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When you hold as much power as me, you know the end is coming. You know at some point you will have to make the ultimate decision, the type of the decision that does not only save Empires, but destroys them.

That decision has come for me.

Breathing in the burnt ozone air inside my command centre with its smooth black walls, bright holographic computer and tiny metal chair, I stood there wide eyed at the computer.

The sounds of humming, banging and gunshots echoed around the command centre, the gunshots were coming from outside but I knew time was limited. And at least I was safe in here for now.

As I breathed in more and more burnt ozone, my mouth tasted dry and disgusting, and I couldn’t help but feel time was running out for me. I just didn’t know why.

You see I am not a normal human, I am not even that human anymore. Experiment after experiment after even more experiments had changed me into something. Some people would have wondered if I had become an Angel of Death and Hope, a superhuman soldier of the Emperor.

But I hadn’t. I was nothing as noble as that.

Now my arms and legs and chest were all metal, all made of machines and even my eyes were mechanical. I can’t really remember why this all happened to me but I sometimes get fragments of battlefields and me shooting. So maybe I was a soldier once?

My holographic computer flashed a little as the humming got louder and the light went off and on again. I shook my head to myself as I realised that things were really not going right and I had to make a choice at some point.

You see because of my mechanical nature and because I was rumoured to be an abomination and prototype of the now perfectly acceptable mechanical humans that act as servants of the superhumans. I was locked away (and saved) by the Emperor and he gave me a critical task.

Project Museum.

At first I knew it was a whacked out idea that wouldn’t save the Empire. At best it would serve as a time waste, at worst it would annihilate the Empire and all the billions of planets in the galaxy.

But after the Emperor explained it to me, I understood it and I completely agree with him. It was a masterpiece, a shard of his genius, a chance to create a Failsafe for the Empire.

The idea was simple. Create a network of planets that were transformed into museums to house the most dangerous and other creatures of the galaxy. The hope being that if the Empire was coming to an end the museums would aid us in our darkest hour.

Of course I questioned the Emperor, it seemed stupid to believe these creatures would help us. We enslaved them, we captured them, we put them in stasis. Yet he reassured me that he had a way of making them compliant in the Darkest Hour.

Taking a step closer to my computer, I feel the air turn colder and the smell of burnt ozone grew in intensity, I ran a few scans and shook my head as I watched the results pour in and the chaos unfold.

In all fairness, this isn’t really my fault. Not exactly. You see the traitors and their alien allies are currently bombarding my planet and landing their troopers. In some vain (and pathetic) hope of breaching my museum and command centre, learning the locations of the other museums and conquering them.

I’m not having that.

The Emperor saved me from death and destruction so I will defend his interest in Project Museum. 

A part of me wondered how the traitors had found out about my planet but I already knew the answer. It was because of a damn alien that escaped and I may or maybe not have allowed to escape.

Damn them!

It was only a tiny little creature, a little blue shiny one. It was cute! I didn’t know it would run right back to its species who were in league with the traitors and tell them where my museum was.

So as I said. It isn’t really my fault. Is it?

The lights turned off and on again as I felt the metal floor vibrate and I shook my head as I looked at the results again. The traitors were already inside the museum. Thankfully it didn’t look like they were taking my collections away for the time being but I knew it was only a matter of time.

A small part of me wondered what would happen next. Would the traitors kill everyone? Enslave them? Brainwash them? And yes I know I shouldn’t be thinking like this at this point in time but I’m worried. I’ve already sent for help but no one is coming.

Bringing up a map of the museum network, I smiled as all the amazing breath-taking stars and systems and museum planets glowed bright gold against the black background of space. On the computer it was breathtaking, in reality it was stunning.

Forcing myself to actually focus on what I was looking at, I frowned as I focused on exactly what I hoped I wouldn’t see. All twenty of the museum planets were in systems or very close to systems that were being swarmed by traitor activity, and a very few systems were being swarmed by the various aliens of the galaxy.

I stepped back a little and sat on the cold metal chair and heard my mechanical joints hiss and hum to themselves. I needed to figure out if those attacks or swarms or whatever you wanted to call them were indictive of a planned attack or sheer chance.

As much as I really, really, really wanted to believe they were mere chance and the traitors just happened to be attacking all the correct solar systems. I knew the truth, the traitors were (hopefully) too stupid to get this lucky.

This was a planned assault on Project Museum.

Leaning back in my chair, I allowed the cold metal to chill my metal and skin as I wondered what this all meant. I didn’t really know. Sure, I had often thought about what it meant theoretically, but practically I had no idea. The traitors were sadistic monsters, the aliens, well, that depended on the race itself. 

And in my experience, when it comes to aliens PLUS traitors, you need to think about a hundred times darker than you normally do and then you might be able to grasp their true plan.

I didn’t have time for that.

All I knew was the traitors were attacking every single system that had a Museum World in hope of finding out which ones were the Museums. It was a stab in the dark and that’s why they were attacking my planet. They needed to get to my command centre and look at the map I was looking at now.

I couldn’t allow that.

Taking another deep breath of the burnt ozone scented air, I stood up, walked over to my computer and I looked at the little holographic projector on the floor.

I smashed it.

The computer flickered before going out. I knew that wasn’t the real answer because I had only done two things. I had made it harder for the traitors. But now I was blind to what was going on.

And I still had to make a choice.

I knew I had to decide whether or not to release the Museums. I didn’t want to, I didn’t want to risk upsetting the Emperor, I didn’t know what the Museums would do. What if the Emperor needed more time to make the collections compliant for the Darkest Hour?

The gunshots outside got louder as I knew I had to release the Museums. I remember (or my mechanical data drives do) every single creature and collection in those museums. There were thousands of creatures that would be useful here, the creatures would fly into the cold void and obliterate the enemy ships. 

Then I frowned.

I needed my computer to release the Museums. The computer I had just destroyed. 

Walking around the command centre, I listened to the echo of my footsteps as I paced around trying to ignore the gunshots getting closer. There had to be another way to release the museums, I had designed Project Museum centuries ago but I couldn’t remember what fail-safes I had created for the failsafe. 

The releasing of the Museums was always the aim so I’m sure I would have created fail-safes for it. Maybe I created another computer or place where I could release the museums from. Maybe- 

Yes I had!

I have no idea how long ago it was but I remember being in a dark computer room down the hall and losing my sandwich. I don’t think I’ve been in that room since, meaning it isn’t part of my duties. There was something about that dark computer room. I had to find out what it was.

I headed for the metal door that was hidden in the black walls of the command centre but the sound of gunshots was deafening now.

The enemy was right outside.

Pressing my head against the wall, I felt the cold chill my skin and I listened to the gunshots and the quiet shouting of commands by both loyal and traitor forces alike. This was going to be my end, I didn’t want that but I had to die knowing I tried to serve the Emperor. There was no less dishonourable way to die than cowering instead of fighting for the Glorious Emperor.

I knew what I had to do. I had to be quick. 

I remembered the smooth circular grey corridor outside and the dark computer room was five doors away. My mechanical limbs and chest would protect me against five bullets, I would die after that. 

But I would die knowing I tried to serve the Emperor.

I tapped on the wall. The door opened. The circular corridor revealed itself.

I charged out.

Traitors were ahead of me.

I kept charging.

Bullets screamed at me.

Traitors roared and snarled.

They were deformed.

I didn’t care.

I kept running.

Loyalists
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