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INTRODUCTION
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When it came to picking the series I would include in the Connor Whiteley Starter Kit series, I had to admit this was harder than I thought. My main problem is that I love series with a passion regardless of the genre, as well as I always try and write in series whenever I can. 

And series are brilliant fun too.

Sometimes this leads me to produce long-running series like Agents of the Emperor or the Bettie English Private Eye Mysteries. Or it leads me to produce shorter or more sporadic series that I hope to return to in the future but I don’t know for sure. Some examples of the latter include my Amelia Pinkie Private Investigator Mysteries, and my Jane Smith Amateur Sleuth (or I call this series my Little Old Lady Mysteries). 

Thankfully, I love all my series and I managed to pick five “true” series and then volume 6 in this series is more of a series by genre. 

This volume focuses on a brilliant, gripping, exciting science fiction series that I flat out love. It is my Agents of The Emperor series, which I cannot get enough of because it’s an imaginative, vivid and intoxicatingly rich science fiction universe that I seriously enjoy exploring.

Therefore, in this volume, you get to enjoy twenty unputdownable short stories allowing you to explore the rich nature of this universe, including a lot of great science fiction subgenres. From space opera to solarpunk to adventure and genetic engineering, you’ll be exploring tons of wonderful stories.

In addition, as a rule of thumb, I don’t actually talk about the inspiration for any of my series very often, because I don’t like to. Yet this series was inspired by my love for massive science fiction at an industrial scale, like Star Wars, Warhammer 40,000 and a few other universes. As well as my enjoyment of writing tense, high-stakes stories.

Whilst these short stories might not all contain high, species-ending stakes, a lot of the books do because the galaxy is a deadly thing that will kill humanity if we aren’t careful.

Therefore, the Agents of The Emperor series allows me to explore a billion different planets, a superhuman civil war and how different aspects of humanity will work in the far future. I love it, I have a lot of fun with each story, so I know you’ll enjoy them too.

And if you like this series then you can find all the novels and novellas of the series on all major eBook retailers, you can order the paperback and hardback from online retailers and your local bookstore and library if you request it. As well as you can find an audiobook version narrated by artificial intelligence for most of the books at selected audiobook retailers. 

Or just head on over to https://www.connorwhiteleyfiction.com/science-fiction

So now we know more about this enthralling series, let’s turn over the page and start reading some stellar stories. 
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GAMING FOR A SYSTEM
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Of all the ways of The Great Human Empire had fought wars, killed their enemies and defended humanity, Commander Harrison Thomas had to admit that playing a game with the winner taking over an entire solar system had to be the flat out weirdest way that he had ever heard of. Yet that was exactly what he was doing now.

Harrison stood in a massive spherical chamber with beautiful thick smooth blue walls made from the finest marble in the galaxy, little lines of blue light pulsed up and down the walls giving the chamber such warmth and there was a very large hovering metal platform that Harrison stood on now.

He had to admit the metal platform was strange and he actually felt a little sick whenever he looked over the edge, staring down at the bottom of the spherical chamber tens of metres below him. He didn’t know who had created the chamber, all he knew was that this was where he had to play a game with the leader of the traitor forces to determine the fate of a solar system.

Harrison really wasn’t a fan of the icy coldness of the chamber that chilled his skin, despite him wearing thick black body armour that hummed ever so slightly as the armour tried to keep his body warm. Harrison was really starting to wonder if the armour was going to work, or if he was actually going to freeze in here.

That’s exactly how cold it was.

As another pulse of blue light went up and down the chamber’s smooth walls, Harrison noticed that at the very top of the spherical chamber, there was a little orb-like device. The orb was as black as night, and the longer Harrison looked at it the more he felt a little unsure of himself, like the device was feeding into all his self-doubt about his abilities as a commander, friend and father.

