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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
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