
EMPEROR HULU’S 

DAUGHTER

A Novel of Love, Power, and Justice in the Tohulu Empire

BY

J. MICHAEL

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher. Any person who does any unauthorized act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

info@sidomexpublishing.com

www.sidomexpublishing.com

www.jmichaelauthor.com

Text copyright © 2026 by J. Michael

Published by Sidomex Publishing, a division of Sidomex Universal Ltd., Nigeria.
SIDOMEX UNIVERSAL LTD.

www.sidomexuniversal.com

All Rights Reserved
Connect with J. Michael on Social Media:
Website: www.jmichaelauthor.com

Instagram: @jmichael_author

X (Twitter): @JMichaelAuthor2

TikTok: @jmichaelauthor

Facebook: @jmichaelauthor

[image: ][image: Sidomex Universal publisher logo]
Dedication

This work, born of quiet struggles and unspoken dreams, is devoted:

To my beloved wife who has been and continues eternally to be my constant light in seasons of darkness, my refuge when the world grew uncertain. Your patience, your sacrifices, and your unwavering belief in me gave strength to my weary steps when I thought I could go no further. Every page of this novel carries the imprint of your love.

To my dear children, whose laughter has been my daily reminder of hope and purpose. May you in reading these words understand that every sacrifice, every sleepless night, and every distant journey was made with your future in my heart. You are the reason I dared to dream beyond my limits.

To my brothers, sisters, close relatives and friends, whose presence in my life has been a steady thread of strength, encouragement, and shared memory. Each of you, in your own way, has shaped the person I have become. Through your support, your counsel, and even your quiet belief in me, you have contributed to this journey more than words can fully express. I carry you all with me in this achievement. To those who are no longer here to witness this moment, your spirit lives within every word I have written. This achievement is as much yours as it is mine.

Finally, to all those who take the time and patience to read this work, and hopefully my other stories, thank you. In a world that moves so quickly, your willingness to pause, to feel, and to journey through these pages is a gift I do not take for granted. You give life to these words, and for that, I am deeply grateful.

This book is not merely a story, it is a testament to love, sacrifice, and the enduring power of those who believe in us, even when we falter.

With all my heart.
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CHAPTER 1: THE EMPEROR’S DECISION
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Once upon an exceptionally long time ago, the Tohulu Empire stretched farther than any kingdom the world had ever known.

From the mountains of the north to the great southern forests, its lands obeyed the will of one man: Emperor Noko Hulu who was exactly six feet five inches tall and extremely muscular.

For nearly forty years his strength had kept the empire united.

Kings bowed before him, armies feared him, and even the wild beasts of the forest seemed to sense his power and steered clear of him, while birds often stopped in flight to stare at and admire his impressive physique.

Yet on a hot morning in the imperial capital of Pulu, Emperor Hulu made a decision that would shake the entire empire.

He would choose a husband for his daughter.

And whoever won her hand would one day inherit the greatest empire on earth.

Kevi, whose name meant the most beautiful in the Tohulu tongue, was his only child.

Hulu lost his wife when Kevi was only five years old.

He refused to remarry and instead devoted himself to raising his daughter with the help of the palace staff.

He loved Kevi deeply and decreed that she would one day succeed him as Empress of the Tohulu Empire. From an early age Kevi attended his Council meetings and accompanied him on hunting trips.

When Kevi turned eighteen, Emperor Hulu decided it was time to select a husband for her.

To find the best possible husband for his daughter, and to ensure that her future children, particularly her sons, would be as tall and strong as himself, he established very rigorous criteria for selecting her husband.

To begin the process, he called a meeting of the Council of Kings of Tohulu.

The ten kings who ruled the ten regions of the Tohulu nation travelled as fast as they could to reach Pulu, not knowing what the meeting would be about.

Those ruling the farthest parts of the nation took as much as 7 days to get there in their stylishly decorated carriages. Following their arrival the meeting of the Council of Kings was arranged for the next day.

As soon as all the kings were seated in the emperor’s great hall, Brutoko Falela, Emperor Hulu’s Chief Adviser, the equivalent of a modern Chief of Staff, walked in.

In a loud voice he announced:

“Emperor Hulu, the mightiest of the mighty and ruler of the entire universe, has arrived and will now enter the hall.”