Besides the gentle humming of his armour as it tried (and failed) to keep him warm, there wasn’t any sound in the chamber. That alone was flat out disturbing to Harrison considering he was one of the unfortunate souls that had been born on the blade-like warships of the Empire.

He had always known sound. The first thing he had heard all those years ago wasn’t the laughter or talking or smiling of his mother and father, it had been the gentle hum of the bright piston-like engines as they pushed the blade-like warship through the cold void of space.

Harrison had always known sound and whenever he didn’t hear the almost silent background noise of the engines, he always struggled to focus because it was such a big sound that was missing from his life and his environment.

But the weirdest thing about the spherical chamber just had to be the strange smell of freshly smoked salmon, cod and rotten mackerel, and even worst Harrison really, really hated the foul taste of greasy fried fish on his tongue. The fish smell was so overwhelming that Harrison seriously wanted to pass out.

At least that way he wouldn’t have to put up with that awful smell that defined all logic, considering he was literally the only other thing in the chamber, and he sure as hell didn’t smell of rotten fish.

“Player Two Joining Soon,” a loud computerised voice said.

Harrison wanted to take a few more steps closer to the relatively small centre of the metal platform he was standing on, but he was almost too scared to move.

He just knew that the metal platform was perfectly safe but because it truly looked and felt like it was just hovering there, he stupidly believed that too much movement actually would cause it to fall or tilt.

Harrison just smiled at himself because he really was being silly, and he really blamed the Empire Army for keeping him so trapped in the silver oval bridge of his destroyer class blade-like warship, instead of allowing him to explore the galaxy like he wanted.

All Harrison had really wanted was a little more freedom to explore the Empire with, at least that way he would actually have an opportunity to see what the galaxy was like. Maybe that way he wouldn’t be so scared of moving on a hovering metal platform.

A bang echoed around the spherical chamber and the pulses of blue light became more and more frequent.

Harrison just watched as on the other side of the metal platform two columns of blue smoke swirled, twirled and whirled round each other for a moment until a figure appeared and Harrison seriously wasn’t happy with what he saw.

And now his mission was crystal clear.

Harrison just stared with utter horror as he focused on the three-metre-tall superhuman soldier wearing his crimson red battle armour that was styled on medieval knight armour from ancient Earth, and Harrison really focused on the massive gun attached to his waist.

The gun alone was probably the size of Harrison’s chest.

Thankfully, the superhuman had his face helmeted, Harrison really didn’t want to see what monstrous face called that superhuman body home.

Harrison couldn’t believe that after all the intense fighting in both space, ground and the atmosphere of the planets that the superhuman traitors had decided to negotiate with Earth that the fate of the solar system they were all fighting over would be decided with a simple game.

Harrison wasn’t even sure what the point of fighting over the Domino System (at least that’s what he believed the system was called. All the fighting and battles made those sort of pointless details so trivial) in the first place. 

The entire 8 planet system used to belong to some dumb alien race with two heads, four beetle-like arms and a snail-like tail but the Empire had wiped them out and now the traitors wanted it for themselves. 

Harrison was flat out against just giving over Empire territory to those monsters so he was going to fight and win this game no matter what.

“Game Mode Selection Starting,” a computerized voice said.

A hissing sound filled the icy cold air as the superhuman unsealed his helmet and the pressurized air escaped, revealing a cold face filled with twisted tattoos, scars and shattered jawbones that Harrison just found utterly disgusting to look at.

“This is what you’re Empire did to me,” the superhuman said.

Harrison just shrugged. Harrison was hardly going to apologise or something, it was exactly what the superhuman deserved after daring to betray the glorious Emperor for stupid and pathetic reasons about the traitors wanting their own power, influence and evil justice.

“Why are we playing?” Harrison asked.

The superhuman face twisted into a strange type of grin. “Because you know what legion I am from and you know I want to have a little fun. Why would I kill so many fleshy juicy humans when I can simply win a game and get you to leave in peace?”

