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This was the trial that would decide the future, the fate and the lives of the Continent.

And this was the day I died so others may live.

My hands shook slightly as I placed my gold band over my head with the old sapphire embedded in the middle. My name might be Archbishop Thomas Croft of the Confederation of Light but that does not mean I am immune to fear.

Especially when the trial I am about to oversee has the potential to damn or save the Continent. 

After putting my gold band on, I went out into the courtroom of Light. Even after all these years of judging people, the gold walls were way too bright for me. The blinding white light from the burning orb high above in the ceiling always struck the walls at the wrong angles, covering everything in an intense shine.

My eyes blinked a few times as they strained to get used to the blinding gold light. Of course, the gold walls were stunningly beautiful with their most holy depictions of our greatest servants. I was even included on the wall behind me. I was shown to be fighting an immense shadowy demon of the Dark.

It never happened but it was a great way to remind the people of the Continent that it was only the Confederation of Light that was capable of protecting them against the Dark.

The Light always prevailed. 

As my eyes adjusted to the awful light, I forced myself not to roll my eyes. I didn’t have a problem with the lines upon lines of finely crafted, white marble pews that had every single member of the nobility and as many laypeople as allowed on them. The noblewomen were currently wearing the latest unholy fashion. 

It was some kind of seductively thin dress in the colour of their Houses. There were the dark reds of the House of Ash, the light blue of the House of Crawcraft and a whole host of other noble houses.

Everyone was here for the holy trial against one of their fellow houses. The House of Webb would live or die tonight, and they were not even here to testify. 

I had wanted to roll my eyes because standing there with her arms folded was Bishop Gano. Her face was like stone like always, her sterile white robes of Light were pressed within an inch of their life and her long brown hair was strangled into a bun.

She was the prosecution and whilst I liked her devoutness as much as the next Archbishop, she could be a handful. And I needed to show the public and other noble houses that this was not a show trial.

Even though I feared it was. 

“My Archbishop,” a man said standing behind the Defence desk. The desk itself was as dirty and unorganised as the man behind it.

Clergyman Ross Albert was not my first choice as defence, but given how the Light wanted to annihilate the House of Webb. Trying to defend the House seemed like religious suicide, akin to defying the Light herself.

“My client stands on charges of consorting with demons, dealing in black magic and exchanging forbidden knowledge for innocent lives,” Ross said.

I took my seat on the perfectly warm oak chair high above the desks below me. Refreshing rose incense burning to my right with a stack of parchment and to my left, my Clergywoman had thankfully left me a silver bowl of delightfully roasted chestnuts. 

“Be silent, Clergyman,” the only guard said from below me. Officer Juillet stood in-between the Prosecution and Defence desks in her sterile white robes and gold spear. 

I didn’t doubt she would enact the Light’s Will if she deemed it right. And she wasn’t exactly from my staff, she worked more closely with the Supreme Bishop than I would have liked. 

If Juillet had to pick between being loyal or killing me for a misunderstanding in my devotion, I did not like my odds.

And if I found the House of Webb not guilty today, the Supreme Bishop might just kill me anyway.

“We are all familiar with Light law,” I said. “You will both present your witnesses and arguments and then I will finish the debate with my ruling. The question we are trying to answer today is whether or not the House of Webb has committed heresy against the Light,”

“Heresy means death, my Lord,” Ross said. “The House of Webb has defended the Continent for centuries against demons and-”

I waved him silent. “If I have to remind you one more time about the rule of Light Law, I will have you removed,”

Julliet took a step closer to him and I tapped my foot a few times against my chair out of reflex. I really didn’t like Julliet being in a murderous mood.

Ross bowed his head and Gano stood straight. “My most honourable Lord, like the mere clergyman has mentioned. For centuries, the House of Webb has pretended to fight demons to save us,”

I nodded and a lot of the noble crowd muttered, clearly disagreeing.

