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If anyone had ever told Chancellor Ryan Kennedy that he would actually be Chancellor of The Emperor’s Council or the second in command of the Great Human Empire a year ago, then Ryan would have simply laughed at that person, even if it was the divine Emperor himself. But Ryan was still in shock that less than a week ago he had been made Chancellor and it seriously wasn’t like the wonderfully breath-taking rumours of lunches, servants and meetings with the very best of humanity.

After a week of meetings with the other members of the Emperor’s Council, Ryan would have truly loved nothing more than to simply bang their heads together, because they were simply useless, egoistical and downright annoying. Of course, he could now fully understand why the last Chancellor faked his own death just to escape this bloody circus but Ryan just couldn’t deny that he was looking forward to the future.

Ryan hadn’t exactly had a lot of time in the past week to do paperwork or admin in his office, so he was oddly enjoying those precious silent moments he had managed to get by putting a fake meeting on his personal calendar and he was really enjoying his new large office.

Ryan had never met the last Chancellor but he was clearly a man of great taste. The walls were a wonderful baby blue colour that made it look like Ryan was at something called a “beach” from ancient Earth or one of the unspoiled worlds of the Empire that Ryan had just never had the time, inclination or money to visit.

The long tall walls of the office were smooth and expertly made, which was a surprise to Ryan because nothing in the Empire was expertly made these days. The Empire was always in such a constant cycle of death, destruction and rebirth that it was amazing if a building lasted more than a year unless it was on Earth.

And even though Ryan was on Earth, the holy birth cradle of humanity, it was still surprising to see such expert workmanship in something as simple as a long, smooth baby blue wall.

Ryan had to admit the massive “real” paintings made from sheep skin canvas was a little odd and unnerving. Ryan had always preferred holo-art to be honest and he had collected some grand pieces over the years and gotten to see some of the most breath-taking views in the Empire through his art.

But sheep skin hanging on the wall? As far as Ryan was concerned that was just plain barbaric.

The quiet sound outside Ryan’s large blackwood door just made him smile because it wouldn’t be too long until his cute female assistant worked out he wasn’t in a meeting and she would come to talk to him about the next order of business, and there was a Council Meeting today. His first one as Chancellor. Something he seriously wasn’t thrilled about.

The air had a strange lemony tang to it so Ryan was going to have to ping a message over to the Engineering department because clearly the damn enviro-system was failing in his office. Just typical that he was on the richest and most powerful planet in the Empire at even his air wasn’t perfect.

It was little wonder to be honest why the other Council Members were so moody, having to breathe in some foul air every minute of every day. Not that he actually noticed a bad smell in their offices so it was probably just him.

Typical.

Someone knocked at the door.

“Come in,” Ryan said.

A moment later, his wonderful assistant Lady Scarlett came into the office carrying a very thin black dataslate and Ryan seriously knew that she was going to read off a long list of troubles for him to enjoy, pretend to smile and grieve about.

Ryan had to admit that she did look rather beautiful today with her long red robes of office with small golden threads running through the smooth, silky fabric and her golden Cross of Office hung off her waist.

Something that was more of a weapon than a decoration in these dark times.

Ryan really liked how nice she smelt with hints of jasmine, myrrh and frankincense, whoever her date was last night she was clearly a lucky girl and Ryan just wished his luck was better with men.

“There’s a Council Meeting in two hours,” Scarlett said grinning.

Ryan had only known Scarlett for about a week because he had rehired her the moment he was appointment as Chancellor, given how the last one had only fired her because she had apparently been making out with another Council Member who was also... redeployed to lower ranks. But Ryan didn’t really care about Scarlett making fun with someone important as long as she got the work done, which it turned out her personal file flat out did no justice to her work ethic.

Scarlett went further into the office and Ryan watched her like a hawk as she leant against his metal hover bombsite of a desk. He really needed to clean it and organise it later but it was impossible to find time at the moment.

“We have a little emergency meeting that I managed to arrange for you, Lord Chancellor,” Scarlett said.

Now if Scarlett had taught him anything in the past week, it was that Ryan just needed to be a little scared if she ever called him Lord Chancellor. 

