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The Fire crackled.

Roaring to life. 

Alvis smiled as he breathed in the heavenly aromas of the fresh cooking meat on the large open fire with a massive ring of smooth black stone around the edges. 

Preventing the children playing nearby from getting to close to the fire. 

The embers burned bright red. 

Sizzling meat filled the air. 

Alvis continued beaming his delight. His oldish face of about 60 years wrinkling as his smile grew and grew. 

Turning his head, Alvis saw the beautiful, stunning, life filled market. 

All around him, thousands of Insenguardians were chatting, laughing and buying their daily goods. 

Tens of bakers, sewers, forger and tens of other professions all gathered in this beating heart of Insenguard. Standing behind their large rectangular oak table laid out their goods. 

Alvis old heart skipped a few heartbeats looking at everyone. 

All the Insenguardians in their long silky blue, red, yellow or black dresses or causal wear were all cramped around tables chatting about god knows what with each other and the stall owners. 

Golden coins and goods changed hands. 

Children cheered in utter delight at their new toy or sweet treat. 

This is why Alvis loved Insenguard. 

It was a country of love, community and hope. 

This was a place for everyone to be able and thrive. 

Alvis stepped forward towards a stall in front of him. 

He felt the fresh smooth cobblestone beneath his feet. 

Although, the only thing that puzzled Alvis about his new country was that the market was organised by a grid of cobblestoned paths for people to walk on. 

Yet the stalls were on the fresh bright green grass. 

What happened if it rained? 

Would the market stalls sink? 

The smell of the fresh meat behind Alvis caught his attention. 

He needed to get some of that succulent fresh buffeater meat. 

Alvis paused. 

Trying to remember what a Buffeater was. 

His face lit up amazed he remembered what a Buffeater was. 

It was a large rodent the size of a wolf or Werecat. 

Alvis shivered as he despised the look of the oversized rats but he had to admit between two slices of spiced bread. They were damn well delicious. 

Turning his attention to the stall in front of him, Alvis gave an involuntary gasp of awe as he looked at all the beautiful suits, shirts and watches on the oak stall in front of him. 

Popping up his head, he saw a young stunning woman with thick blond hair behind the stall. Wearing a silky well-fitting dress.

She stared at him in surprise and she looked as if she was going to either kneel before him or run away. 

In a petite, smooth voice, the girl managed: "Chancellor,"

She nodded her head slightly in respect.

Alvis paused for a moment. 

His eyes widened as he realised what she meant. 

In a posh, composed, well-spoken voice, he replied: "I apologise, Daughter of Insenguard, I am still getting used to that title. It was only last night when the Empress made me Chancellor," 

Clearly, the woman was still in shock at talking to someone who had been in the Empress' presence. 

"Um, of course, my Lord. Why do you come down here with us mortals?" 

Alvis gave a loud chuckle. 

"Daughter, you must remember we are all the same in the eyes of the Empress, and my friend, you come from Gauic I presume judging by your accent," 

The woman sank a little. 

"Um yes, my Lord and you?" 

"Northern Gauic. It has been a chaotic week, hasn't it?" 

The woman gave a friendly smile. 

Alvis was partly relieved to have another one of his kin in Insenguard. At least someone else had survived. 

The torturous memories of whipping, Slaughter, blood and burning cities filled his mind. 

The woman placed a hand on his arm. 

She withdrew it immediately. 

"I'm so sorry, my Lord. I shouldn't be touching or walking the same air as..."

Alvis waved her silent. 

He turned slightly and gestured with his hand to the beauty of the market and surrounding city of Insenguard. 

"Nobody would have thought just a week ago that the Empress and her forces had reconquered their homeland. Not a single mark of those dark times. Yet Insenguard only had a small military after their Conquest. So, they had no citizens,"

The woman gave a friendly smile. 

"No, my Lord. As soon as I heard they conquered Insenguard. I packed up my family and fled. The madness, war and burning of Gauic. And you, my Lord? I know you were in the North. That's semi-independent, right?"

Alvis paused. 

Gathering up the courage to retell his short tale. 

He let out a long deep breath. 

A tear welled up in his right eye. 

