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Sovereign 
Personal weapon of Lord Alexander of the Holy Empire
General Specifications
· Weapon Type: Saber (Slashing Sword)
· Total Length: 110 cm
· Blade Length: 100 cm
· Weight: ~3.9 kg (balanced for single-hand use, with two-hand grip capability)
Design Characteristics
· Blade Profile:
· Monoforged single-edged blade
· No point – rounded, cleaver-like tip specifically designed for maximum slashing damage, not thrusting
· Slight curve for optimal momentum in cutting arcs
· Full-length fuller (groove) to reduce weight without sacrificing durability
· Material Composition:
· High-density carbon-titanium alloy core
· Coated in blackened nano-ceramic plating for heat resistance, non-reflectivity, and minimal magnetic signature
· Vibrational dampeners built into the hilt to reduce feedback shock from impacts
· Edge Properties:
· Razor-sharp at rest, but can be field-activated via microcurrent pulse from the hilt to sharpen or re-hone the edge instantly
· Edge rated for clean cuts through powered combat armor at full swing velocity
· Sheath Properties:
· Imperial Gold and Black finish with the sigil of House York on the chape
· Self-repair liquid filled interior makes sure that the blade of the sword is maintained and repaired when not in use. 
Hilt and Guard
· Grip:
· Black textured leather over synthetic grip core
· Designed for a single-hand grip, but slightly extended to allow for two-hand leverage if required
· Embossed with the sigil of House York (hidden beneath grip wrap)
· Guard:
· Imperial claw-style knuckle bow with minimal side protection—designed to intimidate visually, not to parry
· Constructed from high-strength alloy to survive edge-to-edge contact with vibro-blades or standard field sabers
· Pommel:
· Weighted and counterbalanced for fast return arcs
· Doubles as a close-combat striking surface (blunt-force capable)
Integrated Systems
· Biometric Lockout:
· Can only be wielded by Lord Alexander or those he personally authorizes
· Hilt recognizes palm prints and grip pressure
· Combat Tracker:
· Internal sensor records strike velocity, arc angle, and contact impacts
· Data is logged and transmitted to Alexander’s personal tactical suite for after-action review
· Signal Beacon:
· Can be remotely pinged for retrieval if lost
· Emits a low-intensity magnetic pulse visible only to Alexander’s command suite
Symbolism and Ceremonial Use
· Sovereign is not only a weapon—it is a symbol of absolute command and the brutal authority of Lord Alexander's will.
· Never lent. Never displayed idly. When it is drawn, death is not a possibility—it is a certainty.
· Traditionally worn with his full-dress or field-command uniform, sheathed in a deep black scabbard with crimson lining, suspended from a custom magnetic clasp.
Brief History
· Commissioned by the Empress herself from the Imperial Armory Forge located in the Luna Facility of the Imperial Arms Group.
· Grant to Lord Alexander by order of the Empress upon his promotion to Commodore at the age of twenty-five.
· It name – Sovereign – was given by the Empress during the ceremony granting Lord Alexander the sword, fueling speculation that the sword is an announcement from the Empress that Lord Alexander, her eldest grandson, is her chosen heir. 
Imperium 
Personal pistol of Lord Alexander of the Holy Empire
General Specifications
· Weapon Type: Heavy precision handgun
· Length: 36 cm (barrel length 26 cm)
· Weight: 4.65 kg
· Caliber: 12.7 x 30mm. ferromagnetic slug, hyperdense core
· Action: Coil-assisted magnetic propulsion system with conventional gas backup
· Effective Range: ~120 meters (with pinpoint accuracy), ~200 meters (general suppression)
Design Characteristics
· Ammunition Type:
· Proprietary 12.7 x 30 mm., ferromagnetic slug, armor-piercing with optional explosive tip
· High-velocity output designed to punch through powered infantry armor and reinforced glass
· 15-round magazine, with optional extended 20-round tactical mag
· Smart rounds available: EMP, sub-sonic stealth, high-explosive (HE), shard-spread
· Propulsion System:
· Primary: Triple-stage electromagnetic coil launcher – silent, recoil-mitigated
· Secondary: Gas-assist fallback ignition for reliability in electromagnetically disrupted environments
· Barrel:
· Heat-treated, non-reflective alloy with vented cooling fins
· Internally lined with ceramic composites for heat dissipation and magnetic field stabilization
· Barrel length optimized for close-quarter dominance with mid-range accuracy
Ergonomics and Control
· Grip:
· Custom-molded to Lord Alexander’s palm structure
· Textured anti-slip synthetic with haptic pulse feedback
· Integrated subdermal grip sensor for biometric ID lock
· Trigger System:
· Double-stage with intelligent resistance—can sense combat stress level and adjust response
· Fire modes: Semi-auto, or manual single-shot high-impact
· Safety Features:
· Full biometric lockout (retinal + grip pressure)
· Cannot be fired or disassembled by unauthorized users
· Internal deadman switch—weapon disables permanently if captured without override codes
Integrated Systems
· Combat Targeting:
· Micro-LIDAR system built into sight for short-range adaptive targeting
· Holographic smart sight with built-in wind/arc compensation and rangefinder
· Auto-link to Alexander’s HUD and command visor for seamless targeting
· Tactical Suite:
· Round-by-round telemetry with post-fire analysis
· Round type displayed via side strip screen
· Can transmit limited kill-confirmation pings to command AI for logged record of kills
· Maintenance:
· Self-cleaning microbrush system flushes chamber every 20 rounds
· Internal diagnostics suite runs check after each engagement
· Charging port accepts standard Imperial military cell or emergency kinetic cranks
Symbolism and Aesthetic
· Appearance:
· Matte black with crimson tracer filigree along the slide—barely visible unless activated
· Etched on the left side of the frame: “VICTORIAM IMPERATORIS” (“Victory of the Emperor”)
· On the grip, the golden sigil of House York beneath a layer of transparent obsidian polymer
· Symbolic Weight:
· Imperium is more than a sidearm—it's a mark of supremacy, used only in the most critical close-quarters battles or personal executions
· When Alexander draws Imperium, it is a judgment passed, not a warning
Brief History 
· Commissioned by the Empress herself from the Venusian Firearms Development and Assistance Group, a private corporation known for precision firearms.
· Granted to Lord Alexander upon his commissioning as a Commander at the age of twenty-two, the youngest officer in the Holy Empire to hold that rank.
· Initially, its name – IMPERIUM – was stamped on its slide, but this was later changed to VICTORIAM IMPERATORIS.
· Although only one is official commissioned and in service, rumors persist that there are at least a dozen prototypes in the deepest vaults of the Venusian Firearms Development and Assistance Group.

Europa Castle, Europa
Kingdom of Europa, Jovian Orbit
Lady Emma Charlotte Watts 
She stared at the image in front of her with a neutral expression written on her face, but even she would have to admit that despite the look that she was wearing on her face at that moment, what she was feeling was anything but neutral. She would not admit as much, but at that moment, the only thing that she wanted to do was to allow fear to appear on her visage, though a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she mentally shook her head, even as she forced herself to remain calm and just look at the images in front of her.
As much as she would have wanted to, she cannot stop the sigh that escaped from her lips, a few moments later, though it was not as if there was anyone who was able to see what it was that she had done. If she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder if she should be grateful that no one had seen the action that she had taken at that moment, or if she should be irritated because she knew that part of the reason that no one saw the action that she had taken is that they are just as mesmerized as her as they watched what was happening in what was supposed to be their throne room.
Lady Emma would have to admit that it took her another moment or two to unclench her fist, but even as she was doing that, the Princess of Europa was quick to remind herself of the reason that she had undertaken the action that she had taken in the first place. 
She was sure that no one who was with her at that moment had even realized that she had turned her attention slightly toward the direction of the throne where her father sat, and even though it was true that she could still feel anger at that moment, she pushed that feeling out of the forefront of her mind, even as she told herself that she was not sure what she would do if she were to allow the anger that she was feeling at that moment to consume her.
Even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, the Princess would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have to acknowledge that she was just grand standing, and indeed, she was grand standing only for herself. 
With a mental shake of her head, however, she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind before she then returned to the present, and because she did not turn her attention away from the screen even during the moment that she found herself lost in her thoughts, she did not need to do anything for her to see the man who had shot the throne of her father. 
If she were being honest, Lady Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but feel anger as he focused her attention upon the direction of the person in question, but she then shook her head – and this time, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – as she told herself that being angry at that moment was not going to change anything.
Instead, she told herself that she should think about something else as a distraction, and as if something was answering her, the Princess told herself that she has the perfect thing to think about at that moment, if she only wanted to distract herself from what was happening, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she turned her attention toward the direction of the other armored figures that are now in their throne room.
Although it was true that she cannot hear what the men in the throne room are saying – somehow, they forgot to make sure that their surveillance equipment in the throne room had the capability of recording sound – and she would have to admit that she was not even sure if they are speaking with each other as it was possible that they are communicating through some sort of internal communication device, Lady Emma told herself that from the way that these armored figures are moving, it was obvious that they are aware that there is an underground facility connected to the throne room, and that they are searching for it.
She blinked at that moment, even as she told herself that it is not a secret that there is a command bunker under the castle, it was just that they did not bother to advertise that such was the case. Even pirates would have known that, but from the way these armored figures are moving, Lady Emma was sure that they are not pirates, and a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the Princess cannot help but remark to herself that the armor that these figures are wearing are too uniform, and that is not something that most pirate groups could afford.
More importantly, no pirate group could outfit what she was sure were at least a hundred men in the same type of armor, and with a shake of her head – again, there was nothing mental about the action that Lady Emma had taken at that moment – she told herself that they are dealing with more than just a hundred men. 
A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the Princess told herself that the fact that they are not dealing with pirates was something that they had already established when they received news that the unknown fleet was heading toward Europa. No pirate would be so brazen – or stupid – enough to pull off an orbital invasion, and indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Lady Emma cannot help but remark to herself that no pirate would be brazen enough to conduct an operation like this.
As that was the case, the Princess was sure that they are not just dealing with pirates, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she turned her attention toward the direction of Prince Kieran, but with a mental shake of her head, Lady Emma told herself that there was no way that Io is behind this. 