“The House of Webb has been lying from the start. In reality, they have been buying their time, hoarding secret knowledge, making deals with demons and trying to summon demonic armies into reality,”

“Impossible,” Ross said. 

The noble houses in the pews looked at me and I simply did nothing. I needed to see how this would play out because they were both right so far. The Webbs had been fighting demons to protect us from demonic predation, but that was not the problem.

The problem as my fellow Lights saw it was that the Webbs refused to believe in the Light. 

That was why this trial wanted to find them guilty and exterminate them forever. Something I really didn’t want.

“Three hundred years ago, the then-Lord Augustus Webb was the first recorded sighting of a demon. A Class-A humanoid demon with legs like a seahorse and breath like a corpse. Augustus himself testified to the Emperor of Bearium that he summoned the demon,”

I raised a finger at her. “Actually, the Light records indicated the demon tricked him into being summoned,”

Julliet took a step closer to me and everyone went silent. 

“My Lord,” Julliet said. “You might be an Archbishop but it is important that you do not question the word of the Light. If the records say something then do not question it,”

The nobles muttered in the back and the reality of the situation dawned on me. I wasn’t sure anymore who was on trial exactly. Was it the House of Webb or me too?

“Apologies,” I said realising I had no power here anymore.

“It is clear to us that follow the Light,” Gona said, “that Lord Augustus Webb summoned the first demon onto the Continent and doomed us all to a constant fight with demons,”

The crowds in the pews roared and the laypeople shouted how the House of Webb needed to die.

“But,” Gona said facing the pews, “this was only their first heretical act against the Continent. It was the first act of many that would threaten the lives of you, your children and your families,”

A shiver ran down my spine as I realised the icy cold truth of the trial. This was not a trial against a noble house, at least not in whole. This was a trial against society and everything that was holding the Light in check.

Gano still continued telling her lies and making the crowds of laypeople and even some of the most devout noble houses turn into a bloodthirsty, hateful frenzy.

I might be an Archbishop but I know the truth about the Confederation of Light. There is no Goddess of Light, at least not Light. The Light is simply what we call magic and we make it appear sterile white and pure so no one can ever call us corrupt or evil.

For surely white symbolises our purity and divine purpose, but it is all a lie.

I didn’t need to use my Light to listen to the nobles muttering. I already knew they were muttering about the trial and how they were realising if they made the smallest of errors and the smallest political mistakes. The Confederation would simply attack them, turn the public against them and make society rip them apart.

“So that is it everyone,” Gona said, “that is the three hundred year history of how the House of Webb established and maintained their demonic alliance. They sacrificed an entire village to the demons,”

My hands formed fists as all the laypeople stood up and waved their fists at me. 

They wanted me to order the execution of the House of Webb.

“Just think,” Gano said. “There were over two thousand people in that village. So many teenagers, young women and young men that never got to live and become parents. So many future children who never got to become gifted by the Light. Is that fair?”

“No!” the crowd shouted.

I smiled because Gano was a hell of a speaker and I had no doubt after this show trial, I would be dead and she would become the new Archbishop of my diocese. 

Clever woman, clever, evil woman for sure.

But I still had a few cards to play of my own. 

“Wait,” I said wanting to regain control of the situation. “Remember, the Light Law clearly states that the defence must be heard,”

A short dirty man from the pews stood up on the sterile white marble. Juillet tensed.

“The House is guilty. Do your job!” the man shouted.

I stood up more as a gesture than anything. “Are you questioning the Light Law?”

Before the man could ever respond, Juillet threw her spear and it exploded out the back of his head. She clicked her fingers and the blood-soaked spear appeared back in her hands.

That wasn’t ideal, but at least Juillet wasn’t focusing on me anymore. I nodded at Ross to begin his defence and by the Light, I hoped he could come up with a miracle.

“My friends, my fellow followers of the Light, we are here based on a lie,” Ross said smiling at Juillet and Gona. “I have grown up with the House of Webb for years and they are good people. They give food to
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