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I'm a planetary governor for Emperor's sake. 

I am a noblewoman who serves the Emperor and my people dutifully. 

I don't deserve to be dragged from my bed chambers and dumped in this little shiny black box room, with nothing but two cold silver chairs, and a dodgy flicking light above us. 

And as for that woman sitting in front of me, she's ridiculous. 

With her mystic black leather cloak that covers her entire body, who is she trying to be? 

An assassin? 

Someone I'm meant to fear? 

She might be an Inquisitor of the Emperor, one of those almighty grand heroes who have absolute authority to investigate whatever in the human Empire, but I have done nothing wrong. 

So she has no right to treat me as such. 

Anyway, this Inquisitor is hardly pleasant to be around. 

I'm scared whenever she moves in case some of her stinking odour will be released into the air. 

It smells like a cross between a dying corpse and rotten eggs. 

Does this woman know the meaning of hygiene? 

She looked dismissively at me as she rolled her eyes. 

I wanted to punch her right then. 

But that's how I got into this position, my predecessor got in a fight with the Inquisition over acts of treachery, they deemed him a traitor, which he was, and a bullet was fired into his brain. 

Not that he had one in the first place! 

Oh... 

I might know why this rude woman dragged me in here. 

She might have heard, learnt, whatever I 'borrowed' a few large crates of explosives that was meant to be shipped out to battles in nearby systems. 

Well, I did it for a good cause. 

I wanted the explosives to give to my police force. 

They wanted military grade explosives to help raid a fortress suspected for crimes against the Emperor and the military refused. 

Now, I wasn't going to overrule my military. 

Come on. 

I'm crafty. 

I'm a liar. 

I lied to the Military Commander about the explosives but I'm not stupid. 

So, I found a way to get the explosives to them without anyone knowing. 

Except this overachieving Inquisitor must have found out. 

She moved in her chair. 

I wanted to gag from the smell of her. 

I could see words starting to form in her mind. 

Slowly, I took in a deep breath, I coughed, and I was going to give this woman my answer and I was going to be found innocent no matter what! 

The Inquisitor looked at me.

Her ugly pointed face was an assault on my eyes, but I managed.

Even her thin dry lips looked like an abomination.

She spoke in a posh god like voice, almost as if she of all people was above us all.

“You are a traitor,”

Well at least this Inquisitor is direct.

Normally, I like that in a person.

Not when I’m being interrogated though!

My mind started to race.

What should I say?

I’ve already lied to my military commander and that idiot must have told this woman about it.

I know Inquisitorial law is strange, but have I already technically lied to her?

Maybe my friends in the Inquisition had already learnt about my imprisonment. 

Maybe they were trying to get me out.

Yes, yes that must be the case.

I hope so.

Good memories of my past deeds danced across my mind as many Inquisitors had come to my world over the decades.

I was more than compliant in helping.

I even let them burn cities before in the name of the Emperor and stopping corruption.

On the Throne, I hope that has earned me some good will.

“You are a traitor,” she repeated.

Still, this woman stared at me.

At least she wasn’t moving.

Her toxic smell was starting to diffuse across the room.

Deciding to keep this woman mildly calm in my presence, I asked: “I am no such traitor,”

Her ugly twisted face morphed into a dark, evil smile.

She stared into my soul, almost as if I was her prey.

My heart started to pump faster.

If the Emperor is watching this moment, I would damn well wish he would do something!

“If you are no traitor. Then explain your crimes,”

I paused.

Nothing.

Was she going to tell me my supposed crimes?

Am I meant to be some kind of mind reader?

“Um, what crimes?” I asked hoping to move the conversation along.

If I’m going to be deemed a traitor by this woman, I might as well know why.

She didn’t talk.

I cocked my head.

Did this ugly Inquisitor not know?

“What crimes?” I repeated before realising what she was doing.

I have to admit she’s clever.

I think she must be trying to get me to confess to extra crimes.

She might be clever, but I am no traitor and I love my Emperor.

A small pain filled my knees.

I knew I had been sitting down for too long.

I stood up and stretched my legs on the chair.

Despite me sitting on it for so long, the cold metal of the chair bit at my skin.

Quickly looking at the Inquisitor, I saw she was smiling at me.

What is this woman doing?

I’ve heard Inquisitors would shoot me for moving without permission.

“You are being charged with terrorism and smuggling against the Emperor,” 

I sat back down and looked at her.

My eyebrows rose.

“What?” 

“You are being charged with terrorism and smuggling against the Emperor,” 

Really!

Does she know I can hear?

How the hell did moving explosives amount to terrorism?

Oh, maybe something happened.

Or maybe she’s playing games with me.

“I am no terrorist, smuggler or traitor. I love my Emperor. I serve him and this planet dutifully,”

“Your actions have killed over a thousand people,”

Well, now she’s lost me.

“Sorry, Inquisitor. You’ve lost me,”

“The attack you
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