The first time she had called him that within his first ten minutes on the job, he had been attacked by the Supreme Leader of the Arbiters (a very brutish man). The second time she had said that he had been meeting the local Arbiter commissioner when he was attacked by terrorists. So he was actually more excited than he wanted to admit about what this third problem could be.

“The Lord Of Shadows has requested an urgent top-secret meeting with you,” Scarlett said.

Ryan just nodded. The Lord of Shadows was a rather fascinating figure on the Council because he was the leader of the Empire’s Assassins and they were extremely effective at their job. Ryan had tried to arrange an introductory meeting but the Lord denied it, and when Ryan had sent the Lord a fruit basket as an introduction, the Lord returned it in ashes.

So what Ryan flat out couldn’t understand was why the hell did the Lord of Shadows trust him enough for a top-secret meeting?

Ryan’s stomach filled with butterflies as he realised the answer to that excited him a lot more than he ever wanted to admit.
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Lord of Shadows Joseph Natt sat in his large dark office in the deepest depths of the Emperor’s Palace waiting for his favourite person to arrive. But until the wonderfully new Chancellor turned up, Joseph just couldn’t help but stare at a painting, a real one.

Joseph had to admit that he flat out loved his office because it was completely black with carefully smooth walls that hid machine guns, rifles and bombs in case he was ever attacked. Every single inch of the office was covered in sensors wired to Joseph’s thick black body armour so he would know instantly if an intruder was stupid enough to invade his space.

And even his blackwood desk contained two personal shield generators that were completely invisible to the naked eye just in case he was attacked. 

So when his deputy Shannon had hung a painting of a river landscape with oak trees lining its banks in his office without permission, he was a little confused.

As beautiful as the painting was with its little brushstrokes showing waves on the river, the very life-like sheep in the fields beyond the thick line of trees in the painting and little family running about in the sheep field. It just didn’t go with the space whatsoever. 

It was a sort of beacon of light in an office that looked like Death’s waiting room, which just made Joseph smile, because he actually put a sign saying that outside his office when he was meeting the divine Emperor once.

Joseph was just glad the Emperor had a great sense of humour.

The smell of burnt ozone, pickled eggs and rich smoky bacon filled the air from Shannon’s brunch, which was one of the things that he loved about her because she was an amazing killer but a great quirky friend as well.

And Joseph seriously couldn’t believe that he had found evidence of a deadly transmission from a Council Member to traitor forces. The foul, evil, corrupted humans and superhuman soldiers that fought against the Emperor in some effort to enslave the Emperor for themselves.

Joseph didn’t want to believe a member of the Council could turn on the Emperor, but if the leader of Traitors, The Lord of War (the Emperor’s personal favourite superhuman) could turn then it was true that anyone could and would if given the right circumstances.

But the sheer information, matters and decisions made by the Council each week impacted the entire Empire and every single loyal servant of the Emperor. If the traitors influenced such decisions then it would damn the entire Empire to damnation.

The entire Empire and humanity’s survival depended on Joseph finding out who the hell sent the transmission, and as much as he didn’t want to admit it he really needed the Chancellor’s help.

Of course, Joseph felt a little bad about burning that very tasty fruit basket to ash after stealing a Cana Fruit or two from it. Even now the sensational lemony-orange burning flavour formed on his tongue but Joseph did have a reputation to uphold.

He was the Lord of Shadows after all. He was the person that made things go bump in the night, he was the reason why no enemy of the Emperor would turn off the lights at night, and most importantly he was the reason why the enemies of the Empire died in “accidents”.

Someone pounded on the large round cast iron door to his office and Joseph sat up perfectly straight.

“Enter,” Joseph said.

The massive cast iron door rolled open and Shannon walked wearing her wonderful black skin-tight assassin suit fitted with every single gadget an assassin would need to kill anyone, her long brown hair was flowing down her chest and her grin was as massive as it always was when something interesting was about to happen.

A few moments later Lady Scarlett walked in wearing her red robes of office and she looked as lovely as always. She wouldn’t be hard to kill in the slightest a simple gunshot, punch or slash of a knife would do the trick. Especially because Joseph could see she wasn’t completely balanced on her feet at least compared to assassins.

Joseph just smiled because it was such a bad habit that he always examined how to kill someone whenever he met them but it was how he was still alive.

Then an extremely hot man
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