After another moment or two, Lady Emma told herself that there was also no way that Callisto and Ganymede was behind this, and if anyone was looking in her direction at that moment, they would have witnessed her flinch as a voice coming from the back of her mind told her that if what she was thinking was correct, then there are only two candidates for the identity of their attackers. 
She allowed that thought to remain at the forefront of her mind for another moment or two, though she soon turned her gaze back toward the direction of the screen, and even Lady Emma would have to admit that her eyes narrowed as her mind struggled to disprove the theory that she had just come up with. If she were being honest, however, the Princess would have to admit that there was a part of her that was not trying hard to disprove her theory.
While it was true that no words escaped from her lips at that moment, deep inside, Lady Emma was deep in thought, but while it was true that she had started this exercise with the intention of identifying the people who are attacking them, after another moment or two, even she would have to admit that she was lost in her thoughts as the boundaries got pushed just a bit more than she intended every few seconds or so.
The question of who was attacking Europa turned to the reason that they are attacking Europa before she had even realized it, and even Lady Emma would have to admit that such question would only have crossed her mind if she had already accepted the identity of their attackers.
Before she had even realized what it was that she was doing, the Princess of Europa was already clenching her fists, but even though it was true that there was a part of her that would have wanted to clench her fists tightly enough that she would be able to draw blood, even she would have to admit that it was impossible, and because that was the case, she forced herself to push those thoughts out of the forefront of his mind as she instead focused on what was going on in the throne room.
Even she would have to admit that she did not intend to focus her attention upon the direction of the figure who had shot the throne of the King of Europa, but before she had even realized what it was that she was doing, Lady Emma found herself focusing her attention toward his – and she assumed that it was a man – direction. She allowed a frown to appear on her face as she then told herself that he must be the leader of this group, and another corner of her mind wondered just how high he is in the hierarchy of the Holy Empire of Terra as she once more reminded herself that the Holy Empire is the only logical answer to the question of the identity of their attackers.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the Princess turned her attention toward the direction of her father, and as she had expected, his closest security aides and bodyguards have formed a loose circle around him, but that was not something that Lady Emma would blame her father for, considering that her bodyguards had also formed a loose circle around her.
There was another thing that Lady Emma noticed when she turned her attention toward the direction of King Alaric Watts, and that would be that he is issuing what Lady Emma could only assume would be instructions to other people through the use of a radio. 
Who it was that the King of Europa was issuing those instructions to, Lady Emma would readily admit that she does not know, and if she were being honest, the Princess would have to admit that there was a part of her that does not want to know, which is also the reason that she mentally shook her head, a few moments later, before he then turned his attention toward the direction of the only other royalty inside this underground bunker.
The man in question is not even a member of the Royal Family of Europa, and by all rights, he should not even be in this underground bunker, but since there was no way that Io is behind this attack, Lady Emma had argued for Prince Kieran and his knights to be allowed into the bunker, if only so that they could combine their forces and defend against whoever was attacking them when the underground bunker was breached. Of course, the knights who had sworn for Io had formed their defensive perimeter around their prince, but again, that was not something that Lady Emma could blame them for.
Although it was true that she did not allow even the tiniest of sounds to escape from her lips at that moment – and if she were being honest, given the distances involved, it would have been impossible for Prince Kieran to hear her anyway – the Prince of Io turned his attention toward the direction of Lady Emma, and for a brief moment, the expression that he is wearing on his face was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was surprised that she was looking on his direction, but he soon removed that expression from his face before he then allowed a small smile to appear across his visage.
To Lady Emma, it seemed as if the expression that had appeared on his face at that moment was his way of telling her that he is glad that she was looking in his direction at that moment, but if the Prince was expecting any sort of response from the Princess because of the expression that he is now wearing, then he would only be disappointed, and while the Princess kept her attention focused toward the man who is supposed to be her fiancée, she kept the look that she was wearing on her face as neutral as possible.
Again, it was true that no words escaped from the lips of the Princess, but even if that was the case, the look that appeared on the face of Prince Kieran was the only thing that anyone would have needed to see for them to know that he acknowledged the fact that the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was not getting the effect that he desired, and because that was the case, he simply returned his attention toward the screen that Lady Emma was also watching.
The Princess blinked at that moment, and before she realized what it was that she was doing, she had also turned her attention toward the direction of the screen as she interpreted the action that the Prince had taken as his way of telling her that she should look at the screen. 
Of course, it took Lady Emma but another moment or two to realize that such was not the case, and if she were being honest, the Princess would have to admit that there was a part of her that was so irritated about what happened that she was about to give Prince Kieran a piece of her mind, before she then blinked as she realized that it was not as if the Prince of Io had specifically indicated that she should look in the direction that he is looking at.
Besides, Lady Emma soon told herself, there are other things that she needed to worry about, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the Princess turned her attention toward the direction of her father, just as the King turned his gaze toward the same screen that Lady Emma and Prince Kieran were looking at. What her father saw when she looked at the screen showing his throne room being overturned – sometimes quite literally – by invaders whose identity they were not sure, the Princess of Europa did not know, but she did note that the expression that was on his face at that moment was neutral.
There was a part of the Princess that wanted to ask why that was the look that was on the face of her father, but with a mental shrug, the Princess told herself that the expression that was on the face of King Alaric at that moment was a façade. She cannot know if deep inside, he was furious, or if he was feeling helpless, but what she does know is that the expression that he is wearing at that moment was but a simple façade.
She did not even need to ask him who the intended audience for the expression that he was wearing at that moment was, after all, the Princess was aware that the expression that is wearing at that moment is intended for himself so that what it was that he was truly feeling would not leak out and cause either fatal blow or a sudden increase in the morale of those who are around them.
An increase in morale, Lady Emma thought to herself, would have led to stupid suggestions, like someone suggesting that they sally forth from the bunker and engage the unknown enemy in the throne room. With a mental shake of her head, the Princess told herself that such was the last thing that they wanted to do, and with that thought out of the forefront of her mind, she returned to the present.
It was at that moment that she decided to walk toward her father, and naturally, the knights who are around her followed, but they are subtle enough that Lady Emma had to remind herself of what it was that they are doing. If she were being honest, the Princess would have to admit that she was not sure if she should be irritated or glad about what they are doing, and because that was the case, he simply pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind, focusing her attention instead toward her father.
The King of Europa realized that she was approaching him because he turned his attention toward her direction at that moment, and while it was true that the expression that he is wearing remained neutral, Lady Emma knew that there was a part of him that wanted to ask the reason that she was approaching, but she pushed whatever irritation it was that she may have felt because of that question, just as she pushed the part of her that wanted to irritate her father by following strict court protocol.
Rather than perform a curtsy in front of the sovereign as may have been required, Lady Emma inclined her head toward her father, and when he saw what it was that she did, the neutral expression that he was wearing faltered slightly to show an amused smile. King Alaric, however, had been on the throne long enough that he had no problem burying the caring father side of him so that the monarch part of him could come to the fore, and within a moment or two of that thought entering the forefront of her mind, that was the side of her father that Lady Emma saw.
The King looked as if he was about to push words out of his mouth, but in the end, whatever it was that he would have wanted to say was something that only he would know, as it was at that moment that Lady Emma cut her off, “Your Majesty,” she said, and she knew that the use of the honorific at that moment irritated her father, as she knew that the side of him that wanted to drop the protocols was now fighting to be at the forefront.
Lady Emma did not allow him the time to think about that, however, as she then gestured to the screen, and while it was true that she kept her attention focused toward the direction of her father at that moment, it was also true that she used her peripheral vision to look at the other people who are around them. As that was the case, the Princess had no problem noting that the action that she had taken also caused those who had seen her to turn their attention toward the screen.
“These are not pirates,” she said, and even she would have to admit that she sounded a bit too dramatic at that moment.
In her defense, the Princess thought that there are those who would disagree with her, and it was for that reason that she cannot help but blink when she saw the reaction of her father, after all, the King inclined his head toward the direction of her daughter, and while it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, the action that he had taken was more than enough to tell Lady Emma that her father agreed with her.
Whatever doubt it was that she felt about the action of her father being his way of agreeing with her evaporated, a few moments later, when he allowed words to escape from his lips, “Clearly,” he said, and though it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were rather dry, after another moment or two, the King was pushing more words out of his mouth as he then added, “No pirate would be brazen enough to pull off something like this,” and while it was true that he paused e King still did not allow anyone to say anything before he was pushing more words out of his mouth, “More importantly, no pirate would be smart enough to pull off something like this.”
Lady Emma paused at that moment, and while it was true that no words escaped from her mouth at that moment, the Princess knew that her father was aware that she agreed with the words that escaped from his lips. 
She returned her attention toward the direction of the screen at that moment, and she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the screen even as she allowed the next words to escape from her lips, “Who do you think they are, Your Majesty?” she asked, but this time, it was her turn to not wait for anyone to say anything before she pushed the next words out of her mouth, “Mars? Terra? Actual aliens?”
It was as she finished pushing those words out of her mouth that the Princess then turned her attention back toward her father, and as she had expected, the King was looking in her direction while wearing that same neutral expression. In response to that look on the face of her sovereign, Lady Emma schooled the expression that she was wearing so that she was presenting an expression that suggested that she wanted an answer to the question that he had asked.
A sigh escaped from the lips of her father – and here, Lady Emma told herself that this was not the answer that she was expecting – but before she could even part her lips at that moment, the King was already pushing words out of his mouth, “Only Mars would be brazen enough to do something like this,” he said, and Lady Emma would have to admit that she found herself surprised when she heard the anger that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from the lips of her father.
As that was the case, the Princess did not get the chance to say anything before King Alaric was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “Something must have happened in Terra that gave the Martians confidence to pull this off,” and after those words had escaped from his lips, he turned his attention toward the direction of Lady Emma, before he then placed a confused expression on his face.
If she were being honest, Lady Emma would have to admit that the look that appeared on the face of her father at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he had expected her to agree with the theory that he put forward, and that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, when the King then inclined his head toward the direction of his daughter before he asked, “you have a different opinion?”
