

EMPEROR
THIRTY-THREE
Introduction to the Terran System of Government
The Holy Empire of Terra stands as the largest and most intricate political entity in human history—not by the sprawl of distant stars or the sweep of interstellar dominion, but by the sheer complexity with which eight billion souls across Terra, Luna, and the colonies of the asteroid belt must be governed. Humanity’s reach may stretch only as far as Jupiter’s shadow, yet within that span lies a system of law, authority, and duty far older and more disciplined than any frontier democracy or planetary republic could ever imagine. At its pinnacle sits the Golden Throne.
The Emperor of Terra does not simply reign; he anchors the entire political architecture. His authority is absolute by ancient law—final in legislation, unchallengeable in execution, and supreme in judgment. The three civilian branches of government exist not as restraints upon him, but as channels by which imperial will is refined, expressed, and delivered to a population that has grown too large and too complex for any single sovereign—however elevated—to administer directly.
Below the Golden Throne, three pillars uphold the civilian governance of the Empire:
1. The Chancellery – Legislative
2. The Administratum – Executive
3. The Judicatum – Judicial
Each branch is vast, technically sophisticated, and extremely disciplined, operating under rigorous internal standards and staffed by thousands—from clerks to analysts to inspectors—who maintain the machinery of state. And yet each branch remains firmly subordinate to the Emperor, whose sovereign prerogatives flow over every article of law, every administrative decree, and every judicial verdict.
What makes this system function is not efficiency—though it is efficient—but hierarchy: a chain of responsibility descending from the Emperor to those who serve him, and further downward to the rank-and-file of the state. What also makes it function is the hard line the Empire draws between its classes. No noble may serve in civilian government without formally relinquishing their noble status. No active-duty military officer may serve in civilian office. The civilian government is, by law, a world apart: professional, non-aristocratic, and strictly demilitarized.
Through this arrangement, three branches—one legislative, one executive, one judicial—form the Emperor’s hands. Hands do not command the mind; they carry out its intent.
It is here that the modern system begins.
I. The Chancellery – The Legislative Voice of Terra
For all the grandeur of the Emperor’s power, the beating heart of Terran civilian politics lies in the Senate chamber of the Chancellery. The Chancellery is the Empire’s legislative branch, composed entirely of elected representatives sent from the territories of Terra, Luna, and the settled belt. There are no sprawling megacities monopolizing representation; instead, any settlement with a population of twenty-five thousand is entitled to send a Senator. This structure creates a tapestry of local identities: frontier towns in the belt sit equal beside centuries-old Terran districts, and new settlements on Luna debate policy alongside cradled Earth enclaves whose histories run back millennia.
Over this vast assembly presides the Lord High Chancellor, first among equals, who maintains order and direction within the Senate. Yet even he walks a narrow line. The Chancellery is empowered to draft and pass legislation, but its authority ends at the Emperor’s desk. Laws do not truly exist until the Golden Throne confirms them. And most importantly of all: the power of taxation, while technically a legislative function, cannot be exercised without the Emperor’s express permission. An unapproved tax bill is not merely void—it is considered an attempt to seize royal prerogative.
The Senate knows this well, and debates often carry an undercurrent of ritualized caution. Senators may shout, quarrel, bargain, and posture, but none forget that their authority derives from the Emperor’s tolerance. When the Chancellery wishes to impose or adjust taxation, both the Emperor’s permission and the cooperation of the local nobility are required, for although taxation is legislated at the Senate, the actual authority to permit its collection is a noble’s traditional and most guarded right.
The Emperor’s veto rarely needs to be used—but when it is, it echoes through the halls like a thunderclap. In one famous instance, a proposed tax adjustment reached the Throne without the approval of the landed nobles of Luna. The Emperor vetoed the bill without comment. The silence that followed did more to instruct the Senate than any reprimand could.
The Chancellery is therefore a place where political ambition must be tempered by respect: respect for the Throne, respect for tradition, and respect for the complex equilibrium between noble privilege and civilian authority.
Its Senators are the closest thing the Empire has to politicians in the old Terran sense. They debate, campaign, maneuver, and persuade. But even they understand that they are merely one pillar in a structure designed to outlast any ambition and withstand any crisis.
II. The Administratum – The Executive Machinery of State
If the Chancellery is the voice of the people, the Administratum is the empire’s vast, iron-blooded muscle.
The Administratum forms the civilian executive branch of the Holy Empire of Terra. It carries out the day-to-day operations of governance, executing laws, regulating trade, maintaining infrastructure, and overseeing the function of everything from resource allocation to colonial development. Unlike the Chancellery, it is not political. Its leaders are career bureaucrats—men and women who have risen through the ranks after passing the Imperial Civil Service Examinations and additional specialized exams.
At the head of this colossal machinery sits the Lord High Minister, appointed directly by the Emperor from within the Administrative Council, a body of fifty highly vetted senior civil servants. These council members, also appointed by the Emperor but recommended by the House of Lords, serve as ministers overseeing the various branches of the executive apparatus.
Though appointed with noble advice, they are not nobles. Should a noble wish to join the Administratum, they must surrender their title, lands, privileges, and noble status. The bureaucracy is sacredly civilian, and the Emperor protects this separation with an iron hand.
Taxation provides a unique intersection. The Administratum collects taxes, but only with the explicit permission of the noble responsible for the territory from which those taxes come. If a noble refuses permission, they must collect taxes themselves and bear the administrative and logistical burdens that follow. Many try this only once. The bureaucratic machinery of the Administratum is a marvel, refined over centuries. By contrast, even the most diligent noble household staff often lacks the infrastructure to manage large-scale collection.
Still, the right endures. It is one of the few remaining powers of the old aristocracy that the Emperor has chosen not to reclaim.
Equally important is what the Administratum does not do.
It has no authority over the military. The Imperial Navy, the Marines, and all psychic units answer only to the Emperor through the military hierarchy, not to civilian oversight. The First Sea Lord and the Lord Supreme High Admiral do not take instructions from any minister, nor attend the meetings of the Administrative Council unless summoned by the Throne.
This clean separation ensures that the bureaucratic class cannot grow into a shadow power. It also preserves the roots of the Empire’s founding principle: civilian administration may govern, but the sword remains in imperial hands alone.
The Administratum is therefore a monument to professionalism. It is the least glamorous, most demanding, and most quietly powerful arm of the government. And though the Emperor stands above it, its machinery shapes the daily life of every citizen in the Empire.
III. The Judicatum – The Imperial Court System
The Judicatum forms the judicial branch of the Empire and is both the oldest and most formal branch of government. Where the Chancellery debates and the Administratum manages, the Judicatum interprets, enforces, and resolves.
At its head stands the Lord Chief Justice, who must be a full member of the Imperial Bar. Unlike civilian executives, nobles may serve within the Judicatum—but only as lawyers. Their noble title grants no special privilege within the judicial hierarchy, except the same dignity extended to all officers of the court.
The Judicatum is divided into three levels:
1. The Imperial Supreme Court
· Composed of the Lord Chief Justice and twenty-four Lord Associate Justices.
· Final arbiter of all legal disputes.
· Responsible for interpreting constitutional, statutory, and imperial law.
2. The Appellate Courts
· Regional bodies handling appeals from the trial courts.
· Staffed by senior judges drawn from the ranks of respected legal practitioners.
3. The Trial Courts
· The backbone of the system.
· Handle civil disputes, criminal prosecutions, administrative cases, and local matters.
The Emperor, naturally, holds ultimate authority over all judicial matters. While it is rare for the Emperor to overturn a judicial decision, the power exists as a constitutional fact—and the mere presence of that authority shapes legal culture profoundly. Judges do not fear imperial intervention; rather, they strive to interpret the law in harmony with imperial intent.
The Judicatum is staffed by thousands of clerks, archivists, bailiffs, assistants, and administrative personnel. Not all are lawyers—or even legally trained—and they form the essential infrastructure that allows the judicial system to function. At the officer level, however, every judge, state prosecutor, defense advocate, or judicial officer is a member of the Imperial Bar.
It is a meritocratic branch: nobility grants no advantage, and indeed, many nobles find the examinations too exacting to contemplate.
Conclusion – A System Held Together by Sovereignty
Together, the Chancellery, the Administratum, and the Judicatum form the Empire’s civilian government. Each is vast. Each is disciplined. Each is staffed by men and women trained for their roles through rigorous testing and lifelong service.
Yet all three bow to the Golden Throne.
The Emperor’s supremacy is not ceremonial; it is foundational. The Terran governmental system is built upon the elegant tension between institutional expertise and sovereign authority. The civilian branches maintain the day-to-day functioning of a population of eight billion. The Emperor maintains the coherence of the entire system.
Without the Emperor, the branches would become rivals. Without the branches, the Emperor would drown in the demands of a solar civilization.
Together, they form a structure that has endured for centuries—and, as history has shown, will endure for centuries more.

Gemstone Hall, North Castle, Crystal Palace Complex
Avalon, Britannia, Terra, Holy Empire of Terra
Lady Rachel Hannah Wexburry
The silence of the antechamber was not something most people would have noticed when they walked into the small room, but if she were honest, she would have to admit she could understand why that would be the case. There are, after all, so many other things in the antechamber that most people would turn their attention toward at the same time that they would have placed awed expressions on their faces.
A smile crossed her face at that moment, even as she remarked to herself that she had been like that when she first came to this antechamber, but, with a mental shake of her head, she told herself that it had been decades since that first time she had walked into this room. Since then, even she had lost count of the number of times that she had walked into this room, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she would have to admit that she suppressed a sigh.
Lady Rachel turned her attention toward the direction of the double doors that were, technically, in front of her, and as she did so, the Matron-in-Waiting to the Empress would have to admit that she reminded herself that the door in question would lead to the dining hall where the ministers who are supposed to have dinner with the Empress are already waiting. At that moment, Lady Rachel told herself that she could walk forward and announce her presence.
She refrained from doing that, however, and instead, he went out of her way to focus her attention on the direction of the decoration that was hanging on the header above the door frame that she had been looking at. The Marchioness would have to admit that she once more found herself suppressing the urge to sigh as she remarked to herself that the decoration that she was looking at that moment was intended to awe those who found themselves in this room.
A small smile came across the face of Lady Rachel as she remarked to herself that he was awed when she first saw the ten-foot seal that she was now looking at. She would have to admit that she was also awed during the next dozen or so times that she saw the seal, but the effect that it had now that she had seen it hundreds of times had already faded.
As she once more suppressed the urge to sigh, she kept her attention focused toward the seal even as she remarked to herself that the sigil that she was looking at that moment was made of materials so precious they could have caused a war during the time when humans were limited to the surface of Terra. With a shake of her head, Lady Rachel told herself that the situation was no longer the same, and most of the material used on the seal that she was looking at came from space.
While it was true that she did not bother to widen the smile that she was wearing, Lady Rachel would have to admit that she felt no small amount of amusement at the same time that she remarked to herself that raw materials from every moon and planet that humanity had stepped foot in are represented in the seal that she was looking at, further attesting to what this sigil was supposed ot symbolize.
‘This is supposed to be a testament to the fact that the House of York had led humanity to space,’ she thought to herself even as she kept her gaze focused toward the seal in front of her. Even the Marchioness would have to admit that the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment widened even more as she then added, ‘This seal is not here as a means to reflect the wealth of the House of York.’
If it were possible, the smile that the Marchioness was wearing at that moment widened even more as she could not help but remark to herself that almost all people who end up seeing the seal equate its meaning to wealth rather than conquest.
This time, the Marchioness made sure that when she shook her head at that moment, it was just a mental action. There was no one else who was in the antechamber with her, and she knew for a fact that there were no cameras here, but she still went out of her way to make sure that when she shook her head at that moment, it was just a mental action.
Part of the reason behind that decision that she made was that she wanted to focus her attention on the direction of the seal in front of her. The smile that she was wearing at that moment did not widen any more than it already had, but she still allowed more thoughts to enter the forefront of her mind as she told herself that it was not as if the members of the House of York were interested in making sure that people interpret the meaning of the seal properly.