All the kings rose to their feet and bowed their heads as Emperor Hulu walked slowly toward his gold-encrusted throne, which stood high above the level of the kings.

“Wisest men of our great nation, be seated,” he said. “I salute and welcome you to my palace.”

He waited until they had all taken their seats before continuing.

“If you are wondering why I have summoned you here today, wonder no more, for in a few minutes I shall inform you.

“But first, the gods require that you drink and eat to the good health of your emperor. Their will must now be done.”

Brutoko gave a signal. Immediately, more than fifty beautiful maidens, lightly dressed in ceremonial garments, moved gracefully from one end of the hall toward the tables of the kings and began serving them food and drink.

At the same time, a troupe of dancers emerged from another side of the hall and began performing for the emperor and his guests.

Standing nearby, Brutoko watched the show with his deputy, Wubi Vapo, at his side.

“Did the emperor tell you what this meeting is about?” Vapo whispered.

“He did,” Brutoko replied quietly, shifting his tall, bony frame slightly so that his mouth remained out of the emperor’s line of sight.

“It is all about finding what he believes will be the right husband for his lazy daughter. What a waste of our time and resources.”

After one hour of eating, drinking and entertainment of the kings, Hulu gave a barely perceptible sign and Brutoko moved swiftly to bring the show to an end.

“Wisest men of our great nation,” Hulu recommenced. “I am happy to tell you that my daughter has reached the age of 18 and is now ready to be married by any of your princes that meet the conditions stipulated by our gods and communicated to me in my dream.”

“The lucky man would have to meet three conditions. First a suitor must be a powerful prince from the Tohulu nation, secondly, he must be over 6ft tall and thirdly he must be very handsome.”

Ehe Bositi, the big, bodied king who was seated at the head of the table and who all the kings deferred to as their leader coughed and raised his hand.

Hulu smiled and leaned back on his chair.

“Yes Bositi, I suspected you will be the first to speak, even before I finish. What great wisdom do you want to impart right away?”

Emperor Hulu was well known for his ferocious temper and extremely short fuse which could lead to serious consequences for whoever was unfortunate to be at the receiving end.

But Bositi had a special relationship with Hulu, going as far back as their childhood days when Bositi’s father was the Chief adviser of Emperor Hulu’s father.

The kings therefore all turned expectantly to Bositi, knowing that his interruption would not lead to fireworks.

“There is no need, my great Emperor, to go through all this trouble when my son, Restus, meets all the requirements and will be ready for the marriage this very minute.”

Despite knowing how close the two men were, most of the kings looked on with anxiety until they saw Hulu smile broadly.

“I thought of him,” Hulu said good naturedly, “but the problem my good friend is that he’s shorter than Kevi and a woman is not supposed to look down on her husband.”

Bositi laughed and all the other kings nervously joined him in laughing briefly and then waited for Hulu to continue.

“Brutoko will organize the ceremony to take place in exactly twelve weeks’ time here in Pulu.

“That gives each of you enough time to inform the young princes of your region, who meet the requirements, to present themselves.”

One of the kings raised his hand, stood up and bowed. “Are we my great Emperor allowed to select and send only those we consider good enough?”

Hulu’s response was swift. “Certainly not. Only the Emperor and his daughter can decide which man is good enough.

“Any young prince of the Tohulu nation that believes he meets the requirement is free to present himself, but you must make it clear to them that there’ll be severe punishment for anyone that does not meet the three requirements of height, prince hood and handsomeness and still presents himself.

“Also, only the princes of our nation, and not those of the subject nations of the empire, are allowed to present themselves.

“The suitor should measure his height and make sure he is an important prince before presenting himself.”

Immediately after the meeting with the kings, Brutoko began to take steps towards the organization of the selection ceremony.

As per tradition the ceremony was to be held over a four-day period in the gigantic Pulu arena that could seat up to a hundred thousand spectators, who would be allowed in on a first-come first-in basis.

Many Suitors were expected to sleep close by the arena in order to be among those to be considered for the following day ceremony.

In each of the four-day ceremony, twenty-five of the total number of suitors that got in first into the arena would be presented and at any point the emperor and his daughter could decide to end the process if they liked and selected a lucky suitor.

In the event no suitable candidate was selected over the four-day period, the ceremony was to be repeated each month until one was chosen.