Although it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question it was obvious to Lady Emma that it was anything but, and for a brief moment, she wondered if the way that her father had asked that question was his way of challenging her to present that different opinion. Of course, if the King was expecting his daughter to back down just because of that, then said daughter would be disappointed with her father because, if anything, the expression that was on the face of Lady Emma at that moment should have told her father that she is going to enjoy challenging his views.
Perhaps that was the reason why the expression on the face of King Alaric changed slightly to reflect no small amount of amusement, but just as suddenly as that expression appeared on his face – indeed, it had appeared suddenly that even Lady Emma would have to admit that it caught her by surprise – it disappeared, replaced instead by the neutral expression that he had been wearing from the very start.
Again, however, that expression that he is wearing served only to fuel the figurative flames of confrontation that were burning between the loins of the Princess, and it was for that reason that, a few moments later, she then said, “it is obvious that we are under attack from the Holy Empire of Terra,” and she paused at that moment precisely because she wanted to see the reaction of not only her father, but also those who are around them.
Although it was true that she kept her attention focused toward King Alaric, she did keep her ears open for any sort of audible reaction from the other people who are near them and who could have heard the words that had escaped from her lips, though it would appear that no one was going to say anything in response to the words that she had uttered.
If the Princess were going to be honest, however, Lady Emma would have to admit that this was the kind of reaction that she would have wanted them to have, because if they had reacted noisily with claims that what she was proposing was preposterous, then she would have seriously called the people here hopeless. The fact that they reacted with silence meant that they are seriously considering the proposal that she had made, and the only reason that they have not said anything was that they do not want to believe what she had said even if their minds are telling them that she is correct.
Of course, the opinion that matter the most at that moment would be that of her father, and it was for that reason that she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the King of Europa.
If she were being honest, Lady Emma would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to roll her eyes while looking in his direction, after all, the expression that was on the face of the King at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he is also considering what she had said, but he was also holding himself back, and again, the Princess would have to admit that she can understand why her father was reacting the way that he is.
“Your Majesty…,” the Princess began at that moment, with the next words that are supposed to come out of her mouth at that moment intended to force her father to return to the present and out of whatever reverie it was that he had fallen into so that they could have a proper discussion. 
Lady Emma already knew what it was that she was going to say next, but even if that was the case, before she could push the words out of her mouth, she was forced to pause as one of the aides in the room suddenly made an announcement.
“They found the entrance,” the man said, and while it was true that he did not raise his voice, it would appear that there was no need to, because everyone in the bunker heard the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment.
Rather than turn her attention toward the man who had made the announcement, however, the Princess instead turned her attention toward the direction of the main screen – and using her peripheral vision, she confirmed that most of the others who are in the bunker did the same thing – just in time to watch as two of the armored figures worked together to push the throne of the King of Europa off its raised dais.
The Princess would have to admit that she kept her attention focused toward the throne – something which she did not want, she assured herself – as it stumbled toward the floor of the throne room, breaking itself into two before resting broken on the floor. Before she could follow up with that particular thought, she forced herself to return to the present as she then turned her attention back toward the screen. 
This time, it would appear that she returned her attention toward the screen at just the right time to watch as more armored figures rushed up the dais where the throne of the King of Europa once stood, but rather than focus their attention on the ornament that they had removed there, they instead focused their attention toward the wall behind the throne, forcing the Princess to stare at that direction as well.
If she were being honest, Lady Emma would have to admit that the first thing that she saw when she turned her attention toward the wall would be the bullet hole that had been left there, but then she blinked as a voice coming from the back of her mind reminded her that the wall behind the throne hides the main entrance to the bunker that they are in at that moment.
Of course, there would still be a hundred or so meters of void space between the door hidden behind the throne and the main entrance to the bunker, but Lady Emma did not think that such would be enough to even just delay their attackers.
“They’re breaking in,” Lady Emma was not sure if the voice that made that particular announcement was the same one who had made the earlier announcement, but at that moment, the Princess of Europa would readily admit that she did not care. Rather than turn her attention toward the direction of the man who had made the announcement, she instead turned her attention toward the direction of Prince Kieran.
He flinched at the same time that he fixed his gaze toward her, and Lady Emma could not help but remark to herself that the Prince had been looking at her before she turned her gaze toward him, but at that moment, there was no time for her to soften her gaze as she made her way toward him.
Lady Emma, of course, was aware of the reason behind the expression that had appeared on the face of the Prince, even as she told herself that if she were the one at the receiving end of that kind of expression from the person who is supposed to be her fiancé, she would do far more than just flinch. To the credit of the Prince of Io, however, he stood his ground, and though it was true that he had his knights surrounding him at that moment, it was not as if they are going to stop Lady Emma from approaching the man who is supposed to be her husband-to-be. 
Indeed, the Princess is sure that many of them wanted her to confront their prince at that moment and say what it was that she was about to say, and if that were the case, then they would not have to wait long.
The look that was on the face of the Prince of Io at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he already knew what it was that she was about to say, and indeed, he looked as if he was getting ready to refuse what she is about to ask him to do before she could do so. Even if that was the case, however, Prince Kieran was not able to say anything because Lady Emma cut her off at that moment, “Get out of here,” she said, before she pointed toward the same elevator that they had used earlier.
Even the Princess would have to admit that the words and tone that she had used at that moment were rude, but if she were being honest, Lady Emma would have to admit that it was intentional, after all, she wanted him to get out of this place. 
As rude as the words that had escaped from her lisp at that moment may have been, however, it would appear that none of his vassals are going to take offense at what she had done, and a frustrated hiss escaped from the lips of the Princess of Europa as she told herself that she can also understand why the vassals of the Prince of Io reacted the way that they had.
The words that escaped from her lips at that moment may have been rude, but it was also said because it was clear that she wanted to spare him from what was coming next, and because that was the case, rather than be antagonized by what she had said, the vassals of Prince Kieran felt grateful to her, hence, the reason why they are not going to say anything about.
Another frustrated sigh would have escaped from the lips of Lady Emma at that moment, if not for the fact that she was forced to return to the present even as she felt the hand of Prince Kieran against one of her cheeks. Of course, what she felt at that moment was not his actual hand, but rather, the cold steel of the part of his armor covering his hand, though even the Princess would have to admit that there was something genuinely romantic about the action that he had taken at that moment.
The expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment was gentle, but it caused no small amount of irritation on the part of the Princess of Europa, because Lady Emma would have to admit that the look that was on his face at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure of just what it was that he was thinking, and of all the things that he is thinking about at that moment, the one that irritated Lady Emma the most would be his determination to refuse the request that Lady Emma had made.
Indeed, the next words that escaped from the lips of the Prince just made that more poignant, as he then said, “We are going to face this together, just as what couples do, my Lady.”
For the first moment or two, Lady Emma would have to admit that she was not sure how she is supposed to react to the words that had escaped from the lips of the man who is supposed to be her fiancé, and it took her another moment or two before she realized that he intentionally softened his tone, causing yet another frown to appear on the face of the Princess of Europa. 
The look that appeared on the face of Prince Kieran at that moment told her that he was aware of what it was that she is going to say next, but even if that was the case, he did not stop her, and that meant that, after another moment, the words that escaped from the lips of Lady Emma echoed around the two of them.
“This is not some cheap soap opera being shot by a camera crew, Prince Kieran,” Lady Emma said, and even she would have to admit that her voice was steadily rising in volume, “This is reality.”
The Prince of Io reacted to the words that had escaped from her lips in a way that Lady Emma did not expect, nor had even imagined even in her wildest imagination, as the Prince of Io instead dropped onto one knee before he gently took the left hand of Lady Emma, and he soon planted a kiss on the back of her hand, before he turned his gaze toward her.
He might have been taller than her – even if only by a few inches – but because he was now kneeling on one leg, he had to crane his neck upward so that he could look at her face at that moment, and even Lady Emma would have to admit that their eyes met at that moment, causing a smile to appear on the face of Prince Kieran.
At that moment, the Princess would have to admit that the impression that she got was that he is going to kiss the back of her hand again, but instead, he allowed words to escape from his lips as he then said, “I don’t think you have ever called me by name before.”
She blinked in response to the words that escaped from his lips, and for a brief moment, the Princess would have to admit that her world shrunk, so that it was just the two of them there. The calmness that surrounded them at that moment was difficult to explain, and it irritated and calmed Lady Emma at the same time, though before she could follow through with those thoughts, she forced herself to return to the present, and with a rather dry tone, she then added, “if you want other to continue calling you by name, then you need to get out of here,” before she once more motioned toward the elevator shaft.
In response to the words that she uttered, the Prince of Io allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen slightly, but even if that was the case, even Lady Emma can tell that there was a sense of irony there, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that the impression that she got at that moment was that he was about to say something along the lines of failing to impress her. 
Perhaps he even would have gotten the chance to say what it was that he would have wanted to say, if not for the fact that it was at that moment that warning klaxons began sounding around the bunker, and Lady Emma could not help but turn her attention toward the direction of the main entrance to the bunker eve as she schooled the expression that she was wearing so that it was as neutral as possible. 
She said nothing even as the Europan Knights in front of her drew their swords, holding it in such a way that made it clear that they are going to prevent those who are trying to enter the bunker from doing so, but it was also at that moment that the giant sliding doors that would be the main entrance to the bunker began to open, but before it could fully open, an armored figure stepped into the bunker, with Lady Emma flinching slightly when she realized that this was the same figure who had shot the throne of her father.
Indeed, before she had even realized what she was doing, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of his sidearm which was holstered by his hip, though in the end, the Princess would have to admit that it the word that the figure was carrying that stole her attention, not because it was drenched in blood – because, she would have to admit, it was the opposite – but because of something else, and even the Princess was not sure of what that something is.
For a brief moment, there was only silence, and Lady Emma could not help but ask herself if they are all waiting for someone to say something. Barely a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, however, that silence was shattered, and screams erupted from across the bunker as two opposing parties of armored figures crashed into each other.