Lady Rachel shook her head at that moment, and this time, the Matron-in-Waiting did not bother to make sure that the action that she had taken at that moment was limited to a mere mental action. Once more, she reminded herself that it was not as if there was anyone else who could tell what she was doing at that moment, though she soon pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she took a single step forward.
The sound of the footstep that she made was loud – at least, relatively – but since there was no one else in the antechamber, it was not as if there was anyone who would have commented about the sound that she made. At that moment, the Marchioness would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to just continue to walk forward and cross the threshold marked by the door in front of her, but she refrained from doing so.
At that moment, the Marchioness reminded herself that she was supposed to wait for the arrival of the Empress, and she blinked as she then remarked to herself that it would seem strange for those who are not familiar with the Empress that her Matron-in-Waiting was not with her.
There are some things that the Empress does, however, that even she cannot be privy to, and with a shake of her head – though this time, she made sure that it was just a mental action – she told herself that there was no need for her to know just what the Empress does during these times when they are not together. If the Empress sees fit to tell her, then the Empress will tell her, after all.
The thoughts that were at the forefront of the mind of Lady Rachel were soon pushed to the back of her mind as she heard the sounds that were coming from behind her. Considering the place that she was in at that moment, the Marchioness was sure who it was that she would see when she turned her attention toward the direction from which the sound had come.
Lady Rachel performed an almost perfect curtsy in front of the woman who had just entered the room, and the Empress gave her a polite nod in response to the action that she had taken, even if it was true that she did not allow even the tiniest of sounds to escape from her lips. That thought was still at the forefront of the mind of Lady Rachel when she returned to the present, and she recovered from the position that she had placed herself in.
If the Empress was not going to say anything at that moment, then it meant that she should, and it was for that reason that she soon allowed a single greeting to escape from her lips while looking in the direction of the Empress. Of course, the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were words that could only be directed toward the Empress.
“Your Majesty,” the words that escaped from the lips of Lady Rachel at that moment escaped from her lips at the same time that she kept her attention focused toward the direction of the woman in front of her. It did not take long before the Empress acknowledged the words that escaped from her lips, but that did not mean that the Empress allowed words to escape from her lips, prompting the Marchioness to just look in her direction.
After another moment or two, however, the Empress finally allowed words to escape from her lips at the same time that she inclined her head toward the direction of Lady Rachel, “I suppose that they are all waiting for our arrival?” she asked, and yet, even though it was true that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were phrased as a question, the Marchioness would have to admit that the impression that she got was that it was a statement.
Even if that were the case, however, the Marchioness told herself that when the Empress asks a question, her retainers should answer, and at that moment, she was the only one who was in the room, hence, the reason that she inclined her head toward the direction of the Empress before she allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Yes, Your Majesty,” she said, even as she fought the urge to allow more words to escape from her lips.
The expression that appeared on the face of the Empress at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that the Empress was aware of what the words that would have escaped from the lips of the Marchioness at that moment would be, and after another moment or two, that was made more poignant when she saw the smile that appeared on the face of the Empress.
“It is considered bad form to let the Empress wait, after all, but not the other way around,” she said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, Lady Rachel did not say anything. The next words that escaped from the lips of the Empress were the only thing that she needed to note for her to be sure that the action that she had taken was the correct one, with the Empress allowing more words to escape from her lips, a few moments later.
“We are on time, yes?” she asked, and this time, she used a more amused tone than anything.
Lady Rachel allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment to widen even as she inclined her head toward the Empress, and she was sure that such was the only thing that she needed to do for her to be sure that the Empress had realized what the words that would have come out of her lips at that moment would be.
The Empress did not bother to say anything in response to the action that her Matron-in-Waiting had taken, and instead, she simply allowed more words to escape from her lips at the same time that she once more inclined her head, and though it was true that the first impression that Lady Rachel got was that the Empress inclined her head toward her Matron-in-Waiting, the Marchioness soon realized that such was not the case.
Instead, Lady Rachel soon realized that the Empress had inclined her head toward the direction of the door behind the Marchioness, and the ministers who were gathered behind that door and in the dining room. Indeed, the next words that escaped from the lips of the Empress, a few moments later, made that more obvious as she then asked, “What do you think?”
Although it was true that those were the only words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment, it was more than enough to tell Lady Rachel just what kind of answer it was that the sovereign of the Holy Empire of Terra was looking for. Indeed, it was for that reason that she paused at that moment, searching for an answer, but it was not as if that silence lasted for long, as she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“It is as one might expect, Your Majesty,” she replied, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips as she then said, “Naturally, the ministers have arrived with a list of concerns that they would wish to discuss with you.”
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Lady Rachel would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but wish that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were just a figure of speech. With a mental shake of her head, however, the Marchioness told herself that such was not the case, with a voice from the back of her mind telling her that she had seen the actual lists.
A sigh escaped from the lips of the Marchioness at that moment, even as she remarked to herself that while it was true that the Empress holds dinner meetings like this with her high ministers every two weeks, for some reason, the list of concerns that those ministers bring with them never decreases. Indeed, with a mental shake of her head, Lady Rachel told herself that the list of concerns only seemed to increase.
“With Europa all but annexed, I assume that they would have a lot of concern about that moon,” the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment was more than enough to force Lady Rachel out of the trance that she had not even realized she had fallen into, but rather than respond to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Empress verbally, she instead merely inclined her head toward her direction.
Although it was true that such was the only action that she had taken at that moment, the Marchioness would have to admit that her thoughts had now started to focus on the ministers who were waiting for the Empress at the other side of the door.
While it was true that she was able to stop her from frowning, the Marchioness would have to admit that there was a part of her that cannot help but remark to herself that most of the men that they are about to meet have registered a strong dissent against the campaign that saw the conquest of Europa because they believed that the Holy Empire of Terra should focus their attention upon its traditional enemy, Mars.
“I imagine that most of the ministers frothed on their mouths when they were informed that Europa had been defeated,” Lady Rachel said, and while it was true that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were said with her only half-conscious of the words that escaped from her lips, the next words that escaped from her lips were certainly not, as she went out of her way to meet the eyes of the Empress, “They were probably planning  to criticize the Duke of Olympia.”
The Empress did not allow the sounds of amusement that the marchioness was sure she would have wanted to allow out of her lips at that moment, after all, even in this private setting, she was not supposed to allow her emotions to get the better of her. The Empress did allow a smile to come across her face at that moment, before she then inclined her head toward the direction of her Matron-in-Waiting.
“We shall see how they are going to use this meeting, then,” she said, and there was no denying the amusement that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment.
In response to the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress, the Marchioness inclined her head respectfully, and after another moment or two, she allowed more words to escape from her lips, “I imagine that the First Sea Lord would be ready to defend the wisdom of this campaign, however,” she said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, she soon added, “He had not spoken against this campaign, even during your last private meeting with him.”
If she were being honest, Lady Rachel would have to admit that she did not expect any sort of response from the Empress at that moment, something that she was then able to confirm, a few moments later, when the Empress merely nodded toward the direction of the door. It was her silent signal to indicate that it was time for them to make their way to the dining room, and it was not as if the Marchioness was going to object to that.
Lady Rachel was sure that there were tens – if not hundreds – of small conversations taking place inside the dining room before the doors to the antechamber where she and the Empress were waiting opened, but even if that were the case, the moment that the doors were opened, all of the conversations that were happening had to be paused as every person in the dining room stood up from where they were seated.
The Marchioness followed after the Empress, never more than two steps away from her, but even if she was close to the sovereign of the Holy Empire of Terra at that moment, it was not as if the attention of every person in the room was focused on her direction. The fact that she was positioned so close to the Empress at that moment meant that all of the attention was pointed toward the Empress, and that was what she wanted.
Rather than turn her gaze to look at the expressions written on the faces of the Ministers in the dining room, the Marchioness instead focused her attention toward the direction of the room itself.
At that moment, Lady Rachel told herself that while it was true that the men who are in the dining hall at that moment are the highest-ranking civilian ministers of the Holy Empire, it was also true that they are just men. They might represent the three branches of the civilian government – the legislative, the executive, and the judiciary – but the time will come when they will be replaced, and most of them will be replaced long before they have died.
In contrast, the dining hall that they are in represented the continuity of the Holy Empire of Terra and the House of York. Lady Rachel reminded herself that most of the decorations in the dining hall are trophies won by the various members of the House of York since the founding of the Holy Empire, and they will remain in this dining hall long after the civilian ministers have been replaced or have died.
Lady Rachel kept that thought at the forefront of her mind as she then turned her attention toward the direction of the Empress, and even at that moment, she remarked to herself that even when the Empress finally leaves this plane of existence, her legacy will remain, after all, she is the first female Head of the House of York.
The musings of Lady Rachel were interrupted at that moment when they finally reached their destination, and even the Marchioness would have to admit that while it was true that there was a part of her that did not want to turn her gaze toward the direction of the ministers in front of her, she was finally forced to do so, a few moments later.
Lady Rachel would have to admit that she had to stop herself from allowing a sigh to escape from her lips, even as she noted the three long tables in front of her, with the short end of those tables facing toward the table where the Empress was, even at that moment, taking her seat.
Each of the three tables were reserved for the members of the three branches of the Terran civilian government, and a small smile came across her face as she found herself wondering what the three men who are the heads of those branches thought about the fact that while they are seated on those tables along with their subordinates, the First Sea Lord – who was the only representative of the military present – was seated beside the Empress.
With a mental shake of her head, however, Lady Rachel pushed that thought to the back of her mind, even as she remarked to herself that this had always been the seating arrangement in this dining hall, and besides, it was not as if she was going to hear what the thoughts of the civilian ministers in front of her.
In any case, she was soon forced to return to the present as the Empress finally allowed words to escape from her lips, even if it was true that the words that the sovereign uttered at that moment were not intended for her Matron-in-Waiting, who had just taken her seat beside the Empress.
“Gentlemen,” the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment was gentle, as if she were a mother speaking with her sons, and despite the fact that she was not supposed to, the Marchioness allowed a smile to come across her face as she remarked to herself that, as far as the Empress was concerned, that was what she was doing, “I am thankful that you are all here.”
The words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment would have given anyone who was listening to her at that moment the impression that they had a choice about being here, and as she controlled the expression that she was wearing on her face so that she could remove the smile that she was now wearing, Lady Rachel told herself that these men have no choice but to be here, unless they could come up with a good excuse to be absent.
Of course, the prospect of being close to the Empress was something that the subjects of the Golden Throne made excuses for, not the other way around.
The Marchioness can see the expression that appeared on the faces of the men in front of her, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she expected the looks that they are wearing. Indeed, Lady Rachel would have to admit that there was a part of her that would have said that it was more remarkable if there were a different expression on the faces of the men in front of her.
She pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind, a few moments later, even as she mentally shook her head. After another moment or two, she also returned to the present before she fixed her gaze toward the men in front of her at the same time that the Empress allowed more words to escape from her lips, “For now, let us enjoy our dinner together,” she said, and though the tone that she used at that moment was ceremonial, Lady Rachel knew that she meant the words that escaped from her lips.
Of course, she did not need to turn her attention toward the direction of the men in front of them for her to know that the looks that they are wearing on their faces were to be expected.
The words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment, after all, are to be expected, as were the actions of the serving staff, a few moments later, as they entered the dining hall so that they could start placing dishes laden with food in front of the people inside the hall.
There was no way that dinner could be silent, and besides, it was not as if the Empress had ordered the dinner to be silent. Less than a moment after the Empress had taken a sip from her water-filled glass goblet – the signal for dinner to begin – the sound of silver utensils being used by men and women holding them echoed around the hallway, and that was followed by the sound of conversations of the men and women who were having their dinner.
Lady Rachel knew that if she concentrated hard enough, she would not have a hard time listening to the words that were coming out of the lips of the ministers in front of her, but with yet another mental shake of her head, the Matron-in-Waiting remarked to herself that it was more likely than not that the conversations that she would be listening to would just be about work.