As the chief organizer, Brutoko had enormous power over some aspects of the selection process, particularly those relating to who gets into the arena as a spectator or suitor and more importantly his well-known ability to influence the decisions of the emperor.

He intended to use those powers to the fullest in getting his son to be the chosen suitor.

Brutoko was not a well-liked person in Pulu, with much of the reason having nothing to do with him as a person.

Some of the kings, paramount chiefs and princes of Tohulu despised him as a lowly commoner who had managed to ingratiate himself to the emperor to the extent that he had come to wield more influence with him than any of them.

To worsen matters Brutoko was not even from Tohulu but rather was from the Snoko nation, which was one of the smallest and weakest nations of the Tohulu empire.

Brutoko’s father, Asbanas Falela, had been a servant in the palace of the king of Snoko when Hulu’s father, Cralam, who was then the emperor of Tohulu, conquered Snoko and the king tried to sneak out of his palace disguised as one of the servants.

Unfortunately for him Asbanas pointed him out to Hulu’s father who ordered him to be arrested and eventually executed.

As a reward for betraying his king, Emperor Cralam decided to take Asbanas back to Pulu as his servant and to the astonishment of the chiefs and people of Tohulu it did not take long before Asbanas had wormed his way into the heart of the emperor and into the position of close confidant.

Asbanas son, Brutoko became a permanent fixture at the emperor’s palace where he became a good friend of the emperor’s son, Noko Hulu.

Following the death of Asbanas, Emperor Cralam, decided to raise Brutoko in his palace and asked his son, Noko, to stay close to Brutoko who he had come to treat like a son.

That was how Brutoko got to be the Chief Palace adviser and confidant of Noko Hulu.

Although Brutoko remained a bachelor throughout his life he had a long amorous relationship with a lady from Snoko who ended up bearing a son for him.

Brutoko kept the fact a secret but took care of the boy, Joho Teka, and wanted the absolute best for him with the ultimate objective being the emperorship of the Tohulu empire.

With time he was able, by secretly pulling the right strings, to get Teka anointed as one of the important princes of the Tohulu nation, with hardly anyone knowing that Teka was from Snoko and not the Tohulu nation.

He had, before the decision of the emperor to go through a selection process, done as much as he could to get his son to be the future husband of Kevi, but for reasons he was yet to understand, the emperor had ignored all his subtle moves in that direction.

Brutoko therefore saw the coming ceremony as his last chance to get his son to be in a position of someday becoming emperor through marriage to the emperor’s daughter.

His plan for achieving his objective was well thought out.

He would ensure that only the ugliest suitors were brought in the first, second and third days of the ceremony and would be by the side of the emperor to advise against their selection.

He would on the fourth and last day arrange for his son to be among the remaining twenty-five contestants and strongly push for his selection.

He was confident that he could achieve his objective because his son was slightly over six feet tall, was an important prince of Tohulu and, as far as Brutoko was concerned, was about the most handsome man in the entire empire.
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CHAPTER 2: THE CONTEST OF HEARTS
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The first day of the ceremony arrived with a festive carnival atmosphere at the great Pulu Arena, which was filled to capacity.

The emperor sat upon his golden throne on an elevated platform, from which he looked down at the enormous crowd and the central area where the first twenty-five contestants would line up for inspection.

Kevi sat to his left, while Brutoko sat behind him on the right side.

Below the emperor, on another raised platform, were seated the senior officers of the palace guard and the army, as well as the kings of the Tohulu regions.

At a signal from Emperor Hulu, Vapo stepped forward.

Standing in the middle of the arena, he raised a large horn to his mouth and loudly announced the commencement of the ceremony.

The crowd erupted in cheers.

Moments later, the great gates of the arena were thrown open, and the first twenty-five contestants of the day filed inside.

They were guided toward the center of the arena, where they formed a straight line facing the emperor and his daughter.

The assessment began with their measurements.

The Chief Palace Tailor held a measuring rod exactly six feet in height.

Each contestant was required to stand against it to prove that he met the height requirement.

All of them were over six feet tall except one man, who gave his name as Nosa Adamantus.

He was slightly over five feet tall.

As the crowd burst into laughter, Vapo sternly asked him whether he knew the requirements for entering the contest.

Adamantus calmly replied that he did.

“Are you a prince?” Vapo asked.

