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This was the day the world was changed forever, demons were free on the world and the only people who could stop them were stripped of all power. 

And this was the day Ruby died.

Lady Ruby Webb smiled as the burning hot red sand dug into her metal armour as she knelt down to inspect her latest kill. The sand was rough and slightly damp, even though it was damp for all the wrong reasons. She had always given the demons a choice to live, to flee, but they never took it.

So she killed them. 

Ruby shivered as an icy cold breeze ripped through the immensely wide and tall valley she was in. The cold gusts whistled over the dagger-like shards of rocks that covered the steep sides of the valley. Yet the valley floor was almost dangerously smooth like glass. 

She ran her fingers through the pool of black, foul demon blood to her left. It was always so icy cold that she had no idea how the hell the demons could function, but now the black blood was starting to boil away. She had already collected her samples for her brother, Arthur, maybe he could finally figure out how to turn demons back to human.

Maybe that was an option in the far, far future but it certainly wasn’t possible today. Or maybe even in her lifetime.

The demon in front of her groaned, moaned and tried to curse her over and over in its foul demonic language that she could only understand bits and pieces of. Its long snake-like and humanoid body was such an insult to humanity. 

The demon’s skin was as rough as scales and sandpaper but its face was so perfect. It was so perfect, it was actually ugly and an eyesore. It lacked the slight flaws that all humans had, and some reason the imperfections helped people to look even better.

It was why Ruby flat out loved her husband, Charles. Some women might have said the scar on his left cheek was ugly but she loved him for being kind, clever and a great father. She didn’t really care about his looks too much.

If only other humans weren’t so judgy. 

The demon groaned a final time before its so-called perfect body burnt away in a thin column of smoke. Ruby coughed at the sheer aroma of burnt hair, blood and rotting flesh that invaded her nose. It made the taste of burnt chicken dinner like her mother used to make form on her tongue.

She was so glad her family was rich enough now to hire a catering staff. She never wanted to experience her mother’s cooking ever again.

“You need to come with me,” a woman said behind her.

Ruby rolled her eyes. She had hunted demons this far away from the cities, towns and villages so she could kill the demons in peace. Now if demons attacked the innocent woman might get hurt.

“I insist. You must come with me,” the woman said. 

Ruby placed her hand on the hilt of her sword. She could probably guess who the woman belonged to, she was probably just another Priest or Speaker of the Confederation of Light. The dumb religious idiots who thought they could defend the Continent from demons, monsters and corruption just through pray alone.

Ruby got up and looked at the woman. She had to admit the woman was rich and certainly of the fellow nobility. The woman wore a long white silk dress, long golden earrings hung down from her ears like daggers and her neck was covered entirely in gold jewellery. 

“I am busy,” Ruby said gesturing to the pile of boiling demon blood. “There were others in the area,”

“Then I will protect us with the word of Our Light,” the woman said grinning. “But by order of the Confederation, you will come with me to the Archbishop so you can testify in front of him,”

Ruby laughed. She had no time to deal with scheming priests and their games for power. She had demons to hunt, innocent people to protect and she had a family to get home to. Little Sarah only turned six yesterday, she wanted, needed to see her daughter and give her a little kiss.

“I will not,” Ruby said starting to walk off. “You Confederation of Light people might think the world is safe because of your prays but it is not,”

Ruby loved the look of sheer horror on the woman’s face.

“I have seen the power of demons unlike you,” Ruby said. “What defeats demons is not in the shallow prays of the braindead. It is with salt, iron and fire. That is how you actually kill demons. Not faith or whatever you people call it,”

Ruby started to walk away down the valley. She just wanted to get away from the stupid woman who was impeding her mission, and she really didn’t want to slip on the glassy valley floor.

That would have just been embarrassing.

“By Order of the Light, Lady Webb, you will come with me. Unless you do not want to save your House, your family and your daughter,”

Ruby just stopped dead in her tracks as soon as the icy words slammed into her like bullets.

“I thought that would get your attention,” the woman said.
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Ruby’s hands formed fists as she was forced to wear a dumb white silk dress that was so sweeping and restricting that it was pointless. If a demon attacked, she wouldn’t be able to fight, kill or do anything.

She would be a sitting duck and so many innocent people would get hurt, or killed.

“He will be with you in a moment,” the woman said.

Ruby just shook her head as she went inside the immense cathedral chamber inside the Light Temple. She flat out hated the bright golden walls that rose up so high that she couldn’t see the top. There was a flaming orb in the distance that reflected blinking light off the walls, so maybe that was the top.

She couldn’t tell.

The walls were covered in self-grandioising pictures of the so-called saviours. Ruby never understood why the Confederation loved to paint pictures of themselves fighting demons, praying to the Light and the Light herself exploding out into the world on their walls.

It was not inspiring, it was not grand and it was certainly an insult to Ruby and her family. She wouldn’t have minded if the Confederation actually fought demons but they didn’t. They only claimed they did so the people of the Continent would find them blessed and divine. 

It was rubbish. 

Ruby went past the lines upon lines of pews that were some of the finest she had ever seen with their little golden highlights, towards the central raised platform. It wasn’t raised too much but unless she climbed on it, the platform would be about waist-height. 

The smell of hazelnuts, praline and pecans filled the chamber for a moment as a white swirl of smoke appeared on the platform. Ruby just shook her head. It was just like the Confederation to keep using more and more cheap tricks to inspire people, but she knew the truth.

Even now whilst she was in here wasting her time and trying to save her family, there were probably demons running round the Continent targeting and hunting innocent people.

“Thank you for meeting with me,” a man said as he stepped out of the smoke.

Ruby grinned. The man was exactly what she was expecting for an Archbishop of the Confederation of Light. He wore a large gold band round his head, sterile white robes and he had a certain smug grin that all members of the Light had. 

She had never understood why the Light apparently made others better than “non-blessed” people. Just because she was a noblewoman didn’t mean she was any better than the people she defended on a daily basis, so why couldn’t other people think the same?

“I didn’t really have much of a choice,” Ruby said getting an awful whiff of burnt hazelnuts.

“True, you are a citizen of the Continent and that means you are bound by the laws of the Light,” the man said. “I am Archbishop Togate and I will give you a choice,”

Ruby reached for a sword that wasn’t there. She had been forced to leave her sword at the door when the people of the Light had forced her to change outfits for this dumb meeting.

She was defenceless and she hated it.

“Togate,” Ruby said, “what is this all about? My family have given you a lot of leeway as the Confederation had tightened its power all across the Continent, not only in the region of Bearium,”

Togate grinned. “Yes, we have tightened our grip nicely. We have millions
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