Harrison seriously wasn’t impressed with this superhuman, and he was sadly right, out of the nine superhuman Legions that the Emperor created, 6 had turned traitor and Harrison just wasn’t happy that he was facing a superhuman from the Hydra Legion.

A legion that specialised in disinformation and spying. Basically they were tricksters in plain sight.

Definitely not the sort of people Harrison wanted to be playing a game with.

“Game Selected,” the computerised voice said. “Welcome to the First and Only Round of Domino Death,”

Of all the stupid games in the Empire, Harrison seriously hadn’t wanted to play Domino Death. He had only heard of this so-called legendary game once or twice in his life and the result was always deadly.

From what he understood of the game, the two players would have to match numbers on silver dominos made from freshly killed human bones and whoever lost the game would die.

But what concerned Harrison even more than the whole dying thing was that he had also sadly heard that electric currents randomly went through each of the dominos, and if a person touched one of the electrified pieces then they would get a very nasty electric shock.

A shock that grew in intensity with each turn.

Harrison was seriously not looking forward to this.

“Traitor Superhuman Selected as Player One,” the computerised voice said.

Harrison just frowned as a small wooden table materialised in front of him, Harrison wasn’t a fan of its icy cold wooden tabletop that was perfectly smooth and covered in twenty silver dominos made from bone. They were all ranged in a perfect grid and they might have looked perfectly safe but Harrison just knew that that wasn’t true in the slightest.

“You want to quit now?” the traitor superhuman asked, his voice booming and deafening.

Harrison shook his head, if he quit now then an entire solar system would be damned to being ruled by monstrous traitors and the dying rule of the game would still be in effect.

Only one of them was leaving this chamber alive.

The superhuman tapped one of his dominos and Harrison quickly realised that the superhuman could easily survive a lot more electric shocks than him.

A bright blue hologram appeared in the centre of the metal platform showing a large picture of the domino that the superhuman selected. 

It was a simple piece that Harrison would have picked, it had six dots on both ends, limiting the options of the enemy player but still giving them just enough options to make the game last a little longer.

Harrison had even heard of Domino Death games lasting three turns before they were over and the losing player was dead. Harrison just seriously hoped this superhuman wasn’t that skilful of a player.

Harrison looked down at his dominos perfectly arranged in a grid pattern and he touched a domino with six dots at one end and a single dot at the other end.

The superhuman laughed.

Harrison was just glad not to get an electric shock for now. 

The Superhuman hesitated before playing and just looked at Harrison. “Do you really know what is going on here?”

Harrison shrugged. Of course he did, he was playing a game to save a solar system, his career and making sure the traitors were defeated.

“You clearly don’t,” the superhuman said. “This game is rigged against both of us. My legion created this chamber for us both to die in, as we speak my Legion is attacking a sleeping Empire army fleet as they believe we wouldn’t attack until the game was over,”

Harrison’s frown only grew. This was so typical of the traitors.

“You are one of the leading Commanders in the defence of the system so you need to die,” the superhuman said. “And my legion wants me dead or me to prove myself because of my failures on past missions,”

Harrison smiled a little. He could hopefully work with that, a man that needed to prove himself could be manipulated and desperate.

The superhuman pressed a domino and Harrison swore under his breath as a hologram of a domino with six dots at both ends appeared.

Harrison looked down at his pieces and there weren’t any more pieces with six dots on them, and he only had a single domino with another single dot on one end and it had five dots on the other end.

Harrison pressed it and hissed as a small electric shock flew up his arm.

The superhuman went again using a domino with a five dot piece and a single dot on the other end.

Harrison was screwed. He didn’t have any more dominos to play and if he pressed an incorrect one then he would automatically lose the game and end and the traitors would be free to invade the entire solar system and rule it forever.

Harrison couldn’t allow that.

The Superhuman smiled. “You lost already?”

Harrison didn’t even speak. He couldn’t, he wasn’t sure if his voice would crack or something, he was feeling so much guilt, anger and disappointment at himself.