The laughter grew even louder when Adamantus answered that he was not a prince at all, but a fisherman from one of the regions of the empire.

He was also, by all appearances, the least handsome of the contestants.

The crowd suddenly fell silent when Emperor Hulu, visibly angered by the deception, gave a sharp signal.

At once, palace guards seized Adamantus and dragged him away to be severely flogged for violating the emperor’s instructions.

After Adamantus was removed, the remaining twenty-four contestants were presented one by one to the emperor and his daughter.

None was selected.

Throughout the process, Brutoko repeatedly leaned close to the emperor and whispered reasons why each candidate should be rejected. Some were said to lack sufficient princely dignity; others were considered not handsome enough.

By early evening, the ceremony ended without a single successful suitor.

The following day, another group of twenty-five contestants entered the arena.

To the astonishment of the crowd, Adamantus appeared among them again.

The spectators erupted in cheers and laughter, but the emperor was furious.

This time, Hulu ordered that Adamantus be flogged twice as severely as the day before.

As the guards dragged him away, Adamantus shouted that he loved the princess.

His declaration earned him no mercy.

The remaining twenty-four contestants faced the same fate as those from the first day: all were rejected.

Meanwhile, Brutoko watched with growing satisfaction. His plan seemed to be unfolding exactly as he had intended.

One hour before the third day’s ceremony began, the Chief Entrance Supervisor rushed to inform Brutoko that Adamantus had somehow managed to enter the arena yet again and was among the first twenty-five contestants.

The official asked whether Adamantus should be removed immediately.

To his surprise, Brutoko ordered that Adamantus be allowed to proceed.

“Only the emperor can make such a decision,” he said calmly.

Thus, to the shock of Emperor Hulu, Princess Kevi, and the entire crowd, Adamantus appeared once more among the contestants on the third day.

The emperor’s rage was now uncontrollable.

He decreed that Adamantus should not only be punished severely but executed if he dared to appear again.

Many in the crowd had begun to admire the fisherman’s courage, yet they prayed that he would not be foolish enough to challenge the emperor a fourth time.

Brutoko, however, secretly hoped that he would.

On the fourth and final day of the ceremony, Adamantus did not appear among the contestants.

The crowd felt relieved, and both Hulu and Kevi seemed calmer.

All twenty-five contestants met the height requirement and looked suitably princely. Yet two men stood out clearly from the rest: one dressed in a red robe, the other in a golden robe.

Both were strikingly handsome and the last two left after the other twenty-three contestants had been dismissed.

One of them was Brutoko’s own son.

Without hesitation, Brutoko leaned close to the emperor and whispered:

“My great emperor, we finally have before us the most suitable husband for our beloved princess. The prince in the red robe is surely the finest choice.”

Emperor Hulu studied the two men carefully.

To him, both appeared equally impressive.

Turning toward his daughter, he asked quietly:

“Which of these two do you prefer?”

Kevi had overheard Brutoko recommending the prince in the red robe. Because she distrusted Brutoko and did not wish to owe him any influence over her future husband, she chose the other candidate, the prince in the golden robe.

Hulu nodded and to Brutoko’s fury, his son was rejected.

As his son was escorted from the arena, Brutoko struggled to hide his rage. In his heart he swore that he would do everything in his power to destroy both the emperor and his daughter.

After the departure of Brutoko’s son the prince in the golden robe bowed and remained that way until Hulu gestured to him to straighten up and come forward.

He called himself Potil.

His robe was decorated with small nuggets of gold, and his slow, majestic walk toward the emperor drew admiration from the crowd.

He bowed deeply once again before the emperor and remained bent until the blessing rites were completed. Then he turned and saluted the cheering spectators.

The crowd roared with approval as the emperor announced that Potil was the chosen suitor.

The marriage ceremony was scheduled for the following day under a blazing, cloudless sky.

By tradition, Kevi was required to stand beside Potil for many hours while the empire’s medicine men performed rituals to ward off evil spirits and the emperor showered blessings upon the couple.

They appeared to be the perfect pair.

Potil stood tall and handsome, smiling confidently, while Kevi, beautiful beyond comparison, wore an expression that was strangely sad.

Emperor Hulu looked upon them proudly.

Just as the Chief Priest was about to pronounce them husband and wife, something extraordinary happened.

A strange transformation began.

