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This was the day I died.

I, Intelligence Officer Isaac Oldman, sat in the middle of an icy cold purple prison cell made from pure crystal. The prison cell wasn’t too ugly, in fact it definitely had a certain beauty about it that I was shocked about.

I really enjoyed watching little creatures or whatever the foul alien Keres put into their magic crystals, as they pulsed, swirled and twirled around inside the stunning crystal. It was rather hypnotic in a strange way.

The prison cell itself wasn’t much bigger than me but that was the strange thing about Keres technology, it very much had an evil mind of its own. If I wanted to stand up, the prison cell would get larger, if I wanted to sit down the entire cell would get a hell of a lot smaller. It was creepy that way and the sheer darkness of the purple crystal didn’t allow me to see anything outside.

Thankfully I was an intelligence officer from the Imperial Secret Service so I was used to travelling beyond the holy realm of the Imperium and traveling into the darkness and coldness and foulness of the galaxy outside. It was only two years ago I was inside the so-called Enlightened Republic, the foul breakaway regions that were building nuclear weapons to destroy the Imperium once and for all.

All whilst they pretended to build a traitorous democracy. As if humans could actually rule themselves without the Rex’s guiding light. It was just laughable.

But I knew how the foul Keres worked so I was probably stuck on some Rex-forsaken moon with thousands of other prisoners. Yet unlike me those other prisoners were probably not righteous, for only humanity would rule the stars and soon humanity would annihilate the Keres once and for all.

And then their evil magic could be erased from the universe.

Maybe I should have given the Keres more credit though, I was basically naked at this point with only a thin purple sheet around me. I had no doubt it was covered in magic and the foul aliens were searching my mind, thankfully my training had covered those stupid basics so the Keres were never going to get my secrets.

The air was sweet and filled with hints of grapes, grapefruit and blood oranges. Yet knowing exactly how evil these aliens were they were probably the smells of their own kind that they were sacrificing to their own gods and goddesses, the Keres were beasts at heart.

At least the sweet smells left the great taste of fruit salad on my tongue exactly how my mother used to make it.

The sweet aromas got even stronger and I hated myself for daring to confirm the thoughts of the weird magic of the Keres. They were probably wanting to lure me into their mind games using smells but I was a human, I was righteous, I wouldn’t be tempted by their witchery.

In fact I was just glad that I was okay and I sent off all my information to the wonderful Imperial authorities before these beasts captured me.

At least now the Imperium had a fighting chance against the awful predations of the Keres.

Let me tell you exactly what I sent them.
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+++Transmission Recording+++

Dear Lord Eraser,

Apologies for the lateness of my call but these beasts are far more intelligent than we ever gave them credit for, they know what humans are and they actively hunt them down. We need to exterminate them as soon as possible, and how the hell we didn’t annihilate them after the Great War is beyond me.

I am not questioning His wisdom just the consequences of the action.

I am currently laying on top of an immense purple crystal rooftop on top of the Keres version of a holy skyscraper. I have to admit I am more than impressed with the sheer straightness, perfection and smoothness of the sides of the building. 

I had no idea creatures could make such a building out of pure purple crystal. This seems to be the location of where the Keres live, they create vast purple cities filled with these skyscrapers to live in.

At some point I might seek to gain entrance into these abominable buildings but I must be patient my Lord. I know the Keres might be tracking my transmission so by the Rex I must be careful.

For as far as I can see the buildings rise up like immense purple daggers veiling the sky, ground and mountains like each hab-block (though I doubt that is what these monsters call their buildings) are like fortifications. I will seek to access their weakness so if an attack is needed we can bomb them in their sleep.

Which thankfully my Lord I can confirm the Keres do need. It is currently midnight on the planet and there is much less traffic about. The bright purple metal pods that the Keres use as transports are far fewer right now than they were earlier. You should have seen them my Lord, it was disgusting, huge purple streaks of pods through the sky.

