem.

‘Ah, yes, good, we have a taker. So then, what do you think?’ 

‘Well, if the realms were created in an astral event, like an explosion or big bang, then it becomes difficult to explain, logically speaking, how the seven hells, or the divine plane for that matter, are connected to them. We have known for an age that they do not physically occupy space as the mortal realms do, yet traversal between here and there is still possible, so some kind of connection, one that is somehow physical, must exist.’

Wilhem paused, swallowing nervously as the professor’s unwavering attention upon him caused his cheeks to grow warm. However, before he could say another word, the professor interjected, his mouth spread wide in a smile.

‘Yes! That’s it exactly, well done lad.’

Instantly, Wilhem’s face cooled, however his heart still raced. 

With a wave of the professor’s hands, the window shutters snapped shut and the curtains lowered. Instantly, the room was plunged into near absolute darkness.

What in the seven hells is he up to? More importantly, how in blazes did he do that? It seems to me that he is a sorcerer, in addition to everything else.

Some of the students exclaimed loudly, panicked by the sudden change. A scant few left their seats as they attempted to leave the room, but as they were blinded, most tripped, or stumbled, either stubbing a toe or banging a knee. Some even fell over their own feet and ended up on the ground, flailing around like beached fish, confused and impotent. Although he had remained in his chair, Nathenial wailed in protest, the fear evident in his words.

‘Sir! What’s happening! What have you done!’

Bloody fool. Gods, I swear that you annoy me more and more every day. And the rest, cowards and milksops the lot of them.

Wordlessly, the professor snapped his fingers. A ball of light appeared in his hand and immediately the room calmed. Driven by the professor’s will alone, the sphere lifted into the air, expanding as it ascended. Once it reached its zenith, it stopped. Wilhem looked on in awe as at the ball’s centre an explosion, one he immediately recognised as a miniature replication of the theorised creation of the realms, spread outwards. 

Once the explosion had lost most of its momentum, Wilhem could clearly see an almost perfect model of the realms, each planet, sun, and orbital body represented by a tiny pulsating light. However, he noted that both the seven hells and the divine realm were nowhere to be seen.

Good grief, he just used magic to physically represent my point exactly. That’s impressive.

With another snap of his fingers, the light show blinked from existence, the blinds ascended, and the window shutters reopened. In an instant, the room returned to what it had been before, almost as if it had never changed. Sheepishly, those who had panicked during the demonstration, returned to their seats, embarrassment etched deep upon their faces.

The professor paid them no mind, he just continued with his lecture, his attention fixed firmly upon Wilhem, a smile dancing at the corners of his mouth.

‘Logically then, if we examine all the evidence, it becomes clear that our realms, all of them, not just the mortal ones, had to have been created by some kind of intelligence. In other words, they exist as a product of, rather than a process of. Now, it is impossible to say with any real accuracy, what form this intelligence took, or if it is a true god, still takes, but that is not important. Whatever ‘it’ was, or is, can be summed up with the title ‘Creator.’’

Breaking his stare, the professor resumed pacing around the room.

‘Now, I know what you’re all thinking, ‘a true god?’ There are plenty of gods and each of them is true, insofar as they exist. You are of course, correct. However, none of them are powerful enough to create all the realms, let alone half that. And as far as I’m aware, they never have been.’

Pausing his monologue for a moment, the professor glanced sideways at Nathenial, who Wilhem could see, was manically writing down the professor’s every word. Although it was only for a moment, Wilhem smiled as he detected just a hint of disapproval in the professor’s eyes for his student. 

It seems, chum, that I’m not the only one who finds you annoying. Ha.

‘The gods draw their power from two places. The first is obvious, their worshipers. The more followers, the more temples, a god has, the more power they can draw upon to influence the mortal realms. Similarly, the less acolytes, the less shrines, that they have, the less total power they can wield.’
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