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Looking back at his records in his warm black metal apartment with few furnishings and even fewer home comforts. Memoris smiled as he remembered how for a hundred thousand years, the Emperor had made the Great Human Empire. 

But so few remembered how he came to power. There were even fewer records on the topic. But Memoris knew he was the only person save the Emperor himself who knew what happened. For he was the First Rememberer.

***
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Memoris was filled with utter delight as he stared at the immense city below him from the highest point in the Palace. The City was a massive chunk of wooden huts, concrete buildings and more primitive designs. Home to so many millions of poor people. He hated to think about the starving millions down there when he was up here. 

Feeling the cold wind fly past him, Memoris shivered but the thick heavy metal shook collar around his neck started to turn cold. Memoris rolled his eyes. He didn’t want his neck to turn icy. But those stupid Masters wouldn’t let him move. He hated this.

Trying to force those thoughts away from those tyrants abhumans with their red scales, Memoris stared at the horizon and he honestly smiled. The massive red mountain range around the entire city was so beautiful. With its sharp red edges and peaks that looked like daggers. 

Smelling the rich fruity dust of the mountain air (Memoris never learnt why the mountain smelt of fruit), Memoris remembered playing on the mountains with all his brothers and sisters as a child. Those were amazing days.

Hearing the howling wind rush past the mountain and whip around the highest point of the Palace. Memoris pressed his feet into the cold hard yellow stone of the tower he stood on. 

Memoris wished this tower would be destroyed and annihilated. He and everyone else in the City would love to see the streets run bright blue with the blood of their Masters.

Then Memoris cocked his head as he realised all these people were lucky in the City. They only had a two hundred year lifespan. Memoris wished he lived that short. But sadly Memoris knew he would never die. 

He chuckled to himself as he remembered one of the abhumans doctors telling him it was only a genetic defect. To Memoris it was only a torturous fact. 

A tear swelled up in Memoris’ eyes when he remembered finding all his brothers and sisters corpses when they were old and young.

Turning his attention back to the beautiful city filled with millions of starving people, Memoris wished he could go down there and see them. Help them. Just do something for them.

A chill ran down his spine as Memoris felt his metal shook collar start to turn icy cold. Memoris wanted to escape. It was a pipedream. A stupid one. But still a dream.

A part of Memoris wondered what the red scaly abhumans really wanted with the rest of humanity. Their attack was swift and their enslavement even quicker. There were no free people. 

Memoris flicked his hands out towards the City as he frowned. Hoping there were some humans out there on the planet that didn’t live in poverty and starvation. Or worse, didn’t live having to watch the daily executions. 

His hands formed fists as Memoris remembered the killing of his mother and father. 

Hearing heavy scaly footsteps walk behind him, Memoris slowly turned around and tried to smile. He wasn’t going to look at the shiny red scales of the abhuman Master that was walking towards him.

Memoris wanted to spit at the tower as he looked at the smooth yellow stone floor and waist high walls. He wondered how many thousands of humans died to build this. 

Smiling at his red scaly Master, Memoris wanted to shudder as he looked at that ugly smiling face with hundreds of tiny razor-sharp teeth and black abysses for eyes. Memoris wanted to punch it. At least the Master was wearing a pleasant long white robe.

“Master,” Memoris said, bowing.

The Master waved Memoris away with his long scaly red hands with three sharp claws for fingers.

Memoris stepped to one side as the Master gracefully walked up to the waist high wall. Staring out regally over the city. 

“Tell me Human, do you remember when we took this City?”

“Of course Master,”

“Pathetic. You all are. So weak. So... pliable,”

Memoris stayed silent.

“Now look at you all, Human. Cowering constantly. Hiding in your little huts. Watching with fear at the executions,”

Memoris wanted to know if there was a point to this. 

A zap shot into his neck.

Memoris screamed.

“I said did you remember!” the Master shouted.

Memoris gasped as the zapping stopped. 

“Yes Master. The Humans did cower. They are pathetic,”

The Master kicked him in the head.

“You think because you’re here, Human. You aren’t pathetic. You are the most pathetic. You are so weak. You are so scared of leaving,”

He whacked Memoris across the face.

He picked Memoris up.

Dragging him to the wall.

He held Memoris over the edge.

Memoris screamed.

The Master laughed. “Tell me you’re pathetic,”

“I am Pathetic, Master,”

Master held him over the edge more.

Memoris looked down.

He could see the ground hundreds of metres below him.

Memoris was scared.

He wanted to scream.

A loud horn ripped through the mountain range.

The Master threw Memoris to the ground.

Memoris kissed the ground.

As he slowly looked at the red scaly Master, Memoris cocked his head. He was confused. His Master’s eyes were wide and... fearful. Memoris didn’t know what was going on.

His Master was shaking.

Slowly standing up, Memoris looked at the mountains that lined the entire city. He wasn’t sure what to make of what he was seeing. 

There were thousands of bright golden dots charging down the mountains towards the City. They weren’t the red scaly shapes of the abhumans Masters.

These were new.

A wave of hope washed over Memoris as he stupidly thought these new things could be liberators or maybe some sort of escaped humans.

The Master’s mouth dropped at the sight of these dots and Memoris could have sworn there was a drop of sweat running down his forehead.

Battle drums thundered around the city.

The Master tensed.

Memoris pushed the master.

Throwing him over the edge.

Memoris looked at the corpse.

It shattered on impact.

Bright blue blood ran in the street.

An explosion ripped through the city.

Rocks and bombs flew through the air.

The Palace shook.

Memoris stared at the mountains.

The golden dots were humans.

They were humans!

Memoris laughed in delight.

Some had escaped!

They were charging into the city.

Memoris had to join them.

Intense zaps shot him.

Memoris collapsed.

His body out of control.

He spun.

He saw three Masters stand there.

Frowning.

They knew.

They rushed over to him.

Kicking Memoris.

Ribs ached.

His stomach in agony.

He put his hands over his head.

It was useless.

Closing his eyes.

Memoris screamed.

The Palace shook.

The yellow stone shattered.

Memoris fell.

Memoris opened his eyes.

He screamed.

He was falling.

Chunks of stone fell too.

He landed.

His bones shattered.

He screamed in agony.

Every bone in his body was annihilated and turned to tiny shards inside him. But he was alive. Memoris could feel his strange genetics kick into gear but he was never sure how long it would take.

Nor did he ever know how to explain it to people. He tried to tell his brothers and sisters about it once. It was like a strange type of energy was being released by your body. You could feel it flow through your veins but not at the same time.

As his body went to work, Memoris’ mostly intact eyes tried to widen as he saw thousands of golden armoured warriors flood into the city. Slaughtering the red abhumans as they stormed out.

With his fingers and arms starting to work again, Memoris felt the sharp pointy shards of the shattered stone under him. Along with the hot dead corpses of the three Masters.

Staring at the invasion force working their way towards the Palace, Memoris’ eyes fixed on one being as he stormed into the City.

Memoris had no words to truly describe the majesty of this being. He wasn’t even sure if he was human or another abhuman. 

This amazing majestic warrior stormed into the city. His hands holding two mighty massive golden weapons. Memoris couldn’t see what weapons exactly. 

But the warrior was a god. He was a Master of War and Combat. 

He slaughtered the enemy with ease. No foe was a worthy opponent.

As his face got fixed, Memoris smiled as he watched the Warrior. There was some kind of aura of hope, dedication and survival radiating from this Warrior. 
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