A small frown appeared on the face of Lady Rachel at that moment – though she made sure that no one would have noticed the expression that she was wearing – as she then remarked to herself that she did not like to listen to conversations like that, especially if it was just small talk.
At the same time, however, the Marchioness cannot help but remark to herself that the ministers in front of her were confining themselves to talking about work at that moment because they knew that the Empress and her Matron-in-Waiting were listening to them. Indeed, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Lady Rachel allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face to widen even as she remarked to herself that they would not be wrong.
The ministers were avoiding gossiping because they knew that once they started, they would not be able to stop themselves, and if she were being honest, Lady Rachel would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to commend them for thinking that, because they would be correct.
Of course, if they are thinking that just because they are talking about work at that moment means that what they are saying at that moment was not going to be recorded, then they would be wrong. It was true that the Matron-in-Waiting did not like to listen to the conversations that the ministers were having, but it was never her duty to take records in the first place.
“What do you think?” the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment forced Lady Rachel out of the trance that she had fallen into, and she quickly turned her attention toward the direction of the Empress, albeit she had to blink, a few moments later, when she realized that the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment were not intended for her.
That was because the sovereign was looking in the direction of the First Sea Lord when the words escaped from her lips, and that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when she turned her attention toward the direction of the Empress and she watched as the sovereign allowed more words to escape from her lips, “How long before the conversation turn to my grandson?” she asked.
There was not even a need for the Empress to clarify which grandson it was that she was talking about at that moment, because that was obvious, or at least, it was obvious on the part of the Marchioness.
She turned her attention toward the direction of the face of the First Sea Lord at that moment, and if she were being honest, Lady Rachel would have to admit that the look that he was wearing on his face was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he had also made the same conclusion that the Matron-in-Waiting had made.
Of course, the First Sea Lord did not bother to make it appear as if he was thinking about the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment, and he instead went straight to allowing the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen. If she were being honest, Lady Rachel would have to admit that the expression that he was wearing at that moment was more than enough to tell her just what it was that the First Sea Lord was thinking.
“I believe that such would be the first topic of today’s meeting, Your Majesty,” the First Sea Lord replied, and though it was true that he used an amused tone at that moment, there was also something about the way that the spoke at that moment which made it clear that he was also serious with the words that escaped from his lips.
The Empress kept her attention focused toward the direction of the First Sea Lord for the next moment or two, before she then turned her attention toward Lady Rachel. The expression that she was wearing on her face at that moment was the only thing that the Marchioness needed to see for her to be sure that the Empress would have wanted to say something at that moment, but rather than do so, the Empress instead returned her attention toward the ministers.
“Gentlemen, ladies,” the Empress suddenly said, and as expected, the small conversations that were happening among them stopped at that moment, with all of them turning their attention toward her direction, “Shall we begin?”
Again, even though it was true that the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were phrased as a question, it was not as if there was anyone among the ministers gathered at that moment who would have disagreed with the Empress. As if to further advertise that such were the case, it was at that moment that the serving staff began to move into the room, gathering mostly empty dishes even as their colleagues placed cups of coffee and slices of cake in front of them.
Lady Rachel would have to admit that she allowed the smile that she was wearing to widen even more as she remarked to herself that while it was true that most of the dishes were empty by the time that the maids had begun clearing them, there were some that were still half-full. She remarked to herself that when the Empress says that dinner is done, there is nothing that anyone can say that would convince her otherwise.
That thought was still at the forefront of the mind of the Matron-in-Waiting when she was then forced to return to the present thanks to the next series of words that escaped from the lips of the Empress, and that was true even if the words that escaped from the lip of the sovereign at that moment are not only words that are not intended for her, but are also ceremonial in nature.
“Are there any urgent matters that would require our immediate attention?” she asked, and yet, despite the tone that she used at that moment, the Empress was able to make it clear that the ‘our’ that she used at that moment was not the imperial ‘our’. Of course, she knew that the highest ministers present – those who had been here before – are aware of that, just as they are aware that unless they have something truly urgent, then they should not volunteer to speak at that moment.
The silence that followed the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress was expected and was pregnant. The sovereign allowed that silence to last for a moment or two longer than necessary – and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Lady Rachel would have to admit that there was a part of her that had to wonder why that was the case – before the Empress then turned her attention toward the direction of the head of her legislative department.
“Chancellor Pembrooke?” the Empress asked, and as expected, Lord High Chancellor Nathaniel Pembrooke, the head of the Imperial Chancellery, stood from where he was seated. The bow that he made toward the direction of the Empress at that moment was formal, but just because such was the case does not mean that the concern that he was about to deliver to the Empress was also just a formality.
“Your Majesty,” he said, and while it was true that he nodded toward the direction of Lady Rachel and the First Sea Lord, it was not as if he went out of his way to address them, but then again, that was to be expected, and such were the thoughts that were at the forefront of the mind of Lady Rachel as the Lord High Chancellor allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“The Chancellery, Your Majesty, is most concerned about Europa,” he said, and he had the decency to school the expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment to indicate that he was aware that everyone had already expected that he would begin with this topic.
Even if that were the case, however, he quickly pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind before he then allowed more word to escape from his lips, “While it is true that the annexation is not complete, we need to prepare for the time when those who call Europa home have to send representatives to the Senate to represent their interests.”
‘And it would appear that the First Sea Lord is correct,’ Lady Rachel thought to herself. The name of Lord Alexander might not have been brought up at that moment, but considering the situation, anything related to Europa would be related to the Duke of Olympia.
If she were being honest, Lady Rachel would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to comment about how generous the words that escaped from the lips of the Lord High Chancellor at that moment was, especially considering that the political party that he belongs to – the Conservative – had reached a consensus that Europa must never become an ordinary territory of the Holy Empire.
‘In other words, they want to keep a military governor there,’ she thought, though with a mental shake of her head, the Marchioness would have to admit that it was at that moment that she asked herself if it was because that was what they believe to be a sound policy, or if it was because it was the only thing that they could think of doing to make sure that Lord Alexander remains in Europa.
The thoughts of Lady Rachel were interrupted at that moment when a new voice echoed in the dinning hall, asking for the attention of everyone in the hall, “Your Majesty,” the voice of Lord High Minister Alvin Richard Yearns, the head of the Administratum, was loud, but respectful, and even Lady Rachel would have to admit would have to admit that she cannot help but remark to herself that it was the kind of tone that she expected from a career bureaucrat.
Of course, it was not as if she was going to say that, and besides, the words that escaped from the lips of the Lord High Minister made it clear just who the intended recipient of the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was.
Once he was sure that the Empress was looking in his direction, High Minister Yearns allowed more words to escape from her lips, “The Administratum has a similar concern, Your Majesty,” he said, “It will take time before we can extend even the most basic of our government services to Europa,” and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he did not allow for anyone else to say anything before he then added, “There is another thing.”
The Lord High Minister paused at that moment, and it was clear from the expression that he was wearing that he was hoping that someone would realize just what concern he wanted to bring up at that moment. If she were being honest, however, Lady Rachel would have to admit that everyone already knew what that concern was, it was just that no one wanted to bring it up, and that meant that High Minister Yearns had to point it out himself, “the tax collection.”
Perhaps the Lord High Minister had already realized how the men and women who were around them at that moment would react to the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment, because while it was true that the look that he was wearing made it clear that he wanted to say something else, he forced himself to pause.
A sigh escaped from the lips of Lady Rachel at that moment, even as she remarked to herself that it was obvious what the question that the Lord High Minister had asked was for. In the Holy Empire, the method by which taxes are collected is the sole prerogative of the noble in charge of a territory, though the Administratum is often called upon to do the actual collecting.
That meant that the question that the Lord High Minister had asked at that moment was his way of asking the Empress if the old nobility of Europa was going to remain in power, or if new nobles were going to be appointed. With a mental shake of her head, the Marchioness then remarked to herself that the Lord High Minister had to ask that question that way because a direct question could be misinterpreted.
‘Or it could reveal his true intention to beg for one of those titles, should one be available,’ Lady Rachel thought, even as she reminded herself that nobles are not allowed to serve in the first two branches of the civilian government.
“Is it truly such a complicated question?” the voice of Lord Chief Justice Ericka Lourdes Kincaid echoed around the dining hall, and as expected, the word that escaped from her lips at that moment made everyone turn their attention toward her direction. The expression that she was wearing on her face when Lady Rachel focused her gaze toward the direction in question betrayed some sort of irritation on the part of the Lord Chief Justice.
When she spoke next, however, there was not even a trace of that irritation, “Europa is a Kingdom, is it not? They had their nobility,” she said, and while it was true that those were the only words that escaped from her lips, it was obvious that everyone was aware of the implication behind the words that escaped from her lips.
“We will trust people who were our enemies to govern a territory of the Holy Empire?” High Chancellor Pembrooke asked, and when Lady Rachel turned her attention toward the direction of the man in question, the expression of horror that he was wearing on his face was anything but theatrical.
“Enemies yesterday, yes, but once they have sworn their loyalty to the Golden Throne, they are the same as you and me,” the Chief Justice said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “They will be subjects of the Golden Throne, and the same laws that apply to us will also apply to them.”
‘In other words, we will judge them by our standards, and if they fail, we will punish them by our standards,’ Lady Rachel thought, even as she then turned her attention away from the Chief Justice so that she could look in the direction of the other Ministers in the room.
If she were being honest, Lady Rachel would have to admit that there was a part of her that could not help but just stare in the direction of the High Chancellor as she noted that the expression that he was wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he had not considered the suggestion of the Chief Justice.
Lady Rachel still had her attention focused toward the direction of the High Chancellor when he suddenly blinked, and she interpreted that action on his part at that moment to mean that he was finally returning to the present after he had realized that everyone was now looking in his direction.
The High Chancellor schooled the expression that he was wearing at that moment to make it appear as if he was considering the words that escaped from the lips of the Chief Justice at that moment, but the Marchioness understood that the look that appeared on the face of the head of the legislative branch of the government was just theatrical, something that was made even more poignant, a few moments later, with the words that escaped from his lips.
“That is an intriguing proposal,” he said, and somehow, the tone that he used at that moment made it clear that the Chief Justice was not laying down a proposal. Even if that were the case, however, it was not as if there was anything that the High Chancellor could have said at that moment.
Unfortunately for him, the Chief Justice had apparently decided that she would go out of her way to irritate the High Chancellor today, and the next words that escaped from the lips of the only member of the nobility among the three titular heads of the three branches of the government soon allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“That is not a proposal, Chancellor, that is the law,” she said, and she did not even bother to hide the irritation that she felt at that moment. Even if that were the case, however, when she spoke again, a few moments later, there was a smile not only on her face, but also on her tone, “Of course, right now, that will be the law.”
Lady Rachel would have to admit that even she blinked in response to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Chief Justice at that moment, and though it was true that she had not bothered to turn her attention toward the direction of the other people who are with them in the hall, she was sure that most of them had also blinked at that moment as they are then reminded of something fundamental.
All of the arguments that they were having at that moment were premature, considering that Europa had not yet been annexed by the Holy Empire. It was true that Terra occupies the moon and Terra controls it, but from a legal standpoint, that annexation is not complete, at least, not until the former King of Europa swears his fealty to the Golden Throne.
Lady Rachel blinked at that moment, even as a voice coming from the back of her mind told her that it was to be expected that a lawyer would remind them of the legal requirements before they could all start making their plans. Rather than return her gaze toward the direction of the Chief Justice, however, Lady Rachel instead turned her gaze toward the direction of the Empress.
While it was true that the expression that was on the face of their sovereign at that moment was neutral, there was also something about that neutrality that she was wearing on her face at that moment, which made it clear that she was more amused than anything. After another moment or two, however, she removed that expression that she was wearing as she then addressed the Chief Justice.
“And the Judicatum has no concern regarding Europa?” the Empress asked, but though it was true that the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment were phrased as a question, it was obvious that she already knew what the answer that she was going to receive would be.