He should have known the traitors they would attack his fleet whilst he was playing some kind of stupid game but all games, even rigged ones, could be won in the end.

Harrison just wanted, needed to just find how the hell he was meant to fix all of this.

And he just knew it all came down to trying to outsmart the Hydra Legion. They were the ones that set up the rigged game in the first place and the amazing thing about Domino Death was that you could still kill your opponent without having to win the game itself.

All Harrison needed to do was make sure the superhuman touched an electrified domino but of course that wouldn’t work as whatever piece Harrison touched next would kill him. All because he didn’t have another correct domino that had a single dot on one end.

“I’ll time call you,” the superhuman said.

“No you won’t because the rules of Domino Death says this is an illegal game,” Harrison said, having absolutely no idea if this was true or not.

The superhuman cocked his head slightly. “Liar. Domino Death is not an Empire Sanctioned Game, it does not have its own Governing Organisation,”

Harrison loved it when the enemy helped him by giving him certain pieces of information. Now he only had to convince the superhuman that there was.

“I’m surprise,” Harrison said standing up perfectly straight. “I thought the Hydra Legion knew everything but you are a failure in the eyes of your Legion so I still won’t forgive you, but there is a governing organisation of Domino Death,”

The superhuman spat at Harrison. His acidic spit burning a small hole in Harrison’s body armour.

“Liar,” the superhuman said.

“This is why you’re a failure in the eyes of your legion,” Harrison said. “Two weeks ago the EDDA, Empire Domino Death Association got founded and rested official guidance on how to play the game. And according to their rules this is a sham game and an illegal one!”

The superhuman shook his head. “It doesn’t matter. My Legion will burn your Empire to the ground. They will kill your friends, your family, your everything!”

“Superhuman had admitted lack of legality of the game,” the computerised voice said. 

“What!” the superhuman shouted. 

Harrison took a few steps back as the blue light that pulsed up and down the smooth walls of the chamber got a lot faster.

The superhuman smashed his fist down on the wooden table with all his silver domino pieces. 

“Player 1 has played a domino out of turn. He loses the game,” the computerised voice said.

Harrison loved it how the superhuman’s eyes lit up and widened in utter horror as the entire chamber hummed, popped and banged.

The superhuman just glared at Harrison. “You!”

The superhuman charged at Harrison.

But Harrison just knew that he didn’t have to react or anything because he had won and he just had a little feeling that the spherical chamber was always going to protect its winner.

A massive lightning bolt shot down from the ceiling.

Turning the superhuman to ash.

Thick blue columns of smoke swirled, twirled and whirled around Harrison as he was teleported off to safety and he really had to finish off these traitors once and for all.

***
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A day later, Harrison sat in his large bright white office with yellow orbs of light hovering just below the smooth blue ceiling, giving the office such a wonderful sense of spaciousness and Harrison really did love his office.

Harrison sat on his smooth metal desk chair that was perfectly warm against his bum and back and shoulders, he didn’t feel any discomfort thankfully, and it really was the perfect place to sit on so he could use his silver metal desk that hovered in front of him.

Harrison had spent the past day fighting, giving orders and shouting at members of his command crew from his oval bridge about how to destroy the traitor forces that were attacking them, and thankfully after a full day of fighting them had managed to win the battle.

And the Hydra Legion were in full retreat.

On Harrison’s desk, he had dealt himself some jet-black dominos and he was just playing by himself. He really liked the coldness of them against his touch, and the freshly opened pack made the air smell of damp and refreshing so the dominos were probably packed up on some jungle world somewhere in the Empire.

It was a very nice change to the strange fishy air of the spherical chamber. 

But as Harrison moved the little pieces of dominos about as he played faster and faster against him, he was really surprised at the sheer power of games and what they meant to different people.