"Yes, Daughter of the Empress, but the North had it worse. My wife was tortured, her limps ripped from her body. My unborn son was chomped out of her womb by the wolves. My infant son was thrown off a cliff by the Gauic King. My wife screamed for me to find and continue to do good. You see I was the Chancellor for the King as well. But I disagreed with him. But when news reached me of Insenguard being free. I joined the masses in travelling here,"

Alvis smiled. Feeling a heavy load off his chest. 

The woman nodded. 

Looking around the market. 

"That’s why we're all here Chancellor. The Empress offered us hope and a new life. That's why I will die for her before I see Insenguard fall,"

Alvis quickly nodded. 

Turned away to wipe his eyes and turned back to her. 

"My friend, I am attending the Funeral followed by the Empress' Departure Feast tonight. Could I buy a black Insenguardian Suit please?"

The woman almost ignored him. 

Picking out a stunning long black tight suit with wondrous gold threads running throughout the fabric. 

Alvis gave her some coins including a very healthy tip, nodded his thanks and took the suit. 

Without thinking, he dashed over to the fire and bought himself some of the freshly cooked meat.

The fresh delicious meat filled his nose and senses.

Holding up the brown bread bun filled with the freshly cooked meat, Alvis chomped down on it.

His mouth exploded with the fresh earthy flavours of the spices.

He beamed with delight.

“Go away!” the woman screamed from the clothing market stall.

Alvis shot around.

He saw two large men standing at her stall.

Two pistols drawn.

Their long black cloaks blowing in the light warm wind.

Everyone slowly backed away.

Alvis walked over to the men.

The taller of the brutish men turned to face Alvis. 

Whipping out his badge of authority.

He was an Officer of Justice.

Alvis rolled his eyes.

Becoming very annoyed that he wasn’t able to finish enjoying his meat sandwich.

“What is the issue, Officers?” Alvis calmly spoke.

“Go away, Chancellor. This is none of your business,”

“What is the issue please?”

“Go away, Chancellor! I mean it. You have no authority outside a council meeting. You are nothing but a glorified chairman!”

Alvis laughed hard.

“What is the...” Alvis started.

The smaller of the brutes answered: “She is a Gauic, a scum,”

Alvis’ hands formed fists.

Before he dropped them.

Gesturing to the surrounding markets, Alvis added: “No, she is not Gauic. She may have been there, but she is an Insenguardian. As are we all Officers. We have all fled nightmares and torture. We are all Insenguardians now,”

The Officers pointed their weapons firmly at the woman.

The Chancellor walked over to them.

Standing in front of the guns.

He chuckled.

“By the Power invested in me by the God Empress, I declare you drop your weapons, and you leave this woman alone. She is now under the Direct Protection of the Throne under the Refugee Act subsection 8c,”

The Officers looked at one another, unsure.

“Do not throw your lives away by committing a Capital Offence,”

The Officers lowered their weapons and ran away.

Alvis turned to her.

“Oh, thank you, my Lord. Is that Act even real?”

“Heavens no, my dear. I made it up. He was right. I have no power outside of Council Meetings. Now, my dear, I must go back to my sandwich,”
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Glaring towards the massive black steel stage, Alvis watched the Empress give her honourable noble words of righteousness to the masses.

Alvis stood against the immense stone walls of the fortress on the left-hand side of the equally immense chamber.

Alvis had to admire the craftsmanship of the chamber. It was easily the size of ten football pitches and ten stories high with immense cold blocks of grey stone. 

Running his fingers across a stone block, Alvis gave a slightly inappropriate laugh as the odd rough texture of the stone tickled him. 

A few nearby soldiers looked at him, frowning. 

Turning his head to the right, sweat slowly formed on his forehead as he saw tens of thousands of soldiers in their thick black and gold Knight armour. 

The thought of being in a room with so many Insenguardian soldiers made Alvis drink his tall slim glass of Insenguardian champagne a bit quicker.

A part of Alvis wanted to leave as his stomach kept churning. 

He felt like an outsider. 

He was one. 

How could Alvis ever hope to fit in with these 'true' Insenguardians?

Turning his head back to the Empress, Alvis had to admit she was a beautiful woman and that voice. 

Despite, Alvis being tens of metres away from the stage, which was tens metres of tall itself, Alvis appreciated her speaking skills. 

A part of him smile at that bit, he hated public speaking. 

Occasionally, he had to address his former nation but he always sweated
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