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The black storm raged overhead and the sound of crashing thunder echoed around the small valley as I stood in the middle. The rather beautiful black stone edges of the mountain raised high into the storming sky.

The taste of freshly cut grass strangely formed on my tongue as the rain lashed and slashed and bashed at me as I stood there with a small humming shield around myself to stop the worse of the rain dampening me. 

But I deserved it.

Wearing my black armoured boots (that were actually my mechanical legs), body armour and a small black helmet, I stared straight ahead into the dark valley with sharp black rocks jetting out of the mountains, I knew I had to go on and go deeper into the valley, but I didn’t want to.

But after I released all the dangerous and terrifying aliens and other collections from the planets transformed into museums, I suppose this punishment was justified. For I had saved the Empire and the planetary systems from being overrun with traitors and their alien allies but I had risked something far greater.

When I released the Museums and freed all the aliens, mutants and horrors within them, I didn’t know that that meant the Emperor would have to become immobilised as he used some kind of technology to keep the museum collections controlled and to stop them attacking the Empire.

I have no doubt whatsoever the collections wanted to kill humanity, or at least kill me for capturing them and making sure they stayed trapped inside the planets. 

As the sound of the rain got louder and louder and louder and the thunder roared overhead, I knew I had to push on and find out why the Emperor had sent me here. Even that was a little strange because it turned out the Emperor had created a failsafe for the failsafe (also known as the Museum network) and upon the release of the museum and all its horror, I was ordered to come here.

I don’t even know where here is in all honesty. Even earlier before the storm started I didn’t recognise the stars or the planets or anything about this solar system. I was just sent here and made sure I couldn’t find out where here was.

With another roar of thunder echoing around me, I started to walk forward. My metal feet pressing into the wet, cold ground as I moved. Each step I took was almost a fight as I was fighting against the force of the lashing rain and a bitter wind that had started to blow.

As I walked and fought through the force of the rain, I wondered what was happening now in the Empire. The Emperor was for all intents and purposes immobilised and out of the picture, he couldn’t govern, he couldn’t speak his commands, he couldn’t lead. And that terrified me.

Knowing that I was the person who crippled the Emperor and made the Empire leaderless with all the traitors, aliens and rebellions attacking us. It was unbearable. I love my Empire, I love the Emperor, I love humanity so whatever I was supposed to do here, I had to do it. 

My stomach tightened into the smallest knot possible as I kept thinking about what terror there must have been in the galaxy, all those worlds and soldiers and people without a leader, a guiding light in the darkness of space. That was why the Emperor was critical. That was why I had to find a solution.

After a few more minutes of walking, the rain felt as if it was starting to lighten but all that probably meant was my little shield was adapting to the rain and dampening its impact on me. The air smelt of fresh and piney but I could see something.

My eyes narrowed and a flash of lightning made me see a cave opening a few metres ahead of me, I kept walking. 

Stepping inside the cave, I breathed a sigh of relief as I couldn’t feel the hammering rain on me anymore and thankfully even the sound of the roaring thundering and lashing rain sounded far away. 

As my eyes continued to narrow and attempt to suck in all the light, I thought I started to see shadows moving, flickering and maybe even symbols on the walls. I wasn’t sure but the air got warmer the more I stood still.

My stomach tightened even more.

As much as I wanted to leave, I took a step forward.

Lights exploded on.

I covered my eyes.

It took a few seconds for my eyes to adjust to the light but as soon as they did, my mouth hit the floor. 

As I stared wide-eyed at the smooth marble walls of the cave, I couldn’t believe how every single centimetre of the walls were covered in extremely small but stunning symbols.

I tried to read them but they were so small and precious. A part of me wondered if this was some old religious site from an alien race because I had read reports over the decades about their use of symbols. 

But I wasn’t sure and I was more focused on the whispering I could hear. I turned my attention away from the marble walls and focused on the three large statues of eagles in the centre and something inside the triangle they made. 

Walking towards the centre of the cave, my footsteps echoed loudly on the smooth marble floor and the sound of whispering got quieter, I wanted to listen to the whispering but I couldn’t. It was like the more I tried to listen the quieter it got.

When I got to the centre of the cave, I stretched my neck at the towering statues of the eagles and couldn’t believe how big they were. It was almost like they had grown as I was walking over, I didn’t think such massive statues could stand in here.

But they were. And they were looking at me.

Just to make sure I wasn’t going crazy or anything, I took a few steps to the right then the left and I watched their cold wooden eyes follow me.

I cocked my head as I wondered what was going on. I had just walked into a cave that had strange symbols, whispering and towering statues in the centre. Come to think of it now, I couldn’t hear the rain and thunder anymore.

My eyebrows rose as I remembered I had seen something earlier about there being an object in the middle of the triangles the statues made. 

I couldn’t see it.

Again something else that was strange about this cave. My eyes turned wet for a moment as I wondered about the Empire again, I didn’t want to fail them, the Emperor or anyone else. I had to figure this out but I didn’t know if I was smart enough.

Someone laughed at that.

My eyes widened and I looked around. There was no one here. But I just heard someone laugh.

Someone laughed again.

This time I looked up at the statues and noticed how the eagles had changed. Before they had large closed beaks that I didn’t pay attention to but this time their beaks were open. 

“Show yourself,” I said with an edge of authority in my tone.

The laughter got louder.

I felt someone close to me.

I went to turn.

“Do not turn around my friend,” someone said.

For some reason I wanted to listen to the strange serpentine voice. The voice didn’t sound friendly nor unfriendly, it certainly wasn’t human but it sounded very close to it. 

“Why not?” I asked.

The voice laughed a little. “You humans always so many questions. But I will answer yours. If you turn around, you die. You turn to wood. You turn to a statue,”

My eyes widened.

“Yes little human. These statues are living things. They couldn’t help themselves. They were weak. They were pathetic. But if you turn you will be my first human,”

I swallowed hard at that. What had I done to deserve this? I felt as if I was going to die, I didn’t know what was going on but I just wanted to escape. But I had an Emperor to save.

“Why am I here?” I asked.

“That I do not know human. No one ever comes here I know that. You must have been sent. By who?”

“The Emperor,”

The voice laughed hard. “Little human, there are thousands of Emperors in the galaxy. Aliens. Humans. Mutants. They all have their little emperors,”

I cocked my head at that comment, humanity only had one emperor so I had no idea what the voice was talking about. 

“The Emperor of The Great Human Empire on Earth,”

“Oh,” 

“What? Can you help him?” I asked, my voice filled with desperation.

“Help him?” the voice said, a slight feminine tone slipping through.

I was about to protest and press her because she had to know why I was here and what had happened to the Emperor, but her tone said differently. I think she didn’t know anything more than me.

“The Emperor he’s immobilised, crippled. He sent me here for help,”

“I can promise you he didn’t. I know the three million year old history of the Emperor, he helped the Ancient Ones, he helped your people before they were evolved and he never met me,”

My mind wanted to explode at that information alone. I knew the Emperor was a god amongst men but I thought that was just a saying, not a reality.

“But you know of him,”

“Of course I do. Everyone knows the Emperor, but what happened to the Museum Project?”

I smiled and had to stop myself from turning around. She knew! She finally knew something about the Emperor and why I was here. 

“Yes! What do you know?”

The voice laughed once more. “That Emperor of yours. A special man. A powerful man. An ambitious man. I heard of the Museum Project and what technology he was using to make sure all the collections served him,”

It took all my power not to turn around and look at her.

“How do I help him?”

The voice went silent for a moment
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