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She did not need a mirror to know how foolish she looked at that moment. Still, even though there was a part of her that wanted to turn around and put on something more proper than just the underwear that she was wearing, she knew for a fact that she would not be allowed to do that. Indeed, the young red-head was sure that if she were to even make that suggestion, then she was sure that the same woman who had sent her out here while clad only in this underwear set that she was now wearing would go out of her way to think of something far more humiliating than what it was that she was being forced to do at that moment.
A hiss escaped from her lips, and even she would have to admit that the sound that she made at that moment reflected the anger that she felt, but rather than allow a scream to escape from her lips, the sound that she made was a mere hiss because she cannot even muster enough of the anger that she told herself she should be feeling at that moment. With a mental shake of her head, she told herself that she should be able to scream outright because of her anger, and yet, even if those were the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment, even she would have to admit that she cannot even allow even the tiniest sound of anger out of her lips.
Ellie allowed a whimper to escape from her lips, a few moments later, as she then asked herself if the reason that she could not allow even the most token of sounds to escape from her lips at that moment was that she was not angry, but with a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken, it was just that there was no one to watch her take the action – she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind, even as the young psyker convinced herself – or at least, she tried to – that she is angry, and if not for the fact that she was wearing a collar around her neck which was suppressing her psyker abilities, she would have already brought down the wall in front of her.
Yet another whimper escaped from her lips at that moment even as she told herself that even she was not sure if she could do what it was that she had just told herself she would do if not for the dampener, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie fought the urge to allow another whimper to escape from her lips even as she allowed herself to remember about her life before she had been captured.
A sigh would have escaped from her lips at that moment, if not for the fact that she had managed to stop herself from allowing the sound to escape from her lips, though just because she was able to stop the sigh from escaping from her lips does not mean that she was able to stop the thoughts that came along with it, and as she failed in that regard, she soon found herself lost in a trance of her making.
It had been less than forty-eight hours since she was captured – and here, she had to remind herself that she was not the only one who was captured as her entire village in the reservation was captured – but it had been less than twenty-four since she had found herself in this castle. Despite her having managed to stop a sigh from escaping from her lips earlier, there was no stopping the one that escaped from her lips at that moment, even as she told herself that it had less than twelve since she found herself being considered as the concubine of the son of the Crown Prince of the Holy Empire of Terra.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie shook her head – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken, but this time, the action that she had taken had been minuscule enough that she doubted that anyone would have seen it, even if there was anyone who was around her at that moment, and there was none – before she then told herself that the higher the rank of the man who had picked her, the more that she should hate whoever it was that had picked her.
Ellie would have found herself imagining the things that the Prince of Redmure would have wanted to do to her – and indeed, the fact that she was dressed in nothing but her underwear at that moment was even more of a testament to what it was that the Prince wanted to do to her – if not for the fact that she was somehow able to convince herself to return to the present as a voice coming from behind her head screamed at her.
She blinked even though it was true that the voice was something that only she could hear, but before she could follow through with that particular line of thought, Ellie reminded herself that the Prince had ignored her and her escort when they met him earlier, prompting a faint spark of hope that the man would just ignore her again to ignite itself in her being.
As suddenly as that faint hope sparked in her, however, that same voice coming from behind her head told her that the reason that she got ignored earlier might be that the Prince was far more interested in delivering the important news that he had just received from the Crystal Palace. Now that there was no more important news to be received and delivered – or at least, that was what the voice coming from behind her head assumed – the Prince of Redmure would be able to focus all of his attention upon her, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie allowed another series of whimpers to escape from her lips.
At that same moment, the young woman who was clad only in her matching pink underwear that was designed to accentuate rather than conceal was standing in front of a wall with less than five inches separating her from the same. If anyone were to walk into the hallway that she was in – and if she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that she could not help but wonder why no one was walking along the hallway even if it was true that it was already past midnight in this part of Terra – she did not doubt that they would wonder why she was standing in the position that she was standing at that moment.
Of course, there was a part of Ellie that was hoping that someone would find her in the position that she was in at that moment, because if the man who had chosen her as his concubine realized that she was crazy, then perhaps he would change his mind about her, and he would release her to do whatever it was that she would want to do. As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but feel that faint semblance of hope that was in her being lit up, and this time, it remained lit as the young redheaded psyker found herself lost in her thoughts.
Indeed, a small smile appeared across the face of Ellie as she then told herself that once she was free, she could search for the Emperor-who-Liberates, and they would return to free all psykers from the yoke that had been forced upon them.
Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie would have to admit that she could not help but feel her yoke, and it was a literal rather than a figurative yoke. Before she had even realized what it was that she was doing, the young redhead moved her hands toward the direction of the collar that was wrapped around her neck, though even in her half-conscious state, the redhead would have to admit that she was careful enough to make sure that she does not activate either the shock function or the kill function of the collar that she was wearing.
A flash of anger came across the forefront of the mind of Ellie as she told herself that when she returned with the man that she would find, the first thing that she would ask him to do would be to disable the collars around the necks of all psykers and allow those psykers free reign to use their powers. From what her grandmother had told her, the Emperor-who-Liberates would be powerful enough to do that with a simple incline of his head, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the redheaded psyker allowed the smile that she was wearing to widen even more.
It was, however, also at that moment that she felt the beginning of tears that were about to escape from her eyes, and while it was true that she did not know, at least not at first, why tears were spilling out of her eyes. Indeed, if she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to complain about that, but before she could drive her mind toward that thought, she was forced to return to the present even as another corner of her mind told her what the reason behind the tears that were threatening to spill out of her eyes at that moment would be.
Ellie visibly and audibly swallowed at that moment, even as she remembered the words that had escaped from the lips of the woman who had been her escort – she was also the one who had dressed her in this provocative state of undress that she was now in and who had told her to go to the room where the Prince of Redmure was meeting his cousin so that she could wait on them – and she cannot help but flinch even as she was reminded of the expression that was on the face of the other woman when she informed Ellie that the figure that the redhead believes in was just a myth concocted by their overlords so that people like them would have hope.
Hope, after all, is necessary for people like them to resist, and their Masters would always find psykers who resist more fun to break.
Ellie shook her head – even as a voice coming at the back of her mind told her that she was not sure if the look that she was now wearing on her face was one of anger or horror – before she returned to the present, and this time, rather than remain at least particularly within the trance that she made for herself, she instead returned completely to the present, before she then turned her attention away from the wall that she had been staring at for the past few moments, focusing her gaze instead toward the direction of the corridor that she still had to walk through to reach the room where the Prince of Redmure was said to be meeting with his cousin.
A whimper escaped from the lips of Ellie at that moment, and even she would have to admit that the sound that escaped from her lips at that moment took her by surprise, but the next sounds that escaped from her lips were allowed out of them by Ellie, fully aware that there might be someone who was watching her. Even if that was the case, however, she still allowed the words to escape from her lips, “I don’t want to do this,” she said, before more whimpers escaped from her lips, and even she would have to admit that the whimpers that she made were louder than the sound that did escape from her lips earlier.
As a result of the words that had escaped from her lips, the young redhead found herself just standing where she stood, staring in the direction that she was looking at, for the next moment or two. If she were being honest, Ellie herself was not sure just how long she stood in the position that she was in, after all, it was not as if she was counting, and instead, her thoughts were all tuned to the person that she was sure would come to liberate her and all other psykers from the oppression that they were suffering from.
Yet another hiss escaped from the lips of the young redhead at that moment, and before she had even realized what it was that she was doing, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of one of the windows in this hallway, and Ellie would have to admit that she had to catch her breath as she found herself staring at what seemed like an endless but calm surface of the sea that blended beautifully against the night sky which was black save for the light being given off by the distant stars. 
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie blinked, twice, as she could not help but remark to herself that she had never thought of the thoughts that were going through the forefront of her mind at that moment before, even though this is not her first time seeing the sea and the night sky together.
A faint sound coming from the direction that she was supposed to head toward forced the young redhead out of the reverie that she would have to admit she had not even realized she had fallen into, and before she had even realized what it was that she was doing, she had already turned her attention toward the direction of where the sound had come from, even as a concerned expression came across her face.
At that moment, Ellie told herself that just because she was not where she was supposed to be at that moment did not mean that the Prince of Redmure and his cousin were throwing things at each other – though here, the redheaded psyker would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to see that happen, and he wanted both men to lose at the same time – but even if that was the case, the young redhead was soon walking toward the direction that she was supposed to head toward.
Ellie did her best to make sure that the expression that she was wearing on her face was as neutral as possible, and that meant pushing all of the thoughts that had been at the forefront of her mind to the back of the same, a task that, the young redhead would have to admit, was not easy, but after another moment or two, she told herself that she must have succeeded, after all, she cannot afford not to, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she returned to the present to find herself staring at the same door that her escort had told her she should go to.
The redheaded psyker blinked at that moment, even as she found herself staring at the door, and if she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that there was a part of her that not only did not want to open the door but to also blast the door with her psychic abilities in such a way that everyone inside would be hit by the door as they flew inward.
Ellie caught herself just as she was about to touch the collar that was around her neck, and she realized that her subconscious was reminding her at that moment that there was no way that she could use her psychic abilities. If she were being honest, the redhead would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to curse that part of her mind, but with a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind before she once more forced herself to return to the present and focus her attention toward what was in front of her. 
She would have to admit that she did not even know that she was holding her breath until the moment that she let go of it, but considering that she was the only person who was in the hallway at that moment, it was not as if anyone was going to say anything about whatever kind of sound it was that she made at that moment, but she soon pushed those thoughts out of the forefront of her mind as she returned to the present, and she focused her attention once more upon the door in front of her.
If she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that the door in front of her was nothing like the giant double doors that she and the others had used when they first entered this castle, but that was understandable considering that they were already inside the castle, though even if it was true that this door is considerably smaller than the one that had led her to this road that she was now on, Ellie would have to admit that she was far more intimidated by this door than the giant doors on the walls of the castle.
With a mental shake of her head, she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind before she then gathered whatever strength and courage it was that she could gather at that moment to knock on the door in front of her. The sound that her knuckles made at that moment did echo around her, but if she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that she was not sure if it was carried in the room at the other side of the door.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the redhead would have to admit that there was a part of her that wished that it had not been heard inside the room, but even if that was the case, she still had to make sure that she said something, a few moments later, as she then said, “Your Highness, Your Grace, it is Ellie,” before she paused and once more she found herself wishing that her voice would not be carried into the room, even if at that moment, Ellie knew that what she was wishing for was in vain.