The crowd gasped in shock.

Potil, once tall and handsome, began to shrink before their eyes.

The wax that had been used to construct the stilts on which he stood began melting under the fierce sun. At the same time, the wax that had shaped his handsome face softened and ran.

Within minutes, the tall prince was gone.

Standing beside Kevi was none other than Nosa Adamantus, the short fisherman who had been flogged three times for daring to enter the contest.

As may be expected emperor Hulu was livid with rage while Brutoko was suffused with joy as a totally unexpected opening for the return of his son emerged. He tried to look even more enraged than the emperor.

With the crowd roaring with laughter, Hulu gave a sign, and his palace guards picked up Adamantus and carried him onto the emperor’s platform. They forced Adamantus to his knees before the emperor, who looked down on him with hate filled eyes.

The crowd rightly guessed what was in store for Adamantus as with a raging voice the emperor decreed that Adamantus should not only be hanged but be severely punished before being killed, along with all his relatives.

To the surprise of everyone Adamantus stared back defiantly at the emperor and spoke fearlessly in a very loud and clear voice.

“Great Emperor of the Tohulus, I await my fate, not with tears, but with joy for I have done everything I can to marry the woman that I’ve loved with all my heart and soul from the first day I saw her.”

The anger of the emperor was frightful to see but Adamantus fearlessly continued his speech.

“You my great Emperor must not decree who your daughter must marry, because it is her and not you who will live with the decision for life.

“Let your daughter pick who she likes and if it’s anyone else, I would still rejoice for her.”

Livid with rage and unable to stand the effrontery of Adamantus anymore, the emperor drew his sword and rushed to kill Adamantus himself.

But just as the emperor’s sword was on its way down to strike Adamantus dead, the emperor’s hand stopped in midair; a stunned expression on his face for his beloved daughter had rushed onto the platform and jumped in front of Adamantus.

The crowd gasped in shock and the emperor stared open mouthed at his daughter who looked back calmly at him and then began to speak in a loud and very clear voice.

“My dear father and great emperor of the Tohulu Empire, I salute you as our father and fearless leader. I love you father just as much as you love me, and I know that you want me to live the rest of my life in happiness.”

Kevi paused and then continued steadily. “Happiness, father, cannot be guaranteed by a tall, handsome prince.

“Only love can and the proof of a man’s love for a woman is the extent to which he is prepared to go to declare and abide by that love.”

Emperor Hulu slowly lowered his sword as the words poured out of his daughter’s mouth.

“A man who is prepared, because of the love he has for me, to get severely flogged thrice and sacrifice his life is the type of man I want.”

Emperor Hulu continued to stare in shock. “Are you saying that you would like to marry this short, ugly commoner?” he finally asked in disbelief.

“No father,” Kevi replied. “What I am saying is that height, looks and wealth should not be the criteria for determining who should be my husband.

“The most important criterion, Father, should be love. Does he really love me? Do I love him?

“Please do not kill him but rather give love a chance for both of us to make up our minds.”

It was well known in the kingdom that Emperor Hulu would never refuse a passionate request from his one and only beloved daughter.

The crowd remained completely silent with bated breath to see if that would be the case in the unfolding drama and a great murmur of satisfaction swept over the arena when Emperor Hulu finally shrugged his shoulders and asked that Adamantus be brought to the palace the next morning.

When he turned and made his way out of the arena with Kevi by his side the delighted crowd cheered and clapped widely in support of the extraordinary decision he had just made.

Brutoko walked stiffly behind them, his plan torn to pieces.

His rage became so intense that he was at one point tempted to hurl himself at the emperor in a futile attempt to stop the unthinkable event of Adamantus marrying Kevi and being in line to succeed Hulu as the next emperor when Hulu passes away.
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CHAPTER 3: SEEDS OF CONSPIRACY
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Brutoko was not the only person enraged by what had happened in the arena.

Before leaving for Pulu to attend the meeting where Emperor Hulu announced his plan to select a husband for Kevi, King Bositi had already suspected that such a topic might arise.

Knowing that Kevi would soon turn eighteen, he had spoken at length with his son about the possibility of marrying the princess.

Although his son already loved another, the opportunity to marry Kevi, and ultimately become emperor of the Tohulu Empire, was too great to ignore. He eagerly urged his father to secure the emperor’s approval.