Games had the power to give people pleasure, they had the power to exchange solar systems from the hands of good guys to bad guys and vice versa, and most importantly games had the power to kill people. Harrison really didn’t wish the latter on anyone else but that was war at the end of the day.

So as Harrison finished up playing dominos by himself, he was so glad to have the small almost-invisible humming of his blade-like warship’s engines in the background and he just knew exactly what he was going to do moving forward.

He was always going to keep fighting the enemy, protecting humanity and surprisingly enough, he was going to keep playing games by himself and his amazing crew. Because games were powerful and Harrison seriously wanted to be the most powerful player in the galaxy for the sake of the Emperor.

And he just knew that was going to be a hell of a lot of fun indeed.

––––––––
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STOWAWAY IN THE MINOR SECTION
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Now believe in me, I might look like a pretty little flower with my wonderful long blond hair, smooth baby-face skin and thin-as-a-rake body, but I am not some kiddy to be messed with. Just asked my school bullies, my older brother and basically anyone who has ever tried to be horrible to little old me.

Thankfully I can easily pass for a child even though I’m 22, meaning I can easily drink my adults and illegal drinkers well under the table before last orders, so I do like to have a lot of fun mind you.

My name is Abigail Johnson, a rather respectable (if I do say so myself) woman from the Emperor-forsaken world of Junglius Primus, a massive world covered in lakes, jungles and Empire Army Fortresses, and on a minor travel note if you ever decide to come to our beloved planet definitely make sure you pack  Killer-bug spray, hook up with some Empire Army soldiers for an amazing night and just watch your back.

Criminals are everywhere.

Yet I must apologise because I am digressing, but I suppose that makes sense since superhuman traitors have started to invade the system, our worlds are burning and there is a massive evacuation on the way, but we all know us plebs aren’t going to be evacuated in time which was why I am being rather clever in my opinion.

And before you judge me for running away or being a coward. Please know I actually did try to get my older brothers and sisters and nob parents to come with me on my special plan but they refused.

See I’m not completely self-obsessed. I did try to save my family but nope, they trusted in the so-called God Emperor to save them.

At least I’ll hopefully be far away for when their world becomes a planet-sized grave. Because I am going to run away on a military transport.

I was standing behind a very cold and very thick oak tree in the immense forest of my local neighbourhood surrounded by other thick oaks with their roots bending and twisting up the brown hard soil. Large branches whacked each other in the cool breeze as the wind huffed and puffed as the chaos beyond the forest unfolded.

But I was a lot more interested in what was going on just over the hill in front of me because, all I could see was a large grey blade-like shuttle that I was seriously hoping beyond hope that was a transport out of this doomed world.

With the only sound in the forest being the branches hitting each other I was fairly sure that I was alone and safe and without a fellow human to stop me, so I carefully went down onto my knees and crawled forward towards the brow of the hill.

As I crawled I made sure to enjoy the cold rough sensations of the soil, the cool breeze against my cheeks and the itchy sensations coming from my chest after last night’s fun.

After a few moments I popped my head over the brow of the slight hill and just smiled, because right on the other side of the slightly steep hill was a very large blade-like shuttle that had to be a transport with Empire Army signatures and symbols covering the entire thing.

This was actually what I needed.

The transport was sitting there perfectly parked in a smallish clearing with thick oak trees lining the outside of the clearing, and there didn’t look to be a single soldier or guard or even an Arbiter (think scary killer police) walking around.

It was just like the Empire was asking for the transport to be stolen.

But I will confess the strangest thing about the shuttle was that thing exactly, all the soldiers I had slept with over the past year alone (and please don’t ask me the number I don’t remember) always mentioned how many guards and guard shifts they had to do whenever they were docked so why was this ship any different?

A massive explosion echoed around the forest. Columns of black smoke rose up veiling the sky in the distance.

Well I didn’t need any more encouragement than that to get my sorry ass moving.

I shot up and legged it towards the shuttle.

I tripped over as I ran down the steep slopes.