That notion was proven correct, a few moments later, when a voice came from within the room, and Ellie would have to admit that she was surprised – and also hopeful – when she realized that it was the Duke of Tobruk who responded to the words that had escaped from her lips earlier, “The door is open,” and while there was a brief pause at that moment, before Ellie could even begin to think of what she could say in response to what the Duke had said, the man was already pushing more words out of his mouth, using a tone that suggested to Ellie that he was distracted by something else, “Come in.”
At that moment, Ellie would have to admit that there was a part of her that regretted the fact that she had to part her lips and push words out of her mouth, though after another moment or two, she told herself that she had no choice but to obey the order that she was given. The sense of dread that she felt at that moment intensified even as she pushed the door forward, though she pushed the door open just wide enough to allow her to slip into the room.
The first thing that Ellie did once she entered the room was to blink, and if she were being honest, the redheaded psyker would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder if she should be relieved or insulted that neither the Prince of Redmure nor the Duke of Tobruk had turned their attention toward her direction when she walked into the room.
In the end, the young redhead told herself that what she should feel at that moment would be a relief, and she took a moment to just stare at the man who was supposed to be her Master before she then blinked when she realized that the Prince of Redmure appear to be distracted by a small screen that was floating just a few inches away from his head, while he was seated at a long chair that had been tilted slightly. 
There was a part of Ellie that was curious as to what the man who was supposed to be her Master was looking at that moment, but she pushed that curiosity out of the forefront of her mind as she then turned her attention toward the direction of the man that she knew was most responsible for bringing her – and the others – to this castle, but while it was true that the Duke of Tobruk was looking in her direction by the time that Ellie had returned her attention toward him, the expression that he was wearing on his face was the only thing that the redheaded psyker needed to see for her to know that he also did not have time for her at that moment.
“I understand that, Admiral, I do,” the Duke of Tobuk said, but at the same time those words escaped from his lips, he made eye contact with Ellie, and that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the next words that are going to come out of his lips were intended for her, but she had to blink, a few moments later, when rather than allow words to escape from his lips, the Duke instead pointed toward the direction of a serving table that had been placed at the side of the room. 
When she saw where it was that he was pointing, Ellie would have to admit that she had already guessed what it was that she was supposed to do, just as she had already guessed why the older psyker who had been her escort had insisted on teaching her the proper way to serve wine and would not allow her to leave their room without her understanding the proper way to do it, and being able to demonstrate that she can do it.
“Yes, Admiral, this is the Prince of Redmure that we are talking about, and he needs a flagship for his trip to Europa,” the Duke of Tobruk suddenly said, and the words that escaped from his lips at that moment forced Ellie out of the reverie that she had not even realized she had fallen into, even as she realized that the tone that the Duke was using at that moment suggested the exasperation that he was feeling as he argued with whoever was at the other side of whatever conversation it was that he was having.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Ellie would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but wish even more misery on the part of the Duke of Tobruk, before she then glanced toward the Prince of Redmure, and she would have to admit that she was not the least bit surprised about what the Prince was doing as she continued to watch whatever was being shown on the screen that he was staring at that moment, leading Ellie to feel even more curiosity as to just what it was that the eldest son of the Crown Prince of Terra was watching at that moment.
Of course, she was also walking toward the direction of where the wine bottle had been set up, and when she reached the same, she once more turned her attention toward the direction of the Duke of Tobruk – as it was clear that he was the one who had ordered for her to be sent here – before she placed a neutral expression on her face. If she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that the expression that she wanted to place on her visage at that moment was questioning, but in the end, she did not want to antagonize the man who held sway over her life more than he already appeared to be.
While it was true that words escaped from the lips of the Duke of Tobruk at that moment, it was obvious that the words that escaped from his lips were not intended for either of the two people – and here, Ellie told herself that there were only two people in the room because she went out of her way to make sure that such was the case – who was in the room with him. Rather, the words that escaped from his lips were again intended for the person with whom he was having a long-range conversation, “and I understand that as well, Admiral,” the Duke said, not even bothering to hide the exasperation in his voice.
There was a brief pause at that moment, but Ellie felt that it was not because the Duke wanted to pause, rather, it was because the person on the other side of the conversation had said something, and within another moment, it became clear that such was the case as the Duke then allowed more words to escape from his lips, and again, he was using an exasperated voice as he then said, “Now, Admiral, you know that is not a fair assessment, His Highness does not control the budget of the Imperial Navy, and from what I can recall, you signed that report as well.”
The small smile that appeared on the face of the Duke of Tobruk at that moment was the only thing that Ellie needed to see for her to be sure that the Duke believed that he had scored a point against the person who was at the other end of the line with the words that had escaped from his lips, and as if to further confirm that such was indeed the case, it was at that moment that the Duke then focused her attention toward the direction of Ellie.
While it was true that no words escaped from the lips of the Duke at that moment, the expression that appeared on his face was more than enough for Ellie to know just what it was that she was supposed to be doing, though, at the same time that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the Duke inclined his head toward the direction of the Prince.
No words may have escaped from the lips of the Duke of Tobruk at that moment, but the implication was clear in that he expected Ellie to serve the Prince of Redmure, leading the redheaded psyker to then remark to herself that she would rather jump in the middle of the sea while surrounded by sharks. Of course, she had to blink, a few moments later, when she realized that the Prince of Redmure had not removed his gaze from the show that he was watching even when she entered the room.
As that was the case, the Prince of Redmure did not even bother to watch as the woman that he picked to be his concubine entered the room, leading Ellie to blink as she mentally remarked to herself that whatever it was that the Prince was watching at that moment, it must be something important, and because that was the case, she cannot help but remark to herself that she needed to know, hence, the reason that she told herself that she best go ahead and do what the Duke had told her to do, after all, it was the best way that she could get to the Prince at that moment.
When she turned her attention toward the direction of the Duke, a few moments later, Ellie would have to admit that the first thing that she noticed would be the wide smile that appeared on his face, and the redheaded psyker did not even need to ask where that expression had come from as it was obvious that it was the result of him realizing that Ellie was now going to serve his cousin.
If she were being honest, the redheaded psyker would have to admit that there was something strange about the situation that she was in, because while it was true that she would have not found it weird for the Duke of Tobruk to push the Prince of Redmure to have relations with a woman, the way that the Duke was handling it at that moment made it obvious to Ellie that the Duke was desperate to get his cousin to touch her, or any woman for that matter.
Any further musings on the part of Ellie in regards to this particular topic were interrupted at that moment as more words escaped from the lips of the Duke of Tobruk, and given that he was still in that conversation that he was having with someone else, it was obvious that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were not intended either for Ellie or the Prince.
“You cannot possibly be serious in thinking that the Martians would attack while the Grand Fleet is busy with Europa, Admiral,” the Duke suddenly said, and again, there was no denying the exasperation that he was feeling at that moment, leading Ellie to then remark to herself that it might be fun to see the look that would be on the face of the person that the Duke was having a conversation with, but she pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she then made her way to the side of the Prince.
Of course, Ellie told herself that she was only doing this because she was curious about what it was that the Prince was watching, and indeed, as she leaned toward him after reaching a respectable distance – which she was forced to learn not even twenty minutes before she was forced to dress in this matching underwear set that she was wearing – she parted her lips, “Your Highness, if I may?” she asked, and again, Ellie reminded herself that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were things that she was forced to learn.
The Prince turned his attention toward her direction at that moment, and if she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that the first thought that came across the forefront of her mind when she realized that he was now turning his attention toward her was that she had bitten off more than she can chew.
Before she could even begin to think of how best she could defend herself, she was forced to return to the present when she saw the expression that appeared on the face of the Prince because it was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was not the least bit interested in her.
She was forced out of her musings – and before she could decide if she should be relieved or insulted that the Prince of Redmure was still not interested in her – when the Prince allowed a question to escape from his lips, “More wine?” he asked, but even if the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, he certainly did not wait for Ellie to respond before he was already allowing more words to escape from his lips, “Who am I to deny the generosity of my cousin?’
While it was true that a smile appeared on his face at that moment, Ellie would have to admit that she could not help but get the impression that the expression that he was wearing at that moment was just a façade, though she then pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he then told himself that the only reason that she had approached the Prince at that moment was so that she could see what it was that he was watching, and as she was reminded of that mission, she began to think of the best way to accomplish the task that she had given herself.
She was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, when more words escaped from the lips of the Duke of Tobruk, “Admiral, with respect, the Queen Guinevere is one of the oldest ships in the fleet, and the only reason that you are offering her to us is that even you do not see her utility in the battle line,” he said, and while it was true that he was going out of his way to keep his tone respectful, it was obvious even to Ellie that the temper of the Duke was about to run out.
Before she could continue with that particular train of thought, however, she was forced to return to the present as the Prince of Redmure allowed words to escape from his lips, and there was no doubt in the mind of Ellie that the words that escaped from his lips were intended for her, “It seems that His Grace is not having an easy time securing a flagship for our use on this trip to Europa,” he said before he then turned his attention toward her direction.,
If she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that there was a part of her that dreaded the Prince of Redmure turning his attention toward her, because it was obvious that seeing her face would remind him that she was the one that he had picked to be his concubine.
The thoughts of Ellie regarding this particular matter were soon put on hold when she saw the look that appeared on the face of the Prince, after all, that expression that he was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he failed to recognize her.
She would have blinked at that moment, if not for the fact that words soon came out of the lips of the man who had picked her to be his concubine, and the words that he uttered at that moment convinced Ellie that he could not even remember having done so.
“Are you a concubine of my cousin?” he asked, and if she were being honest, the redheaded psyker would have to admit that she was not sure if she should feel relieved or insulted by that question. In the end, it was not as if she was going to get to answer that particular question as more words escaped from the lips of the Prince, “you are a pretty one, aren’t you?”