“That is not the case, Your Majesty,” Chief Justice Kincaid said, and yet, even if it was true that those were the words that escaped from her lips at that moment, she still paused before she then allowed even more words to escape from her lips, “The Judicatum is not concerned about how our basic charter, our political and civil rights, and our court system will apply to Europa, but we are concerned about the transition period.”
“If they are to be subjects of the Golden Throne, why do they need the transition period?” High Chancellor Pembrooke asked, and he paused at that moment just so that he could make sure that everyone was looking in his direction.
Once he was sure that such were the case, he focused his attention toward the Empress – which, Lady Rachel would have to admit, was the right course of action considering that it is the Empress who will decide with finality – before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “The principle of equality means that they should be treated equally, just like every other subject of the Golden Throne.”
The Matron-in-Waiting blinked at that moment, even as she asked herself just why the High Chancellor appeared to be going out of his way to advertise his hostility against Europa. With a mental shake of her head, however, Lady Rachel pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as he then turned her attention toward the direction of the Empress, and she waited for her to say something.
Lady Rachel was sure that the Empress was not going to respond to the fact that people were looking in her direction right away, as she surely wanted to give the impression that she was thinking about the problem that had been presented to her. Even if that were the case, however, no one dared to turn their attention away from the Empress, after all, she is the one who is going to break the silence that had descended in the hall at that moment.
The sigh that escaped from the lips of the Empress, a few moments later, was theatrical, but even if it was true that everyone present knew that, it was not as if they were going to call out the Empress on that. A few moments later, the words finally escaped from the lips of the Empress, “Should we table this discussion until the man in charge of Europa has returned to us?” she asked.
Silence descended in the hall in response to the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment, and there was no denying that the silence that had descended in the hall at that moment was a pregnant silence.
After another moment or two, Lady Rachel told herself that it was to be expected, after all, the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment had implications that made everyone in the room pause. As she was looking in the direction of the Empress at that moment, the Marchioness had no problem seeing the look on the face of their sovereign, and she could tell that it was deliberate on the part of the Empress.
“Now then,” the words that escaped from the lips of the Empress at that moment forced Lady Rachel to return to the present, but it was not as if there was anything that she could say or do at that moment even as more words escaped from the lips of their sovereign, “Is there anything else concerning the Chancellery that you wish to bring up, High Chancellor?”

Artworth Estate, New Janus, Cascellara Province, 
Io, Kingdom of Io, Jovian Outback
Isabella Artworth
She stared that edifice in front of her at the same time that she tried her best to hide the frown that threatened to appear on her face, but of course, just because she tried to keep that frown from appearing on her face does not mean that she was successful in that regard. Even she would have to admit that she was not sure when the look that she was wearing on her face changed to reflect that frown that she was supposed to stop from appearing on her face.
With a shake of her head – and there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken at that moment – she pushed that thought to the back of her mind, though she then remarked to herself that just because she had pushed that thought to the back of her mind does not mean that she removed the frown that she was wearing on her visage. If anything, the look that she was wearing on her face at that moment intensified even more.
Isabella allowed a sigh – and that was something that she told herself she was trying to stop from happening as well – to escape from her lips even as she returned to the present. She was already looking in the direction of the edifice in front of her, and because such were the case, there was no need for her to turn her attention anywhere else.
Although it was true that she felt the urge to widen the expression of amusement that she was wearing on her face at that moment, the young woman refrained from doing so, preferring instead to keep that frown that she was wearing in place even as she remarked to herself that there was a need for her to show her displeasure at the fact that no one had picked her up from the space port.
With a shake of her head, however – and this time, she made sure that it was just a mental action – she told herself that it was not as if she could blame her people completely for that, after all, it was not as if she had informed them that she was coming back. As that were the case, she should have expected that there would be no entourage waiting for her at the space port, and that she would be forced to use a taxi rather than one of the limousines of her father.
Isabella shook her head – and again, she made sure that it was just a mental action – before she finally turned her gaze away from the direction of the building that was the main edifice of the estate where she had grown up in. Instead, she focused her attention toward the direction of the man who was behind the wheel of the car that she was riding on, nothing to herself how easy it was to see the expression that the man was wearing.
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that it was not as if she needed to use the rear-view mirror of the car for her to see the look on the face of the driver – although she did do just that – as he approached the estate. It was easy for her to imagine the hesitant expression that would be on the face of the man, after all, as he was asked to drive closer and closer toward the mansion.
A sigh escaped from the lips of Isabella – and again, she did not bother to make sure that it was just a mental action on her part – even as she returned her attention toward the direction of the main building of the estate. She would also have to admit that even though it was true that she felt some amusement when she saw the look on the face of the driver, that frown had now returned onto her face as the next series of thoughts entered the forefront of her mind.
Callisto is supposed to be a republic, but one where isolation is the first line of defense. Callisto is supposed to be a place where everyone is equal under the law, and yet, even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Isabella would have to admit that such was the ideal set of conditions for the people of Callisto and not the actual reality.
Isabella kept her attention focused toward the direction of the building where she grew up even as she then remarked to herself that while it was true that Callisto institutionalized isolation, they still needed contacts outside the moon that they call home, and the best way to do that was through its merchant fleet.
There was a time when ships constructed in Callisto are the most sought after ships in the Jovian Outback. Ships constructed in Callisto used to be the ultimate statement in luxury, cargo capacity, range, and speed, but with a shake of her head, Isabella told herself that such was no longer the case, because the other moons had caught up with them.
Callisto may have been matched – and some would say passed – by the other Jovian moons in terms of ship construction, but when it comes to trade, Callisto still reign supreme. 
Even Isabella would have to admit that it was quite a contradiction for a state that is so hell-bent on isolating itself to also be the dominant trading partner in the Jovian Outback, but the merchant of Callisto have established trading houses in the other moons so effectively that such had always been the case. 
It did not take long before it was the merchants of Callisto – not the senators that were voted by the people of Callisto – who were the real power in what was once a barren moon. As that were the case, it was not long before the Great Trading Houses of Callisto – the only ones who were allowed to even speak with foreigners – owned not only entire cities, but politicians.
At some point, the merchants decided that there was no need for politicians, and instead, they should govern directly. The Senate remained, but rather than actual politicians, it is representatives from the various trading families and trading alliances that sit in it, and rather than an executive voted for by the people, the Doge of Callisto is a representative selected by the will of the Great Ten, the ten greatest trading houses of Callisto.
As she suppressed the urge to sigh, Isabella returned her attention toward the edifice that they are now approaching, and she did not thing to stop the voice coming from the back of her head which told her that her family had been one of those who had invested early in the trading power that is Callisto, hence, the Great Trading House of Artworth is the second-oldest of the Great Ten.
Isabella shook her head at that moment – and again, there was nothing mental about the action that she had taken – forcing herself to return to the present even as the taxi that she was riding on finally pulled up against the primary control area leading into the estate. From where she was seated, she looked in the direction of the four guards who were manning the perimeter, and a smile came across her face.
Even she would have to admit that there was nothing warm or friendly about the expression that appeared on her face at that moment. She cannot help but remark to herself that the four guards that she was seeing at that moment are all wearing the uniform of the private security of her family, but that they are also heavily armed, with standard issue assault rifles and body armor.
A sigh would have escaped from the lips of Isabella at that moment, if not for the fact that she was distracted by a glint coming from where behind the primary guard post, and she had to blink when she realized the muzzle of a machinegun resting on a semi-concealed machinegun post was pointed toward the taxi that she was on.
She blinked, but before she could proceed with the thoughts that coalesced at the forefront of her mind at that moment, the young brunette was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, when she suddenly heard her driver pointedly – and rather loudly – clear his throat. It was obvious that he was not sure of just what it was that he was supposed to do, but it was not as if Isabella could blame him for that.
“I’ll handle this,” Isabella said, even as she leaned closer toward her door, and she opened the window with the press of a button. As she had expected, one of the guards frowned as he turned his gaze toward the direction of her door, and judging from the expression that the guard was wearing, it was clear that he was already telling himself that he needed to remind the passenger that this is private property and that it would be best for them to turn back.
Of course, the eyes of the guard widened when he realized just who it was that he was looking at that moment, and he hurriedly returned his attention toward the direction of his comrades before waving at them to open the gate. 
Isabella allowed the smile that she was wearing on her face at that moment to widen, and she was still wearing that look on her face when she turned her attention toward the direction of her driver. She can see the expression that the man was wearing, and it was clear from that look on his face that he was telling himself that he should have recognize d who she is earlier. 
She merely shook her head, however, before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Drive,” she said, and while it was true that it was just a single word, it was still more than enough to make her driver jump out of the trance that he must have fallen into so that he could obey the order that he was given.
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that there was a part of her that was hoping that the driver would engage her in conversation at that moment, but it would appear that he was so taken aback by the revelation of who she is that he found himself forced to concentrate on the task at hand. Indeed, the young woman would have to admit that there was even a change in the way that he was driving at that moment, as if he was afraid of causing an accident.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Isabella allowed a sigh to escape from her lips, and if she were being honest, the young woman would have to admit that she was about to push words out of her lips when she was suddenly forced to pause as she realized that a quadcopter drone was flying in front of the taxi, as if leading them toward where they are supposed to go.
She might have blinked in surprise at that moment, but Isabella pushed that thought to the back of her mind as she told herself that she could not help that. 
Yet another sigh escaped from her lips, a few moments later, as she then watched as the taxi that she was riding on turned into the driveway of the main house, and as she had expected, a team of maids and porters were already waiting by the side of the driveway, ready to assist her not only incoming down from the car, but also in carrying her baggage. That last thought caused a small smile to appear on the face of Isabella as she told herself that does not have baggage.
She had, after all, left Ganymede in the proverbial middle of the night without telling anyone. It would have caused some raised eyebrows if a student of the University of Valar – and the de facto representative of the Republic of Callisto – were to leave the university moon with more than enough baggage to carry her apartment with her.
Isabella pushed that thought to the back of her mind even as she returned to the present. She did not move from the position that she was in even as a butler opened the door of the taxi that she was riding on for her, though she did swing her legs to the side, a few moments later, so that she could come down from the vehicle.
“Miss,” the butler said, a few moments later, and the fact that he used that title was a reminder that she is not a member of the nobility despite all of the wealth and privilege that she was seeing at that moment. Isabella pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind, a few moments later, as she returned to the present, and she focused her attention toward the direction of the butler.
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that she would have wanted to say something at that moment, but before she could do that, she was forced to return to the present as more words then escaped from the lips of the butler, “We were not expecting you,” he said, and from the tone that he used at that moment, it was clear that he was distressed about that.
It took Isabella less than a moment to realize what the reason behind that distress, but rather than address that directly, she instead inclined her head toward the direction of the driver of the taxi that had brought her home, “Please see to him,” she said, and while it was true that she paused at that moment, she soon added, “Be very generous to him, please.”
Even though it was true that she kept her attention focused toward the man in front of her, Isabella knew that he is not the one who would handle the actual transaction, and because that were the case, she began to walk forward, ignoring the welcome party that had been hastily assembled for her. It was only one they were inside the house that she finally allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“Where is my father?” she asked, and she was sure that the tone that she used at that moment made it clear that she expected an answer.
The silence that immediately greeted the words that escaped from her lips at that moment would have made her turn her attention toward the direction of the butler, but it was also at that moment that she and her escort crossed the foyer and into the main living room of the mansion.
Isabella told herself that she could have turned her attention toward the decorations in the living room – a collection of artwork and unique pieces that were specifically chosen to overawe anyone walking into the living room into subconsciously worshiping her family – but rather than do that, she instead focused her attention toward the dark-suited men who all stood up from the various chairs in the living room when she walked into the same.
The young woman would have to admit that she blinked at that moment, and the first thought that entered the forefront of her mind was that it would appear that her father had quadrupled – perhaps more – their close-in security, but then she blinked again when she realized that none of these men were armed, and she was sure that such were the case because most of them are wearing their holsters in the open, and those were empty.