Rolling down until I hit my arm on one of the shuttle’s landing pads. Which in all fairness was nothing more than a thick rod of metal connected to a pistol and a square of metal that formed the feet.

This was clearly an older model of transport. Just my luck.

Pain radiated through my arm but now I had another problem because none of the landing ramps or ways to get into the shuttle were open. Just typical. 

I was about to start banging on the shuttle when I heard a loud humming sound followed by a whoosh and a bang, and at the very back of the transport a very large black ramp lowered down.

Out of instinct (and my own cowardice) I hid behind one of the landing pads and watched as a very humanoid-looking robot with grey metal casing and a very horrible face “walked” down and started inspecting the clearing.

Whilst the little robot was walking about doing Emperor knows what, I quietly went over to the landing ramp and was so relieved to see there was a sign above the ramp saying Minors Welcome.

I was so pleased because all I had to do was pretend to be a child and I would be safe, loved and protected against the evil invaders so I simply climbed aboard and was rather shocked at what I saw next.

The inside of the transport itself was nothing special, it was only a long metal tube-like construction but there were two rather long rows of metal chairs built into the walls with men and women sitting on them.

The men and women weren’t smiling, their faces were covered in grim and mud and dirt and I could see as plain as day that they all had good sized muscles under their grey uniforms. Maybe I could talk to some of the men after this.

Then it finally twigged.

I didn’t fucking read minors welcome. I fucking read miners welcome.

I wasn’t a miner and knowing the Empire Army these miners were going to be taken against their will to some forgettable mining world on a suicide mission.

I couldn’t have that.

So I did what all self-respecting young women do in times of crisis. I turned around and ran like a bat out of hell.

But my body slammed into the very friendly looking robot who was back from checking the clearing.

The robot grabbed me, picked me up and threw me into an empty metal chair that was icy cold let me tell you and a metal dog collar wrapped around my neck. The landing ramp and door closed behind the robot.

This stupid robot actually thought I was a miner.

Idiot.

Then the robot simply disappeared and I felt the horrible engines jerk, hum and vibrate as I presume the blade-like shuttle took off and started to zoom off into the icy depths of space.

“We could have told you not to come,” the man sitting next to me said.

I just shrugged. I would have liked to know why the hell they didn’t just tell me to run sooner or at all for that matter. But I was stuck here now.

“I guess you’re not a miner deary are you?” a middle-aged woman said opposite me.

I just glared at her, that was as clear as day, and now I was probably doomed to a life of damnation, hard work and doomed to die pounding on my rocks and not the type of pounding that I like to receive.

So I guess it was up to me to get us all out of here or at least myself because I wasn’t a miner, or just not the minor that was wanted.

“Are there forms of security there?” I asked.

Everyone shrugged and everyone sort of looked half asleep besides from the man and woman next to and opposite me.

They were both attractive people in their own sort of way now that I was actually focusing on them, they were probably my own hope of escaping to be honest. 

The man was very good-looking with his strong jawline, muscles and smooth youthful skin that just told me he was rather new to the mining life. 

Even the woman looked okay considering she was middle-aged and had probably worked the mines for over twenty years with her rough charred hands, blackened teeth and long stringy black hair.

In fact she sort of looked like a witch.

“Na girl,” the Witch said. I liked that name I was going to use it. “The dog collar is the only thing,”

At least the Witch was being helpful so all I needed to do was get the metal dog collar off my neck.

I touched the collar with my fingers and hated the icy coldness that was almost shot into my body but the collars weren’t meant to strangle us. I could still fit a finger between the collar and my neck.

The collar started to shrink.

Tightening around my neck.

My fingers were trapped between my collar and neck. I gagged for air.

I ripped out my fingers. The collar expanded again.

I coughed for air and the man next to me gently rubbed my shoulder and I really enjoyed his warmth against my shoulder, it was almost as good as the guy from last night.

Yet if he could reach my shoulder could he reach my collar and could I reach his?