She blinked even as she asked herself another question which would be that if the Prince thinks her pretty, then why did he promptly forget that he picked her to be his concubine? Ellie would readily admit that the expression that appeared on her face at that moment reflected the confusion that she was feeling, and the Prince would have no trouble seeing the look that she was now wearing because he was looking in her direction.
It would appear, however, that the Prince of Redmure had decided to interpret the expression that was on the face of Ellie differently, as he inclined his head toward her before he said, “So long as you serve a member of Imperial House faithfully and totally, I am sure that even the fact that you were born a psyker would be forgiven,” before he then motioned for Ellie to fill his glass with the wine that she had brought, and while it was true that the redheaded psyker complied with the silent order that she was given, if she were being honest, she would have to admit that there was something else that she wanted to do at that moment.
That would be to shatter the glass of wine that she was carrying against the head of the Prince so that she could tell him without words that she did not think that being born a psyker was a sin, but it was not as if she could do what she wanted to do, considering who the other man is, and in the end, the redheaded psyker found herself forced to fulfill the role that she was given.
As she returned to the present, she noticed that the Prince had returned his attention to the screen that he was using to watch whatever it was that he was watching, and it was only at that moment that Ellie reminded herself that the reason that she had approached the Prince was so that she could see what it was that he was watching. 
At this time, however, it was already too late for her to see, prompting her to mentally curse, though before she could follow through with that, she was forced to return to the present as the voice of the Duke once more echoed around them.
This time, it was obvious that the words that escaped from his lisp were intended for his cousin as he then said, “Your Highness, please pardon the interruption.
In response to the words that escaped from the lips of the Duke of Tobruk, the Prince of Remdure turned his attention toward the direction of his cousin, and given how near she was to the Prince at that moment, she had no problem seeing the questioning expression that appeared on the face of the Prince. 
It was because such was the look that he was now wearing that there was no need for the Prince to say anything before the Duke of Tobruk was already pushing words out of his mouth, “It seems that I would have to make a personal visit Imperial Naval Headquarters to make our case,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon inclined his head toward the direction of Ellie at the same time that he placed a smile on his face that made the heart of the redheaded psyker run cold.
If she were being honest, Ellie would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to say something at that moment, but before she could do so, the Duke of Tobruk cut her off as he then added, using a suggestive tone, “I would have to apologize and leave you and your concubine alone, Your Highness,” he said.
The eyes of Ellie widened at that moment, and there was a part of her that wanted to protest the Duke leaving, but she then blinked even as she realized that even if the Duke was in the room, it was not as if anything was going to change. Indeed, the redheaded psyker could not help but remark to herself that the Duke leaving was a good thing for her, after all, if the Duke stayed, then the two of them might share her and she shuddered as that thought entered the forefront of her mind.
Any further musings on the part of Ellie were interrupted at that moment when she heard the sounds of amusement that were coming from the lips of the Prince, and she turned her attention toward the direction of where the sound was coming from just in time to watch as the Prince of Redmure stopped the sounds that were coming from his lips before he then turned his attention toward the direction of his cousin.
“Are you giving her to me, Your Grace?” he asked, and from the tone that he used at that moment, it was clear that he could not tell that there was something wrong with the words that escaped from his lips. Of course, no one was going to tell him anything, and it was not as if they could have told him anything as he soon allowed even more words to escape from his lips, “She’s beautiful, Your Grace, but I am just not interested.”
Without saying another word, he got up onto his feet before he then made his way toward the direction of the same door that Ellie had used earlier, with the redheaded psyker staring in the direction of the man who supposedly picked her to be his concubine, even as she told herself that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that he does not even remember who she is. 

Europa Castle, Europa
Kingdom of Europa, Jovian Orbit
Lord Alexander Charles York
He did not say anything as he stared in the direction of the armored figures who were crouching near the wall behind the throne of the King of Europa. Still, even if it was true that no words escaped from his lips at that moment, he was sure that some were aware of just what kind of grim expression it was that he was wearing on his face as he watched his marines connect wires from their electronic tablets to what he assumed are ports that are located on the control panel on the wall. He did take a few moments to pause as he considered that the control panel that the marine coders were working with at that moment was hidden behind a panel that blended perfectly with the rest of the wall, and before he had even realized what it was that he was doing, he turned his attention toward the direction of where the said panel had been discarded.
With a mental shake of his head, he forced that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he instead focused his attention toward the direction of the same entrance that he had used to get into this room, and even he would have to admit that a soft frown appeared on his face even as he watched some of the other marines in the room start their clean up, with some of his injured marines being helped onto their feet and out of the throne room by their fellow marines. Of course, if there are injured defenders, they are also being helped onto their feet so that they can be brought to the aid station, though naturally, they would not be returning to service after they had been patched up, but would instead be joining their comrades in holding cells until they could be interrogated and evaluated for release.
Lord Alexander shook his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken at that moment – as he noted that while the cleanup crews had begun to take care of the fallen and the wounded, that did not mean that they had completed their task, and yet another grim expression appeared on the face of the General-Admiral as he noted the fallen bodies that littered the throne room.
At that moment, the Duke would have to admit that it would have been difficult to believe that this place used to be where the courtiers of the court of the King of Europa would gather to hear their ruler, but with yet another shake of his head – though this time, Lord Alexander was able to make sure that the action that he had taken was just a mental one – he told himself that this is often the scene in many invasions of kingdoms, and just because this is his first time seeing something like this does not mean that this has never happened before.
If he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that a sigh would have escaped from his lips at that moment, but he was able to prevent that from happening as he then returned to the present, and while it was true that there was a part of him that wanted to return his attention toward the direction of where his coders were still trying to back through the security system of the bunker behind the hidden door – and here, he told himself that he knew what it was that they are doing because he can hear them speaking – he instead returned his gaze toward the hall that extended in front of him.
While it was true that this was his first time seeing a throne room with corpses, he could not help but remark to himself that it certainly was not his first time seeing corpses, before he then tried to school the expression that he was wearing into a more neutral expression. Of course, it took less than a moment for him to be reminded that no one could see the look that he was wearing behind the helmet of his armor, though that did not stop him from still placing a more neutral expression on his visage, a few moments later.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he turned his attention toward a specific spot in the throne room, and even he would have to admit that the expression that he was wearing at that moment turned into a smile that would have made people who do not know him flinch – or perhaps even run away. Even the General-Admiral would have labeled the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment as feral, but then again, the thoughts that were going through the forefront of his mind at that moment would be something that he would have labeled as feral.
The particular space in the throne room that he was looking at that moment would be the spot where he plans to have the captured nobles of the Kingdom of Europa concentrated when the formal surrender ceremony comes, and the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment widened even more as he found himself looking forward to that ceremony before a voice coming from the back of his head told him that such ceremony was going to come sooner than expected. 
With yet another mental shake of his head, the Duke told himself that it would do those nobles good to see their Kingdom surrender, but at the same time, he would have to make sure that they would still be able to function after such a show, after all, he might not like them, but he will need their help in keeping control over this planet, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Lord Alexander would have to admit that a scowl came across his face.
At that moment, he remarked to himself that there would be traitors upon the ranks of the nobles of Europa, just as there would be those who would remain loyal to their ideals of what Europa was to the end. It would be those who would fall in the middle, Lord Alexander acknowledged, that the Holy Empire would have to cultivate, while those who fall on either extreme would become liabilities in the long run, before he then asked himself if they would be better off just arranging kangaroo courts to deal with those.
There was nothing mental about him shaking his head as he then reminded himself that even if this place is technically under martial law, there are still laws that must be followed, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, a sigh escaped from his lips as he made a mental note to task his people with watching the civil officials who will soon be appointed to this place, with Lord Alexander then remarking to himself that it would be a combination of Terran and Europan officials.
‘Of course, just because they are Terran does not mean that they will be above corruption and incompetence,’ Lord Alexander thought at the same time that he would have to admit he fought the urge to shake his head. A moment or two passed after that particular thought had come across the forefront of his mind before he then added to himself, ‘There is a cadre of recruits within both the SER and KG31 that could undertake undercover work, and given the taste of nobility, anyone who would be appointed to a civil official here would soon find themselves with bloated secretarial staff.’
With a mental shake of his head, Lord Alexander prevented himself from commenting about how much-bloated staff makes it more difficult to get things done, but he then remarked to himself that, at least, it gives him the route to sneak in some of his loyal subordinates to make sure that no one is doing what they are not supposed to be doing. Yet another smile came across the face of Lord Alexander even as a voice coming from the back of his mind told him that there is always someone who is doing something that they are not supposed to be doing, but rather than allow his thoughts to linger on that, he instead forced himself to return to the present.
At that moment, the General-Admiral reminded himself that he was still supposed to be leading the invasion of Europa Castle, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he returned his attention toward the marines who were still pressing buttons on their electronic tablets as those same devices remained connected to the control panel that he can only assume was connected to the control mechanism of the door to the bunker where he was sure the king and his entourage had fled.  Before he had even realized what it was that he was doing, the General-Admiral tightened his grip on his sword, but it was not as if anyone would have been able to see the action that he had taken at that moment.
As he fought the urge to sigh, he also fought the urge to ask the marines who were working on their tablets what their estimated time of completing the task that they had been given was, telling himself that it would be best for everyone if he were to let them work on their pace without him disturbing them, after all, they do not need to be reminded of the urgency of the task. More importantly, the General-Admiral would have to admit that he did not think that the King of Europa and his entourage would have been able to escape their underground bunker even if they wanted to.
The smile that was on the face of Lord Alexander widened at that moment even as he told himself that even if the King had been able to escape, it was not as if there was somewhere that he could go to, after all, his fleet controlled orbit, and he would have no problem locking down orbit until he can find the King who refused to face him, even if it was not for a duel to the death.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he felt no small amount of disappointment as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, but rather than allow his thoughts to linger about that, the General-Admiral instead called up reports that had been filed by the various marine ground task force leaders who had led their units into taking over strategic targets that were picked by Rear Admiral Ashford. 
If pressed, the General-Admiral would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to see if there were marine commanders who had reported encountering someone among the ranks of the Europans that deserved special mention, but as he flipped through the first five reports that he had been given, the Duke would have to admit that he found none.