If she could, Isabella would have blinked again as she asked herself just who these men are supposed to be, and indeed, before she had even realized what she was doing, she turned her attention away from the men who were looking at her without even giving her a polite nod, and toward her escort.
The look on the face of the butler at that moment was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was quietly furious, but rather than look in her direction, he instead kept his gaze focused toward the direction of the men in the living room, and because that were the case, Isabella told herself that the anger that the butler was barely containing was directed toward the men.
With a mental shake of her head, the young woman forced that thought out of the forefront of her mind before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Who is my father meeting?” she asked, and she was sure that everyone who had heard the words that escaped from her lips at that moment were taken aback.
That was because she did not even bother to ask if her father was meeting someone, and with a mental shake of her head, Isabella told herself that there was no need for her to ask that because it was obvious that such were the case, just as it was obvious that whoever it was her father was meeting, there was more than one of them.
Indeed, as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, Isabella would have to admit that she allowed herself to blink as she told herself that it might even be possible that her father was meeting with the representatives of the other Great Ten. She blinked even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, and without even bothering to return her attention toward the direction of the men in the room – or her butler – she moved forward.
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that when she entered the house, she had already told herself that her destination would be the private library of her father where she assumed her old man would be. Now that she had realized that he was meeting with other people, however, she told herself that there was only one place where her father – and whoever it was that he was meeting – could be.
“Miss,” the single word that escaped from the lips of the butler at that moment was the only thing that Isabella needed to hear for her to be sure of just how distressed the man had become, but if he was expecting her to either turn her attention toward his direction or to stop what she was doing, then he would only be disappointed.
She did not bother to increase the pace with which she was moving toward the direction of the main dining room, but she also did not stop, and other than that, she also went out of her way to add to the distress that the butler was feeling as she allowed even more words to escape from her lips, “Who is he meeting?” she asked.
Of course, Isabella already knew what the answer to that question would be, and as she continued to make her way to the largest – and most decorated – dining hall in the estate house, the young brunette would also have to admit that she already knew just what the topic for her father meeting with the members of the Ten Great Houses would be.
Although it was true that she was aware that she was clenching her fists at that moment, it was not as if she bothered to stop herself from doing that. Indeed, she soon increased the strength with which she was gripping her fists as she told herself that while Europa – and possibly, the whole of the Jovian Outback – burns, her father was trying to arrange her marriage with a son of one of the other nine houses that control Callisto.
As that thought entered the forefront of her mind, a hiss of anger escaped from the lips of Isabella, and she told herself that she is already preparing to confront her father over it. Her thoughts regarding that matter, however, were forced out of the forefront of her mind, a few moments later, when she finally turned into the corner that leads to the main dining hall, and as expected, there was also heavy security near the door to the dining room.
“Let me pass,” she demanded, only for the guards in front of her – most of whom are probably brought by the patriarchs of the other houses – stared at her with blank expressions on their faces. 
Perhaps one or two – perhaps more – of them did not recognize who she is, but she doubted that the guards of her family would use that excuse, something that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when the leader of the close bodyguards of her father approached, “Little miss,” he said, using a tone that Isabella would have to admit she was familiar with.
The bodyguard flinched, a few moments later, however, when he saw the expression that appeared on her face, after all, the look that she was wearing at that moment should be more than enough to tell him that she is not going to be forestalled by the tone that he had used. It was possible that it was because he had realized that such were the case that he soon allowed actual words to escape from his lips.
“They are having a very important meeting, Miss,” he said, and Isabella was sure that she was not the only one who had caught the change in the tone that he was using, as well as the term that he had used to refer to her. 
Even if that were the case, however, Isabella was not going to be forestalled from what she wanted to do, and she simply took one more step forward, causing some of the other bodyguards to also take one step forward, although after they had done so, confused expressions appeared on their faces as they must have realized that it was not as if there was anything that they can do to stop her.
Indeed, the looks that appeared on the faces of the men in front of her was the only thing that she needed to see for her to realize that such were the case, though it was not as if she kept her attention focused toward them, as she took one more step, and that, in turn, caused the chief bodyguard of her father to place an even more distressed expression on his face.
Less than a moment later, however, he schooled the expression that he was wearing before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “At the very least, Miss, let me announce you first,” he said, and judging from the tone that he used at that moment, it was obvious that he had already realized that there was nothing that he could do to stop her.
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that there was a part of that did not want to let her father have that, but when she saw the distressed expression on the face of the man in front of her, she decided to relent. Of course, she did not bother to say as much as she merely inclined her head toward the direction of the man in question.
Isabella did not even bother to watch as the man disappeared into the dining room, preferring instead to look in the direction of the other men who were, even at that moment, watching her. 
Naturally, the bodyguards from her house were looking at her with respect and what even she would have called was adoration, but the same could not be said about the other men near her, leading her to wonder what their reaction would be if she were to marry into the house that they represent. 
Even Isabella would have to admit that the way that she shook her head at that moment was rather violent, but she soon pushed that thought out of the forefront of her mind as she reminded herself that it was because she did not want to marry into their houses that she was there. Indeed, the young brunette would have to admit that she was about to announce as much when she was forced to return to the present as she heard footsteps coming from the direction of the main door.
She turned her attention toward the direction of where the sound was coming from before she had realized it, and she had to blink when she saw her father practically running toward her with a surprised expression on his face that was the only thing that Isabella needed to see for her to be sure that he did not expect to see her.
That, however, was something which the young brunette interpreted as confirmation that he was indeed discussing her betrothal with a son of one of the other great trading families of Callisto.
“Father,” the single word that escaped from the lips of Isabella at that moment carried with it the anger that she was feeling at that moment, “Are you discussing my marriage with the representatives of the patriarchs?” she asked, and she did not even bother to control the anger that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from her lips at that moment.
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that the confused expression that appeared on the face of her father at that moment made her blink, because that look that he was now wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he had no idea just what it was that she was talking about at that moment.
“Your marriage?” her father, Luis Artworth, asked, and Isabella told herself that there was no way that the confusion that was figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was theatrical. He blinked, a few moments later, and that was more than enough to force her to return to the present, though before she could say anything, more words escaped from his lips, “You think that the patriarchs of Callisto would gather to discuss your marriage?”
Isabella blinked in response to the words that escaped from the lips of her father, because the tone that he had used at that moment was the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that she made a mistake. The words that escaped from the lips of her father at that moment was also the only thing that she needed to hear for her to be sure that he is implying that the patriarchs – the heads of the great trading families of Callisto – are present in the dining room. 
Of course, there was no way that her father was going to admonish her there and then, and it was for that reason that she did not even bother to pretend that she was taken aback by the words that escaped from his lips.
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 realize that he had also realized that such would be the case, and that would also explain the next course of action that he took.
Isabella still had her attention focused toward the direction of her father when he then allowed a sigh to escape from his lips – and it was obvious that the sound that he made at that moment was theatrical and intended for their guests – before he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “Come with me,” he said, and there was no denying that the words that he uttered at that moment was a command meant of her.
Even if that were the case, however, he did not bother to wait for her to say anything before he had already turned his back toward her, and he made his way back into the room, giving everyone the impression that he does not truly care if she would follow after him or not. 
If she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to call her father out because of the action that he had taken, but she pushed that thought to the back of her mind, a few moments later, even as she told herself that there was no point in her doing that. Instead, she just followed after him, and after another moment or two, they walked into the dining hall.
Isabella told herself that she could have paid attention to the decorations in the room, but rather than do that, she instead focused her attention toward the direction of the men who are in the room, and even she would have to admit that she blinked as she realized just who the people in the room are. At that moment, the young brunette told herself that she expected representatives from the patriarchs in the room, not the patriarchs themselves.
The thoughts that were at the forefront of the mind of Isabella at that moment were interrupted, a few moments later, as her father then allowed words to escape from his lips, “My apologies,” he said, and the tone that he used at that moment was the only thing that Isabella needed to hear for her to be sure that he meant the words that escaped from his lips, as did the next words that he uttered, a few moments later, “it would seem that my daughter has left Ganymede, unannounced.”
There was no denying the barely concealed impatience that her father felt at that moment, and if she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to call him out on that. Of course, she soon silenced that part her as she told herself that there was nothing about the words that escaped from his lips at that moment that was untrue.
Still, the prospect of being admonished in front of the patriarchs rankled in her mind, though she soon told herself that it was not as if there was anything that she can do about it. Indeed, she was so convinced of what was going to happen next, that she cannot help but place a confused expression on her face, a few moments later, when that did not happen.
“Where were we?” the voice of Alessandro Rinaldi, the Doge of Callisto, tore through the silence that had descended in the dining room after her father had spoken. It was obvious that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment was merely intended to make the patriarchs in the room return to the present, and not because he was truly curious about the answer.
“The latest intercepts that we have,” the voice of Lorenzo Vettori, patriarch of the House of Vettori, interjected itself into the thoughts of Isabella, and while it was true that the patriarch paused at that moment, he was soon pushing more words out of his lips as he then said, “It is obvious that the Io believed that we are the ones behind what happened.”
The sound of a fist slamming on the wooden table made Isabella flinch even as she took her place by the side of her father. Of course, the sound that echoed around the room at that moment was soon shattered as the man who had slammed his fist on the table allowed words to escape from his lips, and it was obvious from the tone that he used that he was not bothering to control the anger that he felt at that moment.
“Preposterous,” Matteo Bellandi, patriarch of the House of Bellandi, said. While it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips because it was not as if anyone had bothered to stop him from saying anything, “We are Callisto, not Io or Europa, not Ganymede.”
Anyone who was listening to the words that had escaped from the lips of the Patriarch of Bellandi at that moment would have been confused about the words that had escaped from his lips if they are not aware of the history of Callisto.
Isabella was, however, and even as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, the young woman reminded herself that Callisto is an isolationist trading republic. In Callisto, land is important, but rather than controlling land through actual conquest, the people of Callisto prefer to do so through trade and finance.
Never in the history of Callisto have they engaged in actual conquest as the founders of the Republic have long realized that imposing political control over a conquered people is the best way to lose control of the economy, and that is always going to be more important for the people of Callisto.
“Nevertheless, that is what your latest intercepts are saying,” Isabella heard the words that escaped from the lips of her father at that moment, and she turned her attention toward the direction of her father at that moment, just in time to watch as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “and from what our local intelligence sources in Ganymede are saying, Princess Florence had already disappeared from Ganymede.”
Silence followed after the words that escaped from the lips of her father, and even Isabella could understand why that were the case. The fact that the Princess of Io had disappeared from what was supposed to be neutral territory was a cause of concern, but before she could proceed with that line of thought, she was forced to return to the present as she realized that the patriarchs are now focusing their attention toward her.
“Little Miss,” the voice of Doge carried with it a gentle tone, and as she was the only woman in the room, it was obvious that the words that escaped from the lips of the Doge were intended for her, prompting her to turn her attention toward the direction of the man in question before she realized it.
If she were being honest, however, Isabella would have to admit that she already knew what the Doge was going to ask of her, after all, the young brunette told herself that it was obvious.
Even if that were the case, however, she still waited for the Doge to say something, and it was not as if she had to wait for long as he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “You were in the same classes as the Princess of Io, weren’t you?” he asked.
The tone that he used at that moment made it clear that he was curious about the answer that Isabella would have given him, and yet, there was also something about the words that escaped from his lips at that moment that made Isabella sure that he already knew what the answer that he was going to get was.
In the end, there was no need for her to look confused and she inclined her head toward the Doge.
“Then, is it true that she disappeared from Ganymede?” the Doge asked, not even bothering to wait for Isabella to push actual words out of her mouth as an answer.
To the young brunette, the actions that the Doge had taken at that moment was confirmation of the fact that he already knew what the answer to the question the had asked was, and that he was desperate for an answer to the question that he had just asked.
“Yes, Sir,” she replied, and while it was true that she paused, she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “The rumor is that Europa had been invaded, and Princess Florence needed to go home because her brother was in Europa.”