So I asked him.

“Na you don’t wanna do that,” the Witch said. “You want to wait until we land,” 

I shook my head. “Name one time in history where that has ever worked. Waiting until we land and overpowering guards never works,”

The Witch shook her head. “Na girly. There was those historical documents from Ancient Earth, overpowering guards always worked in Star Wars, Star Trek and more,”

Wow. I think this was a stark testament to the sheer power of the Empire education system.

“Want to know why they don’t apply to this situation?” I asked the Witch.

She nodded.

“Because that’s fiction! This is real-life,” I shouted.

She sort of nodded like I had just said something mind-shattering. I probably had to be honest.

I looked back at the rather hot man, I didn’t know if he was actually hot or the stress of the situation was just making me horny.

“Try reaching together,” I said to the man and he nodded.

I stretched out my arms as far as I could but the closest I could reach was the man’s ear, which was admittedly very soft and silky. I was starting to wonder what other pieces of his body were soft and silky and seductive.

The man managed to touch the very edge of my collar but he couldn’t hook a finger round it. 

“Try throwing yourself forward and grabbing it,” I said. 

“That would snap my neck,” the man said. 

“Do you want to snap your neck yourself or have an Arbiter do it when you collapse from exhaustion on this mining world?” I asked.

He huffed and held out his arm.

I gently pushed my collar close to him, amazed that I could bend the metal ever so slightly without triggering any security alarms.

The man threw his weight towards me.

Three fingers caught my collar.

“Pull,” I said.

He pulled as much as he could. Red warning lights exploded on overhead.

The ship started to hum.

The collar started to break.

The horrible robot appeared in front of me.

The collar melted away.

I screamed. The robot picked me up by the throat.

“Wait,” the Witch said.

The robot lowered me slightly so the very top of my toes could barely touch the floor and I could release some of the pressure on my neck.

“What?” the robot asked in a strangely human voice.

“Who’s controlling the ship?” the Witch asked.

Of all the questions in all the fucking worlds in all the galaxies in the universe that is not the question I would have asked right there and then.

The robot actually looked confused and clicked a metal finger revealing a grey metal door sliding open at the very end of the shuttle near the cockpit, showing a very empty cockpit.

The shuttle didn’t have a pilot because it was all on autopilot.

“Good,” the Witch said.

I just wished she was a real witch so she could cast a spell on this idiot robot. But she wasn’t.

I kicked the robot as hard as I could.

Denting its stomach.

The robot dropped me.

I dived on top of it.

Tackling it to the ground. Everyone cheered me on.

The robot grabbed me. Throwing me across the shuttle.

I hit my head on the metal wall. 

The robot’s cold hands wrapped around my throat.

Its grip tightened.

I gasped for air.

The Witch slapped the robot across the back of the head. 

The robot’s head turned around and just glared at the Witch and noticed her collar had been ripped off like mine.

The robot was distracted. 

I grabbed the robot’s head. Snapping it off.

The robot corpse fell to the ground.

“See robots always die in the historical documents,” the Witch said.

I truly despaired of the Empire education system right there and then.

The entire ship jerked and hummed and popped as red warning signs shone brighter into the shuttle.

The transport started to spin.

I rushed to the front of the shuttle. Entering the cockpit that was nothing more than two metal chairs, a bunch of flashing lights on a console that were buttons and a flight stick that didn’t work.

I slammed my fists into the console and the auto-pilot broke off.

I grabbed the now-working flight stick and zoomed off into the darkness of space before any Empire Army escorts could check on their now-missing minor ship.

***
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I’ll admit one of the best benefits about sleeping and shagging with so many soldiers (after the sex of course) is that I actually have a very good understanding of the galaxy and the different types of worlds that exist in the Empire, which is great news in our situation.

Because me and my miner friends are all technically fugitives now. We killed a robot that was a servant of the Emperor and we made sure the Empire mining world that depended
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