“Was it perhaps too much to hope for a challenge?” the Duke asked using a low voice so that only the two armored figures who were staying near him could hear the words that had escaped from his lips. Naturally, he would have his bodyguards close to him at that moment, and yet another small smile came across his face as he once more wondered if people would react if Anya and Lili were to remove their helmets at that moment and reveal their gender, though, after another moment or two, he remarked to himself that his marines probably would not.
In any case, any further musings of the Duke regarding that question were pushed out of the forefront of his mind as Anya answered the question that he had asked even if it was true that the same was purely rhetorical, “Your Grace would have found it even more challenging to find a challenge,” she said rather dryly, and that tone that she used was the only thing that Lord Alexander needed to hear for him to be sure that she did not approve of him looking for a challenge because she knew what it was that he would do with it.
If he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to say something about that, but before he could do so, Lili allowed words to escape from her lips, and naturally, the words that the blond psyker uttered at that moment was in agreement with the words that escaped from the lips of her partner, “The Martians have already learned to fear ships seeing your banner, Your Grace, and once word goes out of what you have done here, everyone in this System would feel the same way as the Sons of the Red Plains.”
The Duke allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen as he acknowledged the words that had escaped from the lips of both women, though if he were being honest, he would have to admit that he was about to push more words out of his mouth when he was forced to pause even as a triumphant sound echoed from the direction of the coders, prompting him to turn his attention toward that direction. 
Lord Alexander would readily admit that he could not help but place an expression of disappointment on his face when he noticed that the door to the underground bunker was still closed, but there was also an expression of curiosity on his face at that moment as he wondered what the sound that he had heard earlier was for, prompting him to turn his attention toward the coder that he believed was responsible for the sound, but because he cannot see the face of the man, even he would have to admit that he was not sure if that was the case.
With a mental shake of his head, he forced himself to return to the present before he then asked, “Has Vice Admiral Cline returned to his post?” considering that he could not see his Chief-of-Staff inside the throne room at that moment, Lord Alexander would have to admit that the question that he had asked at that moment may seem unnecessary. With a shake of his head, he pushed that thought out of the forefront of his mind as he then returned to the present, expecting an answer from either Anya or Lili.
He did not doubt that one of them would have answered the question that he had asked, it was just that before they could do so, they were forced to pause as another triumphant sound escaped from the lips of the coders and this time, the General-Admiral turned his attention toward the direction of the door before that sound could even die down. It would appear that he turned his gaze toward the direction just in time to watch as the sliding door that he assumed would lead to the bunker where the King of Europa was waiting slid open, and a small smile appeared on the face of Lord Alexander at that moment.
That expression, however, barely lasted for a moment or two – and because he was wearing his helmet at that moment, he doubted that anyone would have been able to see the expression that he was now wearing – before he removed it, replacing it instead with a determined expression, though again, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he doubted that anyone would have been able to tell just what kind of expression had appeared on his face at that moment. 
There was no way that anyone other than him would have been able to see him transition back to his fighting mode at that moment, after all, they could not see the expression that he was wearing, but as he turned his full body toward the direction of the door in question, he tightened his grip upon Sovereign once more, and as if sensing the coming battle, Lord Alexander could have sworn that his sword practically hummed as it looked forward to what was about come next.
On either side of him, he could feel Anya and Lili matching his steps as he walked toward the entrance to the underground bunker, and while it was true that their task was supposed to be to guard him – and in that context, they were supposed to stop him from throwing himself into the battle – neither of them said anything as they approached the entrance. 
Indeed, Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but remark to himself that if he would be able to see the expressions that were written on the faces of the two psykers at that moment, he was sure that the two of them are wearing expressions on their faces that would have been the only thing that he would have needed to see for him to be sure that they are also looking forward to this.
“Is it their bunker?” Lord Alexander asked the lieutenant who was in charge of the unit that secured the throne room as he approached the man from behind. He noted that while he was walking toward the direction of the entrance, this same lieutenant had used a device to peek into what was further down the dark hallway at the other side of the now-opened door.
The man in question turned his attention toward his commanding officer, and while it was true that he did not salute, the tone that he had used was respectful as he then reported, “It appears to be a passageway, Sir, with another door at the other end,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon added, “There was something in the door that prevented x-ray scans, but I believe that the bunker itself is at the other side of the door at the other end of this hallway.”
“X-ray scans confirm this?” Lili asked, and if the marine lieutenant had felt surprised at the fact that it was a woman who was inside the armor that Lili was wearing, he certainly did not outwardly react to it, and indeed, the next words that escaped from his lips confirmed that he was aware that it was a woman that he was speaking with. 
“We confirmed at least a dozen figures standing at the other side of the door at the other end of the passageway, Ma’am,” he said, “but we are still too far to confirm just how many people are at the other side of that door.”
Lord Alexander nodded at the same time that he turned his attention toward the direction of the door that was now open, noting how dark it was, but at the same time that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the General-Admiral told himself that the darkness was not something that he should be concerned about, after all, the suit that he was wearing can see in the dark, and it should not be a problem for him fighting in the dark. 
At almost the same time that thought entered the forefront of his mind, however, marines started throwing orbs into the room, with those orbs lighting up the moment that they hit the floor, flooding the interior of the room with overlapping fields of light, and revealing what Lord Alexander had already suspected, that the interior of the room was empty. With a shake of his head – and there was nothing mental about the action that he had taken – he told himself that even if the hallway was full of adversaries, he still would not have hesitated to take a step into the hallway.
Indeed, the General-Admiral was soon telling himself that it was important for him to be the first to stop into the hallway, and with that thought at the forefront of his mind, the Duke stepped into the hallway, followed closely by Anya and Lili whom he was sure was using their psychic senses to check of there are threats in the room that even the fact that it was now flooded by light had failed to reveal.
A small smile came across the face of Lord Alexander at that moment, even as he remarked to himself that while it was true that the Holy Empire had strictly controlled psykers, the gene might have managed to escape the quarantine, and if that were the case, then Europa might have had some sort of psyker unit under their control. Of course, the fact that neither Anya nor Lili had stopped him at that moment was the only thing that he needed to take into consideration for him to realize that it would appear that what his ancestors had feared the most was yet to come to pass.
“Behind this door likes the King of Europa and his court,” Lord Alexander said, and while it was true that he did not raise his voice, he made sure that the broadcast function of his helmet was turned which meant that everyone within five hundred meters of him could hear the words that are coming out of his mouth.
As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Duke of Olympia would have to admit that he is not one for fancy speeches, and because that was the case, he told himself that the words that were about to come out of his mouth were not a fancy speech, but a simple explanation of what it was that they are about to do next. A moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he allowed even more words to escape from his lips as he then added, “The moment we capture him, we will have accomplished another objective toward the full conquest and annexation of this moon into our Holy Empire of Terra.”
No cheers greeted the words that escaped from the lips of the General-Admiral, and Lord Alexander would have to admit that he was not expecting any. 
He turned his attention toward the same coders who had opened the door into the room that they were now in, and he did not even need to say anything before those same men were now running toward the direction of the door at the other end of the room. This time, neither the door nor the control panel for the same was hidden, and perhaps that was the reason why it took less than a moment for the door to open, causing some of the light from the bunker to enter what Lord Alexander would have assumed was a mustering room, but it was nowhere near strong enough to fight against the orbs that his marines had tossed into the room.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he heard the soft curse that escaped from the lips of Anya as he stepped into the open door before anyone could react, and if he were being honest, the General-Admiral would have to admit that he could understand why Anya allowed those words to escape from her lips. Indeed, he would have to admit that he expected Lili to also curse at that moment, but since Anya had already allowed a curse to escape from her lips, it would appear that his other bodyguard had decided that there was no need for her to say anything.
The reason that Anya had cursed at that moment, he knew, would be the fact that he stepped into the bunker where the King of Europa had hidden himself on his own, and at that moment, all that the defenders had needed to do was to concentrate their fire on the point that he had entered. He was wearing armor, of course, but even the most advanced EBRA could be overwhelmed by concentrated fire.
If he were being honest, however, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he did not think that his EBRA could be overwhelmed by the concentrated fire that the enemy could throw at him, after all, his armor – Imperator Aeternum – is not a mass-produced armor, and was sturdier than even the EBRA that the knights of KG31 or the witches of the SER wear when they accompany him to battle. 
All of that, however, turned out to be for naught, and even the General-Admiral would have to admit that he placed a confused expression on his face – albeit only for a few moments – when he realized that no projectiles were being sent his way. He might not be able to see the expressions that were on the faces of the defenders – because they are also wearing EBRA – but he would have laid down odds that most of them are also wearing confused expressions on their faces.
By the time they had recovered from whatever confusion it was that he was feeling, it was already too late, as his marines were now pouring into the room as well. After another moment or two, his marines had formed enough of a critical mass that it would be virtually impossible for the defenders to throw them out of the bunker, though as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he would have to admit that he turned his attention toward the direction of the man who was most protected in the room, a task that was easy enough for him to do considering that it was easy for him to see where most of the defenders had gathered.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that a disappointed expression appeared on his face when he realized that King Alaric was neither wearing armor nor holding a sword, instead, it looked as if he had just thrown a jacket over his sleeping clothes when he was woken up by his aides. Of course, the General-Admiral would have to admit that he would not have blamed the King for that particular choice since the attack came in the middle of the night, but to anyone who would have listened to him at that moment, the General-Admiral would have to admit that he would have blamed the King for not wearing armor.
There were other protective circles in the bunker, and he focused his attention upon that direction, with Lord Alexander allowing a small smile to come across his face as he noticed that the circle was centered around an armored figure who had just hurriedly put on his helmet and a young woman who was wearing what appear to be a simple jacket over her sleeping clothes. 
Despite the expression that appeared on his face at that moment, the General-Admiral would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but feel confusion as a voice coming from the back of his head reminded him that the Crown Prince of Europa was supposed to be leading their fleet and was not present on the moon. After another moment or two, however, Lord Alexander noted that the armor that the man he was looking at was wearing was different, and the same could be said about the armored figures that were surrounding him at that moment.
