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This was the day I learnt my life, my faith, my power was all a cruel lie. 

The demonic screams shook my entire cathedral as they zoomed, flew and charged round outside. I, Bishop Tobic Olderman, gripped the warm gold of a nearby pillar the red, blue and green stained glass windows rattled with such power I was expecting them to shatter.

Thankfully, the brave and noble depiction of our Goddess of Light smiting the evil demons centuries ago stood firm. Just like how I had to now. I could not allow the demons to win, I could not allow the souls of the innocent people of Visgate to become lost to the demons and I most certainly could not allow the demons to claim the Light temple for themselves.

The bright blinding white light shone out of my holy orb high above the cathedral chamber. It's wonderfully warming and purifying light reflected off the solid gold walls perfectly creating a blinding effect that would be toxic to the demons.

I was safe so that meant I had time. Time to pray, time to hope the Light would save us and time for other followers of the Light to arrive and save us.

It was my faith that would keep me and everyone else safe.

I much would have preferred to be reading to the blind, teaching children maths and reading, or helping out at the local choir tonight instead of being here. Me and Miss Heartford were getting to the good bit of her latest novel, but my duty came first. 

I looked over at the immense gold doors that were three metres thick at the very end of the cathedral chamber. They led out into the rest of the Light Temple and they still stood there strong.

The doors didn’t move, buckle or show any signs of demons. It was impossible for demons to get in here because I was protected by the Light. 

The bright gold walls shook violently as a demon probably started smashing at the white marble walls outside. I hated the disgusting, outrageous demons with an utter passion. They were a plague and an infection that needed to be wiped out forever.

I had lost my mother, father and big sister to them ten years ago. I had watched my mother scream out as she begged the demons not to kill her daughter, but the beasts didn’t care. They killed without mercy so that meant everyone died.

Only I survived in my village that night, because I hid under a table, but if I had to tell the story in public. I would simply say it was the Light that had protected me without question, and it would be the Light that would protect me again tonight.

A stained-glass window shattered behind me and I jumped. I couldn’t believe it. The demons had actually damaged the Light Temple. Outrageous. 

I turned round and just shook my head at the endless trail of shattered red, blue and green glass that littered the thick red carpet. I made blessings and offerings to that window every day and night.

It was beyond outrageous that the demons had targeted it. 

A small demonic claw curled over the cracked window. I clicked my fingers and a blinding flash of magic made the demon run away and scream.

Trickles of warm blood rolled down my ears at the awful sound. At least the cathedral chamber still smelt of burning rose and apple incense so the warming taste of apple pie just like my grandmother used to make formed on my tongue. 

With the cathedral breached, as long as my faith endured and the incense burnt then I would be safe. Help would arrive sooner or later.

An explosion ripped through the cathedral. 

My heart jumped to my chest as I realised the sound of a demon smashed against the white marble outside was them breaching the Light Temple. How the hell was that even possible?

A Light Temple was the most holy building in a city, town or village. It was infused with the life essences of the Light herself, it was impossible for an unholy creature to walk or touch it. This should have been impossible.

The gold doors to the cathedral chamber screamed as they opened and then closed just as much with a deafening bang.

I just stared at the immense hulk of constantly swirling, twirling black and red flesh. All the tiny muscles constantly moved round each other but the demon’s bright sapphire eyes stayed perfectly still.

The awful smell of blood, rotting flesh and burnt hair filled the cathedral chamber. I gagged. I wanted to vomit, scream and shout holy words at this abomination but I couldn’t.

My knees gave way from me and I collapsed onto the thick red carpet that I watered with holy water every day. It smelt mouldy and damp and I realised it wasn’t going to save me now.

“You... you are not allowed in the Light Temple,” I said to the demon.

I noticed the rose incense had stopped burning and I saw three smaller humanoid demons standing in the ashes of where the incense had been moments before.

Only my faith was keeping me safe now. 

“I can go wherever I please and we both know the Light is a lie,” the demon said, his voice a mixture of a million people screaming and claws against a chalkboard. 

“The Light is not a lie. The Light will defeat you all and save us,” I said forcing myself up.

The three demons by the incense ash snarled at me and I spat at them. My spit actually hit one of them and the demon screamed like it was trapped in a raging inferno.

The big demon coming towards me paused for a moment and giggled like a small child.

“The Light is a fiction that witches and wizards created for themselves so they could seize power and blame it on a non-existent God and Goddess,”

I shook my head and clicked my fingers expecting a bright white fireball to come out. No magic appeared.

The demons laughed and the largest one gave me a mocking clap. “Tell me human, if the Light is real then where is it? Where is your saviour that is meant to kill me and save you and your pathetic soul?”

“The Light is all round us. Us, the followers of the Light, carry the Light within us. We create the Light Temples to focus its power,” I said walking towards the demon.

He could not hurt me because I was of the Light. No demon could touch me inside these holy halls.

The demon grinned. “I admire your faith to the Light, but your Light is meaningless because you are correct, you get your power from a Goddess,”

I smiled. Finally. The existence of my Goddess of Light was confirmed, I was saved because I had always served her so she would protect me.

All the muscles swirling round on the demon turned into human eyes. I jumped as millions of eyes stared at me and blinked as one. 

I coughed at the overwhelming, choking aroma of blood, rotting flesh and burnt hair. The three demons behind me were joined by ten others and they started to crawl all over the cathedral.

“Yes,” the demon said. “You get your power from a Goddess, one not of Light but
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