No words escaped from the lips of the men in the room in response to the words that she uttered, but if she were being honest, Isabella would have to admit that the silence that she was given at that moment was more than enough to confirm in her mind that the news that she had received was correct. Of course, even she does not know just what she is supposed to do with the information that she had confirmed to be true.
Finally, the sound of a fist slamming on the table once more echoed around the room, and once more, Isabella turned her attention toward the Patriarch of Bellandi. If she were being honest, the young brunette would have to admit that there was a part of her that wanted to ask the man if slamming the table again hurt his fists, but she refrained from doing so.
Instead, she listened to the words that escaped from the lips of the enraged Patriarch as he then said, “And Io is blaming us for this invasion,” before he then turned his attention toward the direction of the Doge, “because they cannot fathom pacifist Ganymede doing it.”
“Do you think Ganymede did it?” the voice of Riccardo Morelli, Patriarch of House Morelli, interrupted the angry tirade that even Isabella was sure would have escaped from the lips of the Patriarch of Bellandi. The expression on the face of the Patriarch of Morelli betrayed the anxiety as well as the irritation that he was feeling at that moment, and that was reflected upon the tone that he used as he then added, “because that would be illogical.”
At that moment, Isabella told herself that House Morelli would be quick to defend Ganymede because of their connections to the always-neutral moon. Isabella was sure that even the latest intelligence assessments that she had gotten her hands on did not paint a true picture of just how deeply entrenched House Morelli was in Ganymede.
“Then who?” the Patriarch of Bellandi asked, with Isabella forced to return to the present as a result of the words that had escaped from the lips of the man. At the same time, Isabella remarked to herself that it was a good thing that Patriarch in question had opted not to slam his fist on the table again, but the anger that figuratively dripped from the words that escaped from his lips at that moment more than made up for that.
“What about transmissions coming from Europa itself?” Isabella heard the words that escaped from the lips of her father at that moment, and she was sure that she was not the only one who had turned her attention toward the direction of her father. She fixed her gaze toward him just in time to watch as he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “What are those who now occupying Europa call themselves?”
Isabella turned her attention toward the direction of the other men in the dining room, eager to see the expressions that would appear on their faces at that moment and in response to the question that her father had asked.
She would have to admit that she did not expect the looks that appeared on the faces of the Patriarch at that moment, because while it was true that no words escaped from their lips at that moment, the expressions that they are wearing was more than enough to tell her jut what it was that they are thinking.
The young brunette blinked at that moment, before she then turned her attention toward the direction of her father, though even before she fixed her gaze toward the direction of the Head of her House, Isabella already knew why no one was saying anything. It was not that they have no answer to the question that her father asked, it was that they do not want to acknowledge the most obvious answer.
Indeed, a moment or two after that particular thought came across the forefront of her mind, Isabella realized that her father had asked the question that he had asked because he wanted his peers to acknowledge that which they do not want to even think about, and as that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she turned her attention toward the other men in the dining room.
There was a part of her that wanted to ask if acknowledging what she supposed was the most logical answer to the question that was hounding them at that moment was too much for them, but she forced that thought to the back of her mind. while it was true that she was present in the room at that moment, she knew that she was not allowed to interrupt.
In any case, a moment or two after that thought entered the forefront of her mind, she was forced to return to the present as more words then escaped from the lips of her father, “we can debate about this all night and all day tomorrow, if necessary and if we want to,” he said, before he then paused, though it was obvious that the pause at that moment was theatrical, something that was made more poignant, a few moments later, when he allowed more words to escape from his lips, “It will not change anything.”
The expressions that appeared on the faces of the other Patriarchs at that moment was the only thing that Isabella needed to see for her to be sure that the words of her father had caused the other Patriarchs to acknowledge the obvious answer.
If it was not a Jovian power that had attacked – and apparently, conquered – Europa, then the most logical answer was that it was someone from outside the Jovian Outback, and Isabella was soon telling herself that it was obvious who among the two options had the capacity to divide their forces and prosecute another campaign of conquest while maintain their forces to fight against the other.
“If it is the Holy Empire of Terra, then we alone would not be able to withstand their power,” the words that escaped from the lips of Patriarch Morelli at that moment was said with a neutral tone, but it was obvious from the expression that he was wearing on his face that he was aware of what the implication behind the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment was.
When Isabella turned her attention toward the direction of his face, a few moments later, she was struck by the fact that the expression that he was wearing was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he did not even want to say what it was that he was about to say next.
“In the end, even with the combined might of the remaining powers of Jupiter, we might not be able to resist,” he said, and because she was looking in the direction of the Patriarch at that moment, Isabella was able to watch as he turned his attention toward the direction of the Doge.
“Then should we surrender when they come for us?” the words that next echoed around the dining room came from the mouth of the Patriarch of Bellandi, and that prompted Isabella to turn her attention toward the direction of the man in question.
Even she would have to admit that she found herself surprised when she saw the expression that the Patriarch was wearing, because the anger that he was displaying on his face earlier was now gone, replaced instead by an expression that was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he was aware of what the next logical step would be, and that next logical step was painful for him.
“Why are they coming now?” the words that escaped from the lips of the Patriarch of Morelli asked, but then he schooled the expression that he was wearing on his face as he then remarked to himself, though everyone else heard the words that escaped from his lips, “but even if we know the answer to that, it is not as if anything is going to change.”
The silence that descended in the room at that moment was pregnant, and even Isabella would have to admit that such were the case. She turned her attention toward the direction of the Doge at that moment, and though it was true that she might not be allowed to speak, she prepared to push words out of her mouth.
Isabella would have to admit that she already knew just what it was that she would have wanted to say at that moment, but she was forced to return to the present, a few moments later, as her father allowed words to escape from his lips.
“Accepting who they are is one thing,” the Patriarch of Artworth said, and as expected, the other Patriarchs turned their attention toward his direction in response to the words that escaped from his lips. It was not as if anyone was able to say anything, however, because the Patriarch soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “The question is what do we do now?”
Isabella turned her attention toward the direction of the other men who are seated at the dining table, and if she were being honest, she would have to admit that she focused her attention toward the direction of the Patriarch of Bellandi. The expression that was on the face of her father, after all, was the only thing that she needed to see for her to be sure that he already knew what they should do next.
As she had expected, an angry and irritated expression appeared on the face of the Patriarch of Bellandi in response to the words that escaped from the lips her father, and Isabella was soon able to hear the words that escaped from the lips of the Patriarch that she was looking at, “You already know what you think we should do next,” the other man said.
Once more, Isabella found herself thankful that the Patriarch did not bother to slam his fists on the table, because that meant that she was free to turn her attention toward the direction of her father, which was what she did, a few moments later.
“Then we need to figure out who to send, yes?” he asked, and while it was true that he went out of his way to keep the expression that he was wearing on his face as neutral as possible, Isabella knew that inwardly, he was smiling, and he kept that smile on his face even as he turned his attention toward her.
She blinked at that moment, even as she fought the urge to curse, because even though it was true that her father said nothing at that moment, she already knew what the meaning behind the expression that was on the face of her father was. Even if there was a part of her that wanted to protest about that, however, she soon told herself that it was not as if there was anyone better than her for the task at hand.

Blue Room, Europa Castle,
Europa, Terran-Occupied Kingdom of Europa, Jovian Orbit
Lord Alexander Charles York
The sound of cutlery against plates and a hundred conversations echoed in his ears, even as he kept his attention focused on the front rather than the almost-empty plate in front of him. Almost without turning his attention toward the direction of the glass goblet that he wanted, he wrapped his fingers around the base of the glass before lifting the same toward the direction of his lips so that he may sip from the same.
He knew that the mere action of him taking a sip of water from the goblet was more than enough to make more than a dozen men and women who were seated at the left side of the table – at least, the left side from where he was seated – to focus their attention toward him even if it was true that they went out of their way to make it appear as if they are not looking in his direction. He would have allowed a smile to cross his face at that moment, but he refrained.
Lord Alexander knew that if a smile were to come across his face at that moment, at least a dozen of the nobles on the left side of the table who were watching him would start to sweat buckets as they were forced to ask themselves what the meaning behind the action that he would have taken at that moment would be.
It was true that there was a part of him that would have wanted to make them do that, and even as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but remark that they are acting like the defeated nobility that they are.
With a mental shake of his head, the General-Admiral surreptitiously glanced toward the direction of the only other person who was seated beside him in the short side of a U-shaped table. Lady Emma kept her attention focused on the direction of the plate in front of her.
While it was true that it was probably because it was at that exact moment that she finished her dinner, Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to wonder if it was because she wanted to hide the collar that she was wearing around her neck. With yet another mental shake of his head, the General-Admiral told himself that he could ask her about it later, and he was soon forced to return to the present.
He used his peripheral vision to watch as Lili – dressed in her maid outfit that, admittedly, would not have fooled any of the officers that were seated at the right side of the table – take her position by the side of Lady Emma before she then asked a question, and despite the distances involved, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he was not privy to that conversation.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that wanted to allow a small smile to come across his face when he saw the uncomfortable expression on the face of the woman that he had claimed as his prize, even as he wondered if that expression that the beautiful princess was wearing at that moment was the result of her finding herself in this place, essentially in display in front of his officers and the defeated nobility of her nation.
With a mental shake of his head, however, Lord Alexander told himself that it was just as likely that the reason behind that expression on the face of Lady Emma was something as simple as Lili asking her if she would want to have another serving.
If he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have widened the expression that he was wearing on his face as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, but he then suppressed the urge to do that as he turned his gaze instead toward the direction of the officers that he had brought with him.
Naturally, Vice Admiral Cline was seated nearest to him on that side of the table, followed by Rear Admiral Ashford and Rear Admiral Granger.
Absent from this supposedly formal dinner, however, would be Admiral Dalton, Admiral Bingham, and Admiral Cornwallis, though that was because they are supposed to join him for the return to Terra, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he told himself that informing the nobles of Europa was the reason that they had been brought here in the first place.
This time, the General-Admiral did not bother to even pretend that he was hiding the fact that he turned his attention toward the direction of the nobles in question. Perhaps one or two of them had realised that he was now looking at them and who reacted to that realisation by hurriedly turning their attention away from him, but if he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he did not care about that.
Instead, the Duke of Olympia would have to admit that he was more interested in seeing the nobles of Europa as a whole. He reminded himself that this was only the second time that he was meeting with them – and the first had been when he accepted their surrender before he then marked that surrender by placing that collar around the neck of Lady Emma – and he would have to admit that he was not impressed with what he was seeing.
‘Perhaps if they are having this dinner among themselves and not in the presence of the representatives of the sovereign power that had conquered their home, they would be more boisterous,’ Lord Alexander thought, and yet, even though it was true that it sounded as if he was making an excuse for them, he told himself that such were not the case.
At that moment, Lord Alexander told himself that the presence of his maids in the room – lining up the perimeter of the formal dining room to make it appear as if they are waiting for those who are seated around the table to task for their assistance – added to the discomfort that the nobles are feeling.
If he thought that he could get away with it, Lord Alexander knew that he would have allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen. He knew that the nobles gathered in the room were now aware that the maids who were in the room were not ordinary maids, and he would also have to admit that he enjoyed hearing some of the rumours behind his maids, before remarking to himself that those rumours had all fundamentally misunderstood the Special Escort Regiment.
Less than a moment after that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he then remarked to himself that the officers of the Grand Fleet who are seated at the other end of the table are already aware of what the maids in the room truly are, and what the true purpose of the Special Escort Regiment truly is.
He glanced toward the direction of Lady Emma at that moment, and if he were being honest, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to allow a smile to come across his face when he saw that she was now looking in his direction. The expression that she was wearing at that moment may not be openly hostile, but the neutral expression that she was wearing was still more than enough to deliver the silent message that she wanted to give him.
The Duke inclined his head toward the direction of the Princess at that moment, and he could tell that the action that he had taken at that moment was more than enough to make her blink, but if she were expecting him to say something to her after the action that he had taken, then she would only be disappointed.