It took him less than a moment to realize that he was looking at the Prince of Io, and the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment widened as he made that realization.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he would have turned his attention toward the direction of the figure who was in the center of that circle, but he was forced to return to the present at that moment even as shouts escaped from the lips of the armored figures in front of him, and as one, those figures charged toward him and his men, the sounds coming out of their lips the only thing that the General-Admiral needed to hear for him to be sure that they are determined to throw him and his knights out of the bunker.
The General-Admiral allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face at that moment to widen before he then inclined his head toward the direction of the approaching defenders, and his marines correctly interpreted the order that he had given at that moment even as they charged toward the direction of the defenders, with the smile on the face of Lord Alexander turning grim as he heard the sound of metal crashing against metal.
He did not bother to stay behind as well, and within a moment of him giving the silent order to meet the approaching defenders, he had already killed one man, with the General-Admiral delivering a horizontal slash on the belly of the defender who tried to confront him, and as the blood that his slash had caused to erupt from the slash wound splattered against his armor, Lord Alexander turned his attention toward the direction of the Prince of Io and his companion, with the General-Admiral admitting that he is not the least bit surprised to see that the Prince and his companion – whom Lord Alexander had realized is most likely the Princess of Europa – were just watching what was happening in front of them without moving from the position that they are in.
Lord Alexander was sure that if he were to turn his attention toward the direction of King Alaric at that moment, he would have seen the King also remaining in the center of the circle that was around him, though the General-Admiral is sure that the circle in question was now smaller. 
His musings regarding that were interrupted when he saw that the second line of defenders charged toward them, announcing their presence with a scream of fury and desperation that would have caused Lord Alexander to laugh, if not for the fact that he told himself that he needed to concentrate. He did not bother to hesitate as he threw himself forward, Anya by his side – Lili was delayed slightly by another defender – toward the direction of the approaching defenders, though this time, he allowed Anya to go ahead, with the psyker soon driving White Kiss into the throat of one of the defenders.
At that moment, she was defenseless, and it would appear that at least two defenders had realized that such was the case because they turned their attention toward her before they charted, their blade held high above them. Lord Alexander told himself that, despite appearances, Anya was not defenseless at that moment, after all, she is a psyker, but even if she was not, the two men who tried to attack her at that moment still made a mistake, because they left themselves defenseless to others, something which Lili was able to take advantage of, a few moments later.
Lili quickly and efficiently removed the head of one of the knights who tried to attack Anya using Goldbite, with the blade coming from an unexpected direction before it then crashed against the side of the neck of the knight. Even if he was wearing armor at that moment, it would have been impossible for him to defend himself against the blade of Lili, and by the time he had realized what was going on, his head was already flying through the air, and blood was gushing out of his severed neck like a fountain, causing some of the blood to land upon the armor that Lili and Anya were wearing.
As for the other knight, Lord Alexander took care of him, and rather than simply slash him with Sovereign, the General-Admiral took that moment to tell those who were watching him of just who he was as he grabbed one of the shoulders of the armored figure before he then used that his leverage to force her to look in his direction. 
Even the Duke was not sure if he would have been able to do just what it was that he had done at that moment if he was not wearing armor, but in the end, it does not matter, and as the figure was forced to look in his direction, Lord Alexander used his right leg to kick the armored figure forward. Before the defending knight could recover from what even Lord Alexander would have labeled as something unorthodox, Lord Alexander had already slashed him delivering a blow that came from his upper right shoulder, and which translated to a deep diagonal wound on the torso of the knight who fell backward as the shock of the attack caused him to lose consciousness.
He would have turned his attention back toward the King at that moment, if not for the fact that it was at that moment that he was forced to turn his attention toward the direction of four knights who approached him with their weapons at the ready. Naturally, Anya and Lili intercepted two of the knights, leaving only two to attack him, but at the same time that he realized what was happening, Lord Alexander told himself that Anya and Lili allowed those knights to approach him because they knew that he wanted to fight.
In the brief moment before he would have exchanged blows with the two approaching figures, Lord Alexander noted that he was now dealing with knights from Io, and if he were being honest, the General-Admiral would have to admit that there was a part of him that was looking forward to this, after all, he had heard of their reputation, and he is expecting more of a fight from them.
He noted the coordination between the two men, and as one, the moment that they got within range, they both delivered a downward strike with their swords, though that was something that Lord Alexander was easily able to dodge, with the General-Admiral then remarking to himself that if they had delivered a horizontal strike instead, he would have been forced to step back to bring himself out of their range rather just turn his body sideways so that their blades could pass harmlessly in front of and behind him.
There was another reason that Lord Alexander had decided to turn his body sideward, and that was because it allowed him to bring Sovereign into play again, with Lord Alexander delivering a horizontal slash on the belly of the man whose sword had hit the air in front of him, and who was now had overextended himself as he tried to bring his word back to defend himself. As for the man behind him, Lord Alexander simply kicked him away before he then turned his attention toward him even as the first knight fell to the floor, a large slash wound on his belly.
He might not be able to see the look that was on the face of this man but if he were to lay down odds, the General-Admiral would have no problem saying that the expression that this knight is wearing would surely have reflected his anger at the fact that Lord Alexander had just killed his partner. He took a moment to remark to himself that they were on the battlefield, and people dying is something to be expected before he then mentally shook his head as he remarked to himself that it is useless to hold grudges over things that happen on the battlefield, after all, it was a distraction, and most of those who allow themselves to develop grudges typically do not get off the field to act on them.
The scream that escaped from the knight as he charged toward the direction of Lord Alexander was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that he was correct in his assessment, and there was nothing mental about Lord Alexander shaking his head at that moment, even as he allowed the knight to attack him, though at just the right moment, he punched the man in the face, his hydraulically assisted joints allowing him to cause a small cave-in against the armor that the man was wearing.
Lord Alexander allowed the punch to cause some distance to develop between him and his opponent, and after another moment or two, he used that distance to deliver a horizontal slash against the torso of the man, leaving behind a gaping slash wound that soon began to spray blood on all of those who are around them, but that was not something which Lord Alexander had bothered to watch as he once more turned his attention toward the direction of the King of Europa.
Although it was true that there was fighting going on around him even at that moment, the gazes of the two men met, with Lord Alexander easily able to see the expression of horror that appeared on the face of the man who was supposed to be in charge of this Kingdom the only thing that the General-Admiral needed to see for him to be sure that he is afraid. Lord Alexander took a moment or two at that moment to remind himself of what he had learned about the background of the King of Europa, and he mentally shook his head as he reminded himself that this man was once celebrated for having defeated a pirate force two times greater than the forces under his command.
In the end, it would appear that his age had caught up with him, after all, there was no denying that the expression that appeared on his face at that moment was one of horror, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Lord Alexander allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, even if it was true that the intended recipient of the look that was on his face at that moment cannot even see the expression that he is now wearing.
The sound of swords meeting swords and the dying continued to echo around Lord Alexander at that moment, but he kept his gaze toward the direction of the sovereign of Europa, and it would appear that the fact that he was staring in the direction of their King at that moment compelled the defenders to ignore what it was that he was doing at that moment. 
Indeed, after another moment or two had passed, the General-Admiral told himself that he should say something, but just as he was about to do so, Lord Alexander found himself forced to turn his attention toward the direction of where the Princess of Europa was as the enhanced hearing on his armor allowed him to hear the panicking words that escaped from her lips, a few moments later, “What? What are you doing?” she asked.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he would have wanted to turn his attention toward the direction of where those words came from, but he was forced to focus his attention somewhere else, a few moments later, as he realized that an armored figure was charging toward him, holding a sword high above his head, and making it clear that he intends to attack him. 
If he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he could not help but widen the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face at that moment, before he then met the man who had charged against him, though as he used Sovereign to block the blow that the armored figure sent toward his direction, the General-Admiral would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but be disappointed.
The man who had attacked him at that moment may be wearing EBRA, but it was obvious to Lord Alexander that he did not know how to make full use of the augmentations that the armor had given him, after all, the blow that the Duke had just blocked at that moment was so flimsy, he was sure that he could have blocked it with a practice sword while not wearing EBRA.
Still, he pushed whatever disappointment it was that he was feeling at that moment as he stole the initiative from the man – and here, he could hear the Princess scream – even as he threw himself toward the other figure who just stood there to take his shoulder in his chin. 
That, Lord Alexander knew, was more than enough to stun the other figure, and as the figure wearing the armor of Io stumbled backward, Lord Alexander swiftly cut off his head, causing blood to gush out of his severed neck even as his head rolled downward from the same.
The rest of his body stumbled forward, dropping on its knees before it then fell chest first, with its neck still pointed toward the direction of Lord Alexander.
“No, no, no!” the scream that escaped from the Princess of Europa at that moment forced him to turn his attention toward her direction, and Lord Alexander would have to admit that he was surprised to see her stomping toward his direction, ignoring the battle that was going on around her – and the fact that she was wearing only a jacket over her night clothes rather than actual armor – before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “What have you done?” she asked, “What have you done?”
If he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he wanted to tell the Prince of Io to get a hold of the Princess of Europa and control the woman who was supposed to be her fiancé, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he turned his attention toward the direction of where he was sure he would find the Prince, only for him to blink when he realized that there was no one there.
Anya blocked the approaching princess with her body, something that she had no problem doing because she was still wearing her armor, though if he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he used only his peripheral vision to see that happening, after all, he turned his attention toward the direction of the man that he had just killed, and as he did so, he would have to admit that he searched or any indication on the armor of the man that would have confirmed the nagging suspicion that formed at the back of his mind.
Of course, because the figure had fallen forward with its chest against the floor, what he was looking at that moment was the back of the man, and even Lord Alexander would have to admit that he doubted that he would see anything on the back of the armor that would have confirmed that the man that he had just killed was the Prince of Io. In the end, the General-Admiral had to tell himself that from the way that the Princess of Europa was acting, it was obvious who the figure that he had killed was.
He turned his attention toward the direction of the Princess of Europa at that moment, and while it was true that she had been forced to pause at that moment, the expression that she was wearing on his face at that moment still reflected the anger that she was feeling as she stared in his direction, but if the Princess was expecting him to be cowered because of the expression that she is now wearing, then she would only be disappointed. 
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