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This is the day I died.

Some people call me cruel, strange, weird and everything in between. I don’t know. Instead I like to call myself a collector of inspiring things, there are lots of reasons why I do these things. 

But I love to look at superhumans.

Even now as I walk along the massive black stone corridor with beautiful smooth shiny walls that rise high above me, I love all my collections. Either side of me is filled with some great exhibits.

As I stop for a moment, letting the cold, perfectly conditioned air (I need to protect my collections after all) and breathe in the chemically scented air, I stared at one of my favourite exhibits to one side.

This exhibit ran the entire length of the corridor which was a good twenty metres long, showing tens of superhuman warriors with their guns aimed at each other as they pretended to fight each other. 

I was rather impressed with the amount of detail I went into when I wanted to recreate that particular battle from the rich red sands of the planet to the droplets of poisonous rain that formed on their armour. I captured the moment perfectly.

In reality, there were living superhumans inside the armour, completely paralysed and kept motionless and unconscious for the past few years. 

But they were probably the newest addition to my collection, for I have been collecting for over a thousand years. That was another benefit of being a collector of strange and wondrous things, you get to find devices that make you and your collections biologically immortal. 

Focusing on the recreated battle in front of me, I looked at the different colour armour of the superhuman and wondered about them. I knew the Emperor of the Great Human Empire created nine legions of superhumans to defend humanity, in fact before I became a collector I served alongside them in the army. They were fine people, great people, heroic people.

But I wanted to recreate this moment because this battle represented a critical battle for the Empire after the Shattered Legions. That tragic moment where six legions turned against the Emperor and ever since those damn traitors have been eating away at the Empire. 

The sound of humming as my machines grew louder and the smell of chemicals got stronger as I cocked my head and stared at the recreated battle. I knew something was wrong now I thought about it but I didn’t know what.

When I discovered this Death World about a thousand years ago, I knew I had the planet to myself because it was millions of miles away from any Empire world and the aliens weren’t interested in a lifeless world. Sure, I’ve had some surprises but the smell and sound of the machines were never loud before.

I started to think about what could be happening but I frowned as the smell of chemicals got stronger and stronger and stronger. I didn’t know what was happening, the chemicals in the air was a by-product of the alien technology that kept all the living exhibitions contained and motionless.

I didn’t even want to consider the idea of the collections escaping, none of them were here voluntarily. These superhumans for example, I kidnapped them half way through the battle, they didn’t even know they were here. 

But that didn’t worry me.

What actually worried me was the other collections towards the core of the planet, as a Death World, the core of the planet barely moved and was almost cold. So I thought that was the best place to store the most impressive and dangerous of my collections.

I wanted to smile as I remembered all the monsters, the aliens and even killer plants I had down there. I had some extinct aliens and even a sample of the first ever sentient creature down there.

I really couldn’t allow them to escape, they would kill me and, oh Emperor, if they escaped the planet, they would slaughter anything they came across.

Breathing in a horrific breath of the chemical air, I knew I had to leave soon and find out what was causing this. Never in all my centuries of collecting and creating this amazing museum had I had such a problem. 

It was scaring me. I never get scared. Before now.
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After about an hour of walking through my vast exhibitions, I got back to my control room but as I stepped into the black metal room that was so small I could barely fit more than a holographic computer in there. My stomach started to twist and churn as I knew something was horrifically wrong.

Normally I would walk into my control room and smile at the delicious scents of sweet chocolate and desserts that made my mouth water as I tasted chocolate on my tongue. Yet now I only smelt death, decay and something else. 

I had no idea what the other smell was but I didn’t like it. It was a cross between swampy dampness and something sweet and alive. The more I breathed it in, the more my stomach churned and my body tensed.

Something wasn’t right.

Walking over to my holographic computer I touched the screen gently and my skin buzzed a little. I swiped some more and listened to the loud humming of the machine as I ran a computer scan of the entire museum. 

Knowing it would take longer, I wondered about what I should do. I still had a few friends in the army and the navy, I know they were close by in nearby systems fighting aliens and traitors. 

I had actually considered teleporting onto the battlefields once or twice (using a special device I have on my waist) and unleash my creation upon the enemies of the Empire, that is why the Emperor allowed me to create this museum at first. (A very long story) But in the end, I don’t think it mattered to him about the collections and their owners scattered throughout the Empire.

A loud beeping interrupted my train of thought so I turned to my computer and my eyes widened.

Things were escaping.

I zoomed in on the reports my computer was trying to give me and thankfully only exhibitions on levels 1000- 2000 were free and running loose in those levels.

At first glance I thought that everything was okay because just over 500 of those levels were empty storage levels for new dangerous collections that I might get in the future. Then I started to really think about what those levels were about.

My stomach flipped and sweat dripped down my back as I realised those were the levels that I kept the most dangerous creatures of my entire collection, but there was one creature I couldn’t allow to escape.

The First.

No one exactly knows what The First actually is but I discovered that alien in a sort of coma centuries ago wrapped in a type of living black cloak that shrouded its entire body. Some people say it was the first living thing in the universe, others say it was the first human but devolve, and even more say it was the first ever thing in all of creation. Even outdating the Big Bang.

A part of me wants to believe the last option but it sounded so incredible, so far-fetched that I didn’t know.

But it could not escape.

There was only one documented instance in existence on an encounter with The First, a friend shared it with me because they had conducted a dig on an alien world and they found a reference to The First. 

After I read it I burnt it immediately. The sheer power described was too much to think about. The references made The First sound like a god, the alien could use mind control, telepathy, telekinesis. It could turn entire worlds inside out and it could transform people into monsters.

Knowing exactly how dangerous The First was, I knew I had to find it. I clicked on my computer and searched for it and I instantly wished I hadn’t.

Throughout the entire museum, there was an army of dangerous aliens walking up through each level, reawakening more aliens and creatures before The First presumably corrupted them.

This shouldn’t have been possible, I presumed all the different collections would be fighting one and another and killing and shattering their bodies.

But no.

From all my scans (and believe me I scanned multiple times), they all showed The First in his (or her) black living cloak at the front and leading a massive army. My heart sunk as I watched them advance past more and more levels, reawakening and corrupting more and more aliens and collections.

This shouldn’t be possible.

Knowing that my fate was sealed and my museum was coming under attack, I tried to think about my options. I couldn’t risk them leaving the planet or the museum because of the risk to the wider Empire. I know I don’t like them much but I have to protect my damn fellow humans, and even that Emperor I suppose I have to protect. 

Looking back at my holographic computer, I focused on the lockdown protocols of the museum and knew I could activate them. Then it would be impossible to travel in-between levels. Granted I would be trapped in the control room but I didn’t have any other options.

I activated them.

The smell of burnt oil filled the air and the sound of snapping metal deafened me as the doors were sealed. Even the ground shook violently as the rest of the museum locked down.

As the smell of burnt oil grew more and more intense, my stomach flipped and the sweat poured down my back. I had a feeling I knew what was coming so I looked back at my computer and a massive red flashing warning light appeared.

I cursed. How the hell could it not work?

Swiping the warning aside, I focused on the report it was giving me and I had to smile at myself. That damn First alien had talked to the lockdown protocols and convinced them not to work. 

My computer flashed.

It buzzed.

I saw The First.

I looked into his dark black eyes.

I backed away.

I pressed myself against the wall.

My computer exploded.
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