He did incline his head toward her yet again, a few moments later, and she looked as if she was getting ready to hear whatever it was that he would have wanted to say at that moment, only for him to turn his gaze away from her, though he did so slowly enough that he was able to see the surprised expression that appeared on the face of Lady Emma when she realized what was happening.
Indeed, she soon schooled the expression that she was wearing to make it clear that she was about to push words out of her mouth, only for her to be forced to pause when she realised that she did not know just what it was that she was supposed to say. Within another moment or two, the look that appeared on the face of the Princess of Europa was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was even asking herself how she was supposed to speak.
As Lord Alexander confirmed that there was no way that she would have been able to push words out of her mouth, he felt that it was fine for him to focus his attention toward the direction of the men in front of him, and as he did so, he noted the expressions that were on the faces of his officers.
With a mental shake of his head, however, Lord Alexander told himself that he expected the looks on the faces of his officers, after all, they are already aware of what it was that he was going to say, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he turned his attention toward the direction of the nobles, without him even bothering to hide the fact that he was turning his attention toward them.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he enjoyed seeing the varying degrees of uncertainty, barely concealed rebellious thoughts, and the general confusion written on the faces of the men and women that he was looking at that moment. He would have to admit that there was a part of him that would have wanted to smile, but he pushed that part of him to the back of his mind.
He inclined his head toward them, before he then parted his lips, “Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, and as he had expected, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were more than enough to make them stop what they were doing so that they could then focus their attention toward his direction.
If they were expecting him to place a gentle expression on his face at that moment, then they would only be disappointed, though he just as easily pushed that thought to the back of his mind as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, and because he was looking in the direction of the Europa nobles in front of him, it should be obvious that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended for them.
“You have all been brought here today because you would all be tasked with an important task,” Lord Alexander said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, it was not as if anyone would have dared to interrupt him.
For his part, the Duke of Olympia used that moment that he paused as to remind himself that the words that he used at that moment were appropriate, because it was true that these nobles were brought here. Indeed, he would have allowed a smile to appear on his face – but he refrained from doing so – as he told himself that most of these nobles would rather be anywhere else but here.
He pushed that thought to the back of his mind, a few moments later, as he then allowed more word to escape from his lips, “At the end of our time together tonight, you would all be given a primer to the basics of how the Terran civilian government operates,” he said, “I expect that each and every one of you would study this, and you would adhere to the basic principles of Terran governance when you reestablish the civilian government here in Europa.”
Once more, the Duke of Olympia found himself having to suppress the urge to allow a smile to appear on his face in response to the undeniable confusion that appeared on the faces of the men and women that he was looking at. Of course, he suppressed the urge to do so, just as he blinked as if he was telling them that he was surprised that they appeared to have no idea just what it was that he was talking about.
Even if that were the expression that appeared on his face, however, Lord Alexander would have to admit that he expected the confused expression that appeared on their faces, after all, it was not as if he had told them anything, and as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, he inclined his head toward them.
“It appears that you are all not aware of the fact that you have been tapped to lead the provisional civilian Terran government here in Europa,” he said, and even he would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to comment about the tone that he used at that moment because he was sure that it sounded as if he was disappointed.
Of course, Lord Alexander had expected the renewed confused expressions that appeared on the faces of the men and women that he was looking at. Indeed, if he were being honest, the Duke of Olympia would have to admit that there was a part of him that expected questions to escape from the lips of the nobles that he was looking at, just as he expected them to break into dozens of private conversations as they asked themselves just what was going on.
Even if that were the case, however, he would have to admit that he also expected them to remain silent when he was still looking in their direction, and it was as that thought entered the forefront of his mind that he allowed the smile that he was wearing on his face to widen, even if it was just slightly.
Less than a moment after that expression appeared on his face, the General-Admiral chased that look away from his face as he then allowed more words to escape from his mouth, “Of course, this civilian government would still be under the auspices of the military command, in other words, under my command,” he said.
Again, Lord Alexander would have to admit that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended to cause some sort of reaction upon the men and women in front of him, and this time, because he was more expectant, he would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but feel even just the slightest bit of disappointment when he realized that the reaction that he was waiting for did not come.
‘Well, it is not as if this is the first time that I have found myself disappointed in Europa,’ he thought, before then allowing a sigh to escape from his lips, and naturally, the action that he had taken at that moment was theatrical.
Even Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that could not help but wonder if the men and women he was looking at that moment were even aware that the look that he was now wearing on his face was theatrical. He pushed that thought to the back of his mind, however, as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Of course, this will not be a permanent framework,” before he then inclined his head toward Vice Admiral Cline.
That action that he had taken was, of course, his signal to his Chief-of-Staff that it was time for him to take over, and Vice Admiral Cline did not hesitate. As he got onto his feet at that moment, Lord Alexander took his seat, but rather than turn his gaze toward the direction of Anya as his maid placed a cup of coffee on the surface of the table in front of him, he instead turned his attention toward the direction of Lady Emma.
The expression that she was wearing at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she could not believe the words that had escaped from his lips, and it was because such was the case that he allowed a smile to come across his face while he was looking in her direction.
“In the Terran government, active duty military and nobles are not allowed to join the legislative and executive branches of the civilian government,” Lord Alexander said, “but that is not the same for the military government.”
He only had to see the look that was on the face of Lady Emma at that moment for him to be sure that she would have wanted to say something in response to the words that he uttered, but before she could do so, she was forced to pause as Vice Admiral Cline finally allowed words to escape from his lips, and that was even if it was true that what the Chief-of-Staff said was intended for the nobles on the other side of the table.
“This would only be a temporary measure, my lords, ladies, and gentlemen,” he said, and though it was true that he was able to push the words that escaped from his lips at that moment using a neutral tone, there was still something about the words that escaped from his lips that reflected at least a small part of contempt that he felt for the people that he was now addressing.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that had to wonder if the nobles were able to realize that such were the case, but with a mental shake of his head, he told himself that it was not as if they needed to know that, and besides, Vice Admiral Cline was soon allowing more words to escape from his lips, “If you will study the primers you would be given, you would understand that this is just in transition to a full civilian government.”
The fact that Vice Admiral Cline paused at that moment meant that he was giving the men and women that he had addressed the chance to say something, but since it would appear that the nobles were still digesting the information that Lord Alexander and Vice Admiral Cline had given them, there was none among them who was willing to push words out of their mouths.
In the end, Vice Admiral Cline was forced to allow a theatrical sigh to escape from his lips – and the contempt that tripped from the action that he had taken at that moment was bit more obvious – before he then inclined his head toward them as he then allowed words to escape from his lips, “Of course, whether or not you will take part in that civilian government would be up to you,” he said.
Lord Alexander turned his attention toward the direction of Lady Emma at that moment, and as he had expected, she was wearing a confused expression on her face. That look that she was wearing was also the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she would have pushed words out of her mouth at that moment, and because she was looking in his direction, Lord Alexander was sure that the words that she would have uttered would be intended for her.
Despite the determined expression that was on the face of the Princess of Europa at that moment, however, no words escaped from her lips, and Lord Alexander could not help but widen the expression that he was wearing on his face as he watched Lili whisper something straight into the ears of the Princess of Europa. He might not be able to hear what it was that Lili had said, but it would appear that it was enough to sate the curiosity of the Princess.
The expression that appeared on the face of Lady Emma at that moment, when she made it clear that she was now looking in his direction, reflected some anger, and if he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that even he was not sure where that anger was coming from.
After another moment or two, however, he inclined his head toward her at the same time that he told himself that the anger that she was wearing on her face must be a reflection of her objection to the fact that what they were discussing at that moment was a change in how the Kingdom of Europa made things work.
There was nothing mental about the next action that he took as he shook his head, but although it was true that the action that he had taken at that moment was intended for Lady Emma alone, he knew that the other Europan nobles were looking in his direction. It was for that reason that he did not bother to lower his voice as he allowed the next series of words to escape from his lips.
“This is the first step toward the annexation of Europa into the Holy Empire of Terra,” he said, and the fact that he used a conversational – rather than formal – tone at that moment caused groans to escape from the members of the nobility present.
Even if that were the case, however, Lord Alexander kept his attention focused toward the direction of the Princess of Europa, because he was not interested in the looks of disappointment that were on the faces of those nobles, and he was more interested in the expression that Lady Emma was now wearing.
Even the Duke of Olympia would have to admit that the look that was on the face of Lady Emma at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she had accepted the implication behind the words that had escaped from his lips. While it was true that some of her countrymen may have found that surprising, the same was not true for Lord Alexander, after all, he already knew why she was wearing that expression on her visage.
He did not bother to acknowledge the expression that she was wearing with a smile, and instead, he turned his attention toward the direction of the members of the nobility gathered on the left side of the table. As he had expected, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that most of them would have wanted to say something against what he had just implied.
In the face of the expectant expression that he was wearing on his face at that moment while he turned his gaze toward them, whatever defiance it was that they had mustered evaporated. There was a part of him that could not help but be disappointed as that thought entered the forefront of his mind, but he pushed that disappointment to the back of his head as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“In this brief transition period, you would be given a semblance of autonomy,” Lord Alexander said, and even from where he was seated, he could see most of the nobles in front of him blink in surprise. Of course, that was something that he expected, and because that was the case, he simply allowed more words to escape from his lips, a few moments later, “and, naturally, we will take this into consideration when the question of Europa comes up in the Imperial Senate.”
“A local military force tasked mostly with internal security had already been formed,” the words of Vice Admiral Cline immediately followed after the words of the General-Admiral, and Lord Alexander watched in silence – though with no small amount of amusement – as the Europan nobles turned their attention toward the direction of his Chief-of-Staff.
There was no way that Vice Admiral Cline was not aware of the fact that people were now looking in his direction, but he ignored them as he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “It is composed mostly of Europan volunteers, and they have already proven themselves when they defended this castle from that traitor and his ilk.”
Lord Alexander hid the smile that appeared on his face as he watched some of the nobles that are in the dining room flinch in response to the reference to the rebellion. Of course, the Duke of Olympia had no doubt that some of the nobles – perhaps even those who had not flinched – were aware of the plan of the leaders of that rebellion.
He had no doubt that some of the nobles may have even voiced support for that plan, and he was aware that there was a myriad of reasons why they would have supported the assassination of their king. With a mental shake of his head, however, the General-Admiral pushed those thoughts out of the forefront of his mind as he then returned to the present.
“Naturally, this local force would be operating under the supervision and ultimate command and control of our military force,” Vice Admiral Cline said, and while it was true that he paused at that moment, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Although it is true that we would soon be moving our headquarters from this castle to our newly established Fort Watson.”
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he expected the reaction from the nobles of Europa, and indeed, there was even a part of him that would have allowed a smile to appear across his face. The words that escaped from the lips of Vice Admiral Cline at that moment, after all, had the effect of a revelation that the nobles did not expect.
The next words that escaped from the lips of the Chief-of-Staff, General-Admiral, Imperial Terra Grand Fleet were even bigger explosion – figuratively speaking, of course – as he then announced, “and as we move our headquarters, we would be taking the bulk of the fleet with us, leaving the local security in the hands of local forces.”
More murmurs escaped from the lips of the gathered nobles at that moment, though just because they had lost themselves in their own world at that moment does not mean that they are no longer listening to what was happening around them.
It was for that reason that when Lord Alexander audibly and pointedly cleared his throat, a few moments later, all of that conversation ceased, and people turned their attention toward his direction. That, of course, was what he wanted in the first place, and after another moment or two, he allowed more words to escape from his lips.
“I would be returning to Terra to report to the Golden Throne in a week,” Lord Alexander said, and the announcement that he had made, he was sure, would have caused even more conversations to break out among the nobles. He did not allow them to have that conversation, however, as he simply allowed more words to escape from his lips, “Naturally, the Princess and the former king would accompany us for this trip.”
He did not bother to turn his attention toward the direction of Lady Emma at that moment, because his peripheral vision was more than enough for him to see the look that had appeared on her face. The fact that she was going to accompany him for his return to Terra was something that she was, of course, already aware of, but the fact that her father would join them for the trip was something that she was just realising at that moment.