It was an abomination to humanity’s birthright and was nothing compared to the holy whiteness of our shuttles. It makes me sick just mentally sending this to you.

The air stinks, my lord, of foul oranges, grapefruits and grapes. This I must investigate further to make sure this is a food source and not some kind of biological weaponry, but I will confess the sheer silence of the city concerns me greatly.

There are no sounds of their awful high-pitched language, no shuttles zooming about the rest. This is most unnatural and I will admit my fear of exploring this most alien of worlds is building.

I will continue my mission for the Rex. 

+++Transmission Send+++
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+++Transmission Signal Searching+++
+++Transmission Signal Found and Sending+++
Immense bangs, pops and explosions echo around me my Lord as I enter a huge purple crystal “factory”. That is what this place must be because it is so different to all the other types of buildings I have explored so far.

This building like all the others is simply made from living purple crystal with little strange lights that pulse, swirl and twirl around inside. I feel like they are looking at me half the time and I hate these creatures, I hate aliens and I can feel the cold fearful sweat drop down my back.

I am a warrior my Lord. I am not a recon specialist but I do not seek to question the Rex.

The “factory” was amazing as I watched the long lines of purple crystals, metals and corpses float up in the cold air in long, long lines high above me. If any of those corpses were still alive then I would probably look like some random ant or something.

The factory was so huge and I was so tiny.

Yet it was the silence that still infuriated me. I was used to so much sound, so much noise, so much joy but I couldn’t hear anything. 

So I did the only logical thing my Lord and I followed the endlessly long lines for as long as I could. I followed it to a large purple crystal balcony that overlooked a stunning pit of some sort.

I was amazed at it because the Keres were here. So many evil, corrupt, demonic Keres were here and I had a weapon on me, but I had to focus on the mission.

Recon only.

All the evil Keres were so thin with their tiny waists, largeish chests and sharp pointy humanoid features that it was simply disgusting, and a perversion of the Rex’s divine Will. It was disgraceful that these aliens ever believed the Rex would allow them to look so close to humans.

I studied the females in their long black dresses that swept across the floor with long blond pieces of hair floating up like the air and constantly moving, almost like they were scanning the air.

I just hoped these creatures weren’t intelligent enough to detect me.

The Keres stood in their long lines and as soon as a shard of crystal, a chunk of metal and a chunk of a corpse floated past, they would simply click their fingers and in a bright flash of magical light they would become weapons.

I saw guns, rocket launchers and laser swords being created. 

And by the Rex did this annoy me. These Keres actually dared to create arms, armour and evil weapons against the righteousness of humanity that was disgusting and I wanted nothing more than to simply slaughter them all.

This was in direct violation of the Treaty of Defeat that these pathetic creatures signed after they lost the war.

Then everything stopped.

All the Keres looked directly at me.

They thrusted out their hands.

Magical fireballs zoomed towards me.

I ran like hell.

The enemy knew I was here.

+++Transmission sent+++
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+++Transmission Sending+++

Dear Lord Eraser, 

I need an urgent evacuation and urgent military reinforcements sent to my location immediately. The problem is far, far worse than I ever could have imagined.

The Keres were more demonic than we ever thought possible.

After the Keres started to hunt me down, I managed to escape into some kind of sewage network and it was mightily impressive because all the waste created by this society is simply magically teleported down into the sewer tunnels and they end up into a conversion chamber.

Then magic turns the waste into something useful again.

Of course I had to kill three foul Keres males to get you that information but it was worth it, and the entire Keres race will hopefully burn for it.

Anyway my Lord, after I escaped I knew the Keres were going to use their abominable magic to hunt me down so I decided to invade their homes, learn some more information and hopefully learn a secret to their undoing.

Let me tell you my Lord, our reports and beliefs and information about the Keres living like plebs couldn’t be further from the truth. 

I’m currently leaning against a bright purple wall made of pure crystal in some of the apartments and every single apartment is open concept, open plan and open everything. I do not believe these creatures even know what a door is.

Instead of sofas, they
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