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Ito thought he had left this all behind him. All the killing, dying, defending. He wanted to leave it all far behind him but that was never going to happen.

As Ito sneaked down the long pentagonal black corridor shrouded in darkness, he tripped over a broken shard of metal. The coldness of the metal shot into Ito's foot.

He swore under his breath as he touched one of the walls of the immense corridor. The icy cold seeped into his flesh. Making him shiver. He hated this. He hated all of it.

Ito stared into the pitch black darkness of the corridor hoping to see something useful. He only saw darkness. A part of Ito wanted to scream in rage at the so-called great Human Empire for doing this to him. But that would draw the aliens towards him.

Instead Ito just stood there, taking long deep breaths of the foul stale air that left his skin itchy and his mouth taste like rusty iron. Clearly, all the enviro-systems had failed. Stupid human engineering! It was a matter of time until his own death as he, and maybe some other pointless survivors, continued to use up the precious oxygen.

After taking another long deep stale breath, Ito frowned as he remembered all the stupid mistakes he had made to lead him to this moment. Memories of a great war on a desert planet in some unloved region of the Empire flooded his mind. And some pointless commanders that wanted to use him and those under his command as nothing more than meat shields. 

The commanders wanted him and his friends to die. Not for victory. Not for glory. And definitely not for the Emperor. But just because they wanted to see what the enemy would do.

Ito accepted some people might consider that strategic and maybe in a few decades he would agree. Yet he did not want his friends to die. He was their leader. They loved him. Ito wasn't going to fail them.

Ito smiled as he remembered the next part. The great, happy memories of him slaughtering those commanders to protect his friends filled his mind.

Then Ito frowned once again as he thought how the Marine Investigators looked at him. He knew them. They often used him as a source to put war criminals in prison. Then they arrested Ito. Charging him with several crimes. Even now, Ito didn't regret anything. He killed those commanders to save lives. That had to be worth something, right?

A disgusting lump of metallic air formed on Ito's tongue. Making him cough. Pulling his attention back to this prison ship. Well, it wasn't exactly a prison. 

Casting his mind back to Ito being abandoned in those dark wet stinking cells, he remembered a dark cloaked woman giving him a chance to serve and die honourably for the Emperor and Humanity one final time. He refused. Ito really didn't want to fight anymore. He loved his Empire but he was done serving men who would rather see him die. So, he refused. 

Ito looked around in the pitch darkness of the corridor. That one choice led him here. To this hell hole. 

A small smile broke Ito's war hardened features as he thought about the human marines on the ship couldn't even transport prisoners correctly. All the humans had to do was transport the prisoners to another planet for processing. And they end up getting attacked by some aliens. Silly humans.

Looking around in an attempt to see down the corridor, Ito rolled his eyes. This was pointless. He was going to die on this piece of space junk. 

Taking another deep breath, Ito remembered taking the data slate from the corpse of a slaughtered marine. Allowing him to see where the escape pods were. Ito was sure they were close. Then maybe, just maybe he could escape. Maybe get help? Alert the local planets to the threat? Maybe... 

Ito shook the thoughts away. He was done saving humanity. If humanity wanted him to fight for it. They wouldn’t have allowed the commanders to try and kill him. 

Starting to walk further down the pitch-black corridor, Ito walked painfully slow as he tried to avoid stepping on the shards of metal and the debris that littered the ship. The last thing he needed was to make a sound and alert the aliens to his location.

As he walked Ito raised his arms in front of him in case he almost walked into a wall or something. Knowing his luck he would walk into an alien. 

Ito tried to suppress another cough as his mouth was full of the taste of disgusting rusty iron. And the hairs all over his body raised as the temperature dropped. 

Ito rolled his eyes. Now, the enviro-systems were completely failing. There was no hope for life here. He supposed a silver lining might be that the aliens might die on the ship too. Then Ito reminded himself he didn’t care about that anymore. 

He stepped on shattered glass.

A loud noise echoed around the corridor. 

He swore under his breath. 

Ito quickly rushed over to a wall. 

He heard a loud tapping sound in the distance.

Ito stretched his hand along the wall and as he expected his hand went around a corner. There was another corridor there. 

Closing his eyes, he tried to remember it from the plans he briefly saw. If he was correct then Ito hoped, it was another access corridor to the escape pods. He took a few steps forward and went around the corner. 

Hundreds of electrical sparks rained down upon him.

He hissed as the sparks burnt him.

More tapping sounds came from the distance.

The aliens were getting closer.

Ito took a deep frustrated breath. This was not his idea of fun. He wanted to kill these aliens but for that, he needed a weapon. Yet those silly marines took that from him. Ito really wanted
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