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The icy cold dark void of space had always comforted Lady Anna of the House of The Deadly Rose, she had always loved how the dark tendrils of space seek to reach out and wrap around the innocent circular ships that dared to travel through it all, and that was why Anna only ever dared to hold court in space.

Some people believed that the Noble Houses were mere relics of a bygone age and everyone was just waiting until the Rex finally gave the most holy order to exterminate them all. Since technically and according to Imperial Law that even the Rex hadn’t dare touched himself, it was only the Noble Houses that could become Emperor or Empress of the Imperium.

And that was Anna’s endgame.

She sat on at the head of a dark blood-red metal table that she only ever bought out for these sort of special occasions. It was a beautiful handcrafted artisan piece her mother had collected over two hundred years old on some radioactive wasteland of a planet, but Anna still loved it.

The table had such impressive, curved lines that always made the eye want to follow the natural curves of the table to see the other guests sitting at the table. Anna supposed it was an engineering marvel that the sheer elegance of the table made it impossible to avoid conversation between guests.

Her favourite piece of the stunning table probably had to be the strange lumpy yet smooth texture of the table. It looked so rough, lumpy and interesting with its blood-red surface being covered in tiny shards of bones (human bones to be exact) but whenever she ran her fingers over its cold surface she was surprised how smooth it was.

The entire oval chamber of the black circular warship was filled with the delightful aromas of crispy roasted hog, fatty, juicy, succulent pulled pork and a rainbow of vegetables from so many different planets that Anna had no intention of explaining all the origins to her guests.

They would all be dead soon anyway.

Anna had made sure that the three crystal bowls filled with blue, pink and orange tomatoes were sliced perfectly and arranged in such a stunning way that the bowl looked like it had baby swans inside.

She was so glad she had hired that celebrity chef before he was executed for treason on that mining world.

The gentle hum of the engines made Anna just smile as the large circular doors to the chamber opened and her five guests walked in. The gentleness of the hum was a weird reminder of that as far as her guests were concerned they were going to leave this meeting a very rich group of Imperial Governors.

In reality they were all going to die.

Anna didn’t want to kill them all but to keep her family, friends and her way of life safe she was going to have to. And the least she could do was have fun doing it.

She was disappointed that all five of the governors (three men and two women) all wore the exact same boring imperial governor uniform. The pig ugly black soldier uniform with the golden metal symbol of the Rex over the chest plate and the stripes and crowns of their position wielded strongly onto their armour.

Their metal boots pounded the freshly polished marble floor, Anna was definitely going to kill them if they dared chip her floor, and they all took a seat at the dinner.

Interestingly a very tall and heavily armoured woman with long fiery hair sat at the opposite end of the table. Anna couldn’t understand why this woman thought she was another head of the table but Anna was more than willing to show her her mistake.

“How do you plan to kill us then?” the fiery woman asked.

Anna smiled.

Of course she had always expected that Imperial Governors were intelligent. They had to be to avoid upsetting the Rex, being killed and erased from the official records but Anna had no idea they knew about her plan to kill them.

She had poisoned their food naturally with a slow-acting poison that couldn’t be treated but she had managed to micro-dose herself enough over the past few years so she was immune to its effects.

And yet she couldn’t understand how these people knew about her plan. She had told her small staff but that was it and the staff were way too loyal to her to betray her. In fact they all knew Anna was doing this treacherous plan to help them.

She was being selfless here.

“I was thinking about poisoning your food,” Anna said, “but I am more interested in knowing how you knew I planned to kill you all,”

Everyone else except the woman with the fiery hair frowned. 

“We know the Noble Houses are planning to kill the Rex,” the woman said. “My name is Lady Ella of the House of the Death Flower,” 

Anna smiled. It was always nice to be in the presence of another Noble House member but that particular house was destroyed decades ago when the Rex wanted to show the Noble Houses that he and only he was in charge of the Imperium.

Anna had sadly lost way too many friends in that purge so how did Ella survive?

“The Noble Houses can work with the Rex,” Ella said. “My House refused to work with him but I did, and now look at me I have the power and influence and-”

“And the stupidity to believe he cares about you,” Anna said. “The Rex has already destroyed humanity from the peaceful race that we once were. It is only a matter of time until you have outlived your usefulness and then he will kill you,”

Anna noticed the other four people sitting at the table were staring at the silver palates of meat, sliced sausages and more delights with large hungry eyes.

“You can eat it,” Anna said.

Ella stood up and took out a small gun-like device and she scanned the table using it. 

Anna bit her lip as she suspected it was a poison neutraliser. She had no clue how they worked but she had read a lot about them recently. They effectively made her poison useless.

Then everyone started eating the cold and hot meats, the crispy vegetables and the thick creamy sauces.

“We came here because we know you are a traitor to the Rex,” Ella said taking a slice of Hog tongue, “so after this meal you will be executed and your crew will be enslaved,”

Anna laughed. She absolutely couldn’t allow that, she knew she was done for but she couldn’t allow anything to happen to her friends and her crew and she would have to attempt to save her family on their homeworld somehow.

She was screwed.

Anna looked at the amazing food that had been grown on so many planets that this single table probably represented all the Farming Worlds in the Imperium. She had to survive.

“How would you kill us now?” one of the men asked chomping on a Hog leg the size of his arm.

Anna cocked her head. That was a good question. “I would order my soldiers to kill you but I suspect they’re unavailable,”

Ella nodded. “Of course they are. We tasered them all on the way to you and that’s why even if you scream there will be no guards to save you,”

Anna had to admit that was damn well annoying. 

“It was your relationship with Lord Iron of the House of The Fist that really doomed you,” Ella said.

Anna didn’t want to even admit that any sort of relationship had happened. It was a fling, a bunch of cheap meaningless hook-ups and the best sex she had ever had. At least that was what she kept telling herself after he had defected to the Enlightened Republic.

The amazingly brave and brilliant solar systems that wanted to live in a fair, free and democratic society that was the polar opposite of the Imperium. He had wanted her to go but Anna was just too much of a coward.

Now she really wished she had left with him. The man she probably could have fallen for in the end.

“This meat is delicious. I don’t know how you got it from the Deathly Halls but I’m glad you did,” another man said as he stuffed his face full of dark, crispy fried meat that crunched loudly.

Anna smiled because it was nice that the others respected her choice of food and her influence to actually get it all here but maybe that was her salvation.

If she could prove she was useful to these folks then maybe Ella wouldn’t kill her or maybe, just maybe the others wouldn’t let Ella kill her.

“I’m sure my supplier would love to give you all a good sampling of his products but it’s a shame he only deals with me,” Anna said.

In truth it was a female trader that helped her gather up all these meats and exotic vegetables both inside and outside official channels but the others did not need to know that.

The man stuffing his face had longish brown hair that made him rather attractive in a bad boy sort of way but Anna just wanted to manipulate him right now.

“That’s right,” Anna said. “The meat sounds good, doesn’t it? Nice and fatty and thick with power. I’m you know all about that,”

The man blushed and everyone except Ella laughed hard.

“You need to watch your back traitor,” Ella said. “The only reason why you are still alive is because we wanted to know what your plan was but you are clearly too stupid for that,”

Anna stood up and chomped on a rich, oily, perfectly seasoned slice of juicy tomato.

“I might not be involved in the plots you think I am but I am still the master of my ship and I do intend to kill you all but I am a Noblewoman first and foremost. So how about a transaction?”

Ella shook her head but the others leant forward. Ella clearly wasn’t as powerful as she believed.

“What sort of transaction?” the face-stuffing man asked.

“My life for all the rich
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