Indeed, the expression on the face of the Princess turned at that moment, letting him know that she would have wanted to say something, but Lord Alexander cut her off with the next words that escaped from his lips, even if it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were not even intended for her.
“During my brief absence,” Lord Alexander said, “Command of the local garrison would be given to Admiral Beresford,” and as planned, the moment that his name was called, Admiral Beresford stood from where he was seated beside Rear Admiral Granger. As that was the case, the nobles of Europa were able to turn their attention toward him and study him.
Lord Alexander allowed a small smile to come across his face as he remarked to himself that there was no doubt that the nobles were now asking themselves just what kind of character Admiral Beresford would be. With a mental shake of his head, the General-Admiral told himself that they would soon find out why Admiral Beresford was chosen for the role that he is now going to play.
The Duke of Olympia allowed those thoughts to come and go through the forefront of his mind, before he then returned to the present, and he stood from his seat. He knew that the action that he had taken at that moment would cause the small conversations that were happening around him to stop as the nobles turned their attention toward him, but he ignored them as he instead focused his attention on the direction of Lady Emma.
“Vice Admiral Cline and Rear Admiral Ashford are going to brief the nobility of how things are going to work from now on and in the future,” he said, and though it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended only for Lady Emma – something that he was sure she would have realized from the fact that he was looking in her direction – he did not bother to lower his voice.
That meant that the other nobles heard the words that escaped from his lips, though he told himself that such was part of the plan.
He did not even bother to turn his attention toward the direction of the nobles as he then made a show of offering his hand toward the Princess of Europa. This, of course, was not something that he had discussed with her in advance, and it was for that reason that the look that appeared on her face – one of confusion – was genuine.
“Would you like to accompany me for a tour of your gardens while they have that discussion?” he asked, and while it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, he had no doubt that she was aware that he was giving a command.
Even if that were the case – or perhaps, it was because such was the case – Lady Emma placed a questioning expression on her face. Indeed, the look that she was now wearing was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she was seriously thinking about refusing, though after another moment or two, she placed her right hand on his offered left, and this allowed him to help her get onto her feet.
Lord Alexander did not bother to allow a smile to appear on his face as he looked at the expression that she was wearing. The Princess of Europa was wearing a look on her face that was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she accepted his offer because she was curious to know just what it was that he was planning, and just what it was that he wanted to speak with her about.
The Duke of Olympia was sure that all pairs of eyes in the dining room were focused upon him and the Princess as he gently led her toward the direction of the glass door that would lead to the garden beside the dining room that they were in. As they approached the door, Danielle opened it for them, but rather than walk straight through and into the outside, Lord Alexander paused at that moment so that he could then look in the direction of Vice Admiral Cline.
“I trust that there would be no problems with this briefing, Vice Admiral Cline?” he asked, and again, while it was true that the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were phrased as a question, he was giving a command.
The fact that Vice Admiral Cline merely inclined his head toward her direction at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that his Chief-of-Staff had realised that such was the case, and it was not as if Lord Alexander waited for him to say anything before he was already walking out of the room.
He did not bother to turn his attention toward the direction of Lady Emma as he did so, though he did keep his gentle grip on her hand. As that thought entered the forefront of his mind, the Duke of Olympia would have to admit that there was a part of him that was sure that she would have followed after him even if he was not holding her hand at that moment.
“In the Holy Empire,” Lord Alexander began, even as they passed by what appeared to be a group of purple orchids. The words that escaped from his lips at that moment were intended for the Princess of Europa, of course, but it was not as if he turned his attention toward her, and after another moment or two, he soon allowed more words to escape from his lips, “noble ladies tended to busy themselves with gardening.”
It was only after he had allowed those words to escape from his lips that he allowed himself to turn his gaze toward the direction of the woman that he had claimed as his prize, and if he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that there was a part of him that cannot help but remark to himself that it would appear that he turned his attention toward her at the right time.
The expression that appeared on the face of the Princess of Europa at that moment, after all, was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she felt no small amount of anger at that moment, and yet, even though it was true that such were the case, that look that she was wearing also carried with it the notion that she knew that she had no choice to be march forward – figuratively speaking, of course.
Lord Alexander found himself forced to return to the present, a few moments later, as more words then escaped from the lips of Lady Emma, “Do you expect the same from me?” and while it was true that she was able to give him the impression that she would obey whatever it was that he would have said, she also managed to give him the impression that she would remain defiant.
He was already looking in her direction at that moment, and because that was the case, there was no need for him to turn his gaze anywhere else. Of course, she was also looking in his direction, and because that was the case, he was sure that she was able to see how the smile that he was wearing on his face widened.
“If that were the case, my Lady, I would have to admit that I would be disappointed,” he said, and in response to the confused expression that appeared on her face at that moment, he tightened his grip on his hand, causing a surprised expression to appear on her face.
If he were being honest, Lord Alexander would have to admit that the look that she was wearing on her face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she would have wanted to say something at that moment, but he forced her to pause as he allowed words to escape from his lips, “because I doubt that you would be satisfied with just that.”
The General-Admiral knew that the expression that would appear on her face in response to the words that escaped from his lips would reflect the anger that he was sure she was still feeling, and indeed, he would have to admit that it was because he wanted to see that anger that he chose to allow the words that had escaped from his lips to do so.
“It is that defiance that you have shown me, after all, that makes you attractive to me,” he said, and he would have to admit that there was nothing about the words that escaped from his lips at that moment that was lip-service.
Judging from the look that appeared on the face of Lady Emma, it was clear that she had realised that such was the case, and it was also for that reason that she soon allowed more words to escape from her lips, “And you believe that you telling me that would cause me to stop defying you, Your Grace?” she asked.
The fact that she used that honorific at that moment was her way of reminding the two of them of their positions, and was also her excuse to keep things formal between them. Perhaps she was also expecting him to be taken aback by the honorific that she used, but in the end, the only thing that Lord Alexander did was to widen the expression of amusement that he was wearing on his face.
“Of course not,” he replied, and from the look that appeared on her face at that moment, it was clear that she would have wanted to push more words out of her mouth at that moment. He would have to admit that he took some amusement at the fact that he disappointed her when he refused to allow words to escape from his lips, and the silence between them turned into an expectant one.
After another moment or two, she allowed a sigh to escape from her lips, and there was no denying that the sound that escaped from her lips was anything but theatrical, “What do you want from me?” she asked.
Lord Alexander would have to admit that he found himself staring in her direction in response to the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, because the tone that she used was the only thing that he needed to hear for him to be sure that she felt no small amount of frustration. It was clear to him that she wanted an answer, and after another moment or two, he inclined his head toward her, silently indicating that he was about to push words out of his mouth.
When the words did escape from his mouth, a few moments later, however, it took not the form of an answer to the question that she had asked, after all, the words that escaped from his lips at that moment were just another question on the part of the Duke of Olympia.
“Is it still your intention to see to the survival of your House, my Lady, through this marriage with me?” he asked her.
He can tell that the words that had escaped from his lips at that moment had taken her by surprise, after all, the expression that appeared on her face at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that such was the case.
It would appear that the surprise that she felt at that moment prevented her from answering the question that he had asked, and that was more than enough to cause a smile to appear on the face of Lord Alexander.
When she saw the expression that appeared on his face at that moment, she interpreted that as his way of expressing his amusement at the fact that she cannot answer the question that he had asked, and because that were the case, the confused expression that the Princess of Europa was wearing at that moment disappeared, replaced instead by a look that was the only thing that Lord Alexander needed to see for him to be sure that she felt no small amount of anger at that moment.
Perhaps it was because he answered the question that she had asked with a question that she also did the same thing to him, and rather than answer that question that he had just asked, when Lady Emma spoke again, a few moments later, she was just allowed another question to escape from her lips, “Why are you allowing them autonomy?” she asked.
Even the Duke of Olympia would have to admit that he did not expect the question that she asked at that moment, and because that was the case, he could not help but place a questioning expression on his face. That look that he was now wearing was his way of announcing the fact that he was not sure why Lady Emma had asked that question, but she interpreted that differently as she then allowed more words to escape from her lips.
“We both know that there is no way that a conqueror would allow his subjects autonomy, my Lord,” she said, and from the way that she said the last two words, it was clear that she intended them as an insult. Of course, she did not bother to wait for him to say anything before she then allowed more words to escape from her lips, “Just as we both know that there is no way that you are going to allow me to see to the survival of my House through you.”
Lord Alexander laughed in response to the words that escaped from the lips of Lady Emma, and even he would have to admit that there was nothing theatrical about the sounds that escaped from his lips at that moment. He turned his attention toward the direction of the face of Lady Emma, a few moments later, and as he had expected, the look that she was wearing on her visage was one of confusion.
He did not even have to ask her why such was the look that she was wearing, because it was obvious that the answer was that it was her response to the sounds that had escaped from his lips at that moment.
Lord Alexander did not bother to wait for her to say anything before he was already pushing more words out of his mouth, “It is a test,” he said, “to see who among the former nobility of Europa would prove to be worthy enough to be included in the new Order that the Holy Empire intends to establish not only in Europa, but the whole of the Jovian Outback.”
The expression that appeared on the face of the Princess of Europa at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure of what it was that she wanted to say in response to the words that had escaped from his lips. Rather than call him outright crazy, however, she schooled the expression that she was wearing to reflect a serious expression, before she then allowed more words to escape from her mouth.
“And that talk about the survival of House Watts,” she asked, with no small amount of anger and defiance figuratively dripping from the words that escaped from her lips, “is that a test as well?”
The expression that appeared on the face of Lady Emma at that moment was the only thing that he needed to see for him to be sure that she would appreciate an answer. Indeed, after another moment or two of him staring at the look that she was wearing on her face, Lord Alexander would have to admit that the impression that he got was that she was desperate for an answer.
Even if that were the case, however, he added to the trepidation – and, undoubtedly, the anger – that she was feeling at that moment as he then allowed another question to escape from his lips, “And again, my Lady, I ask you if you are serious about the survival of your House through me, and possibly, a member of your House sitting upon the Golden Throne?” he asked.
As he had expected, the expression that appeared on the face of the Princess of Europa reflected the fact that she did not appreciate having her question answered with another question.
She kept that look on her face for another moment or two, before she then changed that look that she was wearing – and he was sure that it was an unconscious action on her part – to tell him without words that she was thinking about the words that had just escaped from his lips. For his part, however, Lord Alexander would have to admit that the look that appeared on the face of the Princess was more than enough to answer the question that he asked.
The Duke of Olympia lifted the hand that he was holding toward the direction of his lips, and he planted a small kiss there – though he doubted what that meant – before he then turned his attention toward the direction of her face and the confused expression that she was now wearing.
He lowered her hand back to her side before he then allowed more words to escape from his lips, “A Terran Duke needs the permission of the Golden Throne before he gets married,” he said, and judging from the expression that she was wearing on her face, it was clear that she had realized what the implication of the words that escaped from his lips at that moment meant.
Lady Emma parted her lips at that moment, but the words that were supposed to escape from her lips were cut off by the words that escaped from his lips, a few moments later, “More importantly, a Prince of the Blood needs the permission of the Empress to marry.”
She stared at him, the expression on her face the only thing that she needed to see for him to be sure of what it was that she wanted to say, but he cut her off again, and this time, the words that escaped from his lips were not even intended for her.
“Phoebe, Sadie,” he suddenly said, and in response to the words that escaped from his lips at that moment, the two maids appeared just five feet away from either side of the Princess of Europa.
Even Lady Emma cannot help but place a surprised expression on her face when she realized that such were the case, but even so, it was not as if she were able to say anything before more words escaped from the lips of the Duke of Olympia, and again, the words that escaped from his lips were not intended for the Princess of Europa.
“Please escort Her Highness back to her apartments,” he said, and he allowed a small smile to come across his face before he then added, “The days when we call her by that title are numbered.”
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