Because of their long-standing friendship, Bositi had been confident of success.

Instead, he was deeply humiliated when Emperor Hulu dismissed his son before the assembled kings.

The humiliation burned within him. Worse still, he now had to explain the rejection to his son.

For the first time in his life, Bositi struggled to meet his son’s eyes.

To his surprise, however, his son responded calmly, reminding him that any father had the right to decide his daughter’s future.

This reassured Bositi, temporarily.

But when the emperor, weeks later, allowed a mere fisherman to compete for Kevi’s hand, Bositi’s anger returned with renewed force.

A dangerous thought entered his mind.

Perhaps Emperor Hulu should no longer remain on the throne.

Bositi was one of the most powerful kings in the empire. His lands were rich in gold and diamonds, and his influence among the other kings and the army was considerable.

If the emperor were to die unexpectedly, few would oppose Bositi ascending the throne.

But how could such a thing be achieved?

Natural causes seemed unlikely. The emperor was strong and healthy.

An accident would be difficult. His security was unmatched.

Bositi reached a grim conclusion: the emperor’s death would have to be arranged.

After careful thought, he decided that a hunting accident would provide the most convincing explanation.

But he would need allies.

Two men came to mind: Foca Bilini, commander of the emperor’s personal guards, and Brutoko Falela, the emperor’s chief adviser.

Of the two, Brutoko seemed the most persuadable.

Before returning home, Bositi visited Brutoko the day after the disastrous failed wedding ceremony

Feigning warmth, Brutoko welcomed him.

“My great king, what a pleasant surprise.”

“I always value your counsel,” Bositi replied.

They spoke cautiously for nearly an hour.

Finally, Bositi spoke plainly.

“If the emperor allows that fisherman to marry his daughter,” he said, “what should we do?”

Brutoko paused, then answered quietly:

“Then we must remove the emperor and place you on the throne.”

Bositi gave a nervous laugh.

“I would hate to betray my friend.”

“No betrayal,” Brutoko said. “Only an unfortunate accident.”

Bositi understood.

That moment marked the birth of a dangerous conspiracy.

The idea of becoming emperor thrilled Bositi, though he knew it would not be easy. He urged caution and secrecy.

They agreed to act only if the marriage proceeded.

After parting, both men felt a grim satisfaction.

Brutoko had carefully concealed his true motives, presenting himself as a patriot.

Bositi briefly questioned his eagerness but dismissed the concern, assuming Brutoko sought power in a future regime.

Upon returning to his palace, Bositi summoned his son.

“Welcome back, Father,” Restus began eagerly.

“Thank you, my son,” Bositi interrupted. “You would not believe what has happened in Pulu.”

He explained everything, the contest, the fisherman, and the emperor’s decision.

Restus reacted with shock.

Bositi leaned closer and lowered his voice.

“This must remain between us,” he said. “Such a future cannot be allowed.”

He then revealed his intention: if he became emperor, Kevi would be given to Restus, securing their claim to the throne.
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CHAPTER 4: THE FIRST MOVES
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At Emperor Hulu’s request, Adamantus was brought to the imperial palace a week after the dramatic events in the arena.

It was late in the morning of a hot, bright day.

Brutoko noticed that Adamantus looked much neater than he had during the selection ceremony. He now wore the flowing white robes traditionally worn by princes of Tohulu, and his sandals appeared brand new. Brutoko immediately assumed that the emperor had arranged the clothing. What the emperor could not change, he thought bitterly, was the fisherman’s height.

Emperor Hulu was seated with his Council of Ministers when Adamantus entered the chamber. Adamantus knelt before the emperor and remained there until he was instructed to rise.

“From this day forward,” the emperor said, “you will serve as a minister in my government.”

The council murmured in surprise.

“You will also act as a principal coordinator between my ministers and myself.”

Adamantus bowed deeply. “I thank Your Majesty for this honour.”

The emperor continued, “You will live in a palace within my estate. My daughter has asked that you be given six months to prove that you deserve her affection.

“If at the end of that time she decides that she does not love you, you will be banished from the Tohulu nation forever.”

Adamantus bowed again. “I accept these conditions, Your Majesty.”

The council meeting then began.

The primary topic was a growing food shortage affecting Pulu and other major cities.

The Minister of Agriculture, Bak Sentril, explained that
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