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“If you could leave your home forever, would you take it?”

-Kylic’s Father

Holding the cold black handrails either side of him, Kylic’s knuckles turned bright white as he gripped them. He wasn’t sure about this.

Stopping for a moment, Kylic caught his breath and breathed in the thick metallic recycled air. As he looked at the little black metal tube he was in that was meant to be a corridor, Kylic couldn’t believe he was finally here.

After months, years or even decades of training, learning and fighting, Kylic had finally been given the chance to leave his homeworld and kill for their Glorious Emperor.

But he was afraid, very afraid.

Kylic listened to the humming and pulsing of the machines and weird technologies behind the metal walls as he wondered about his homeworld.

During his training he had learnt about the oddities of his planet. An entire world dedicated to one, singular purpose that rose high above all others. 

The training of assassins.

A small sliver of Kylic’s mind wanted to laugh at how weird that concept was. A planet in an unknown sector of space in an unknown region of the great Human Empire with a population in the billions, was only ever meant to produce assassins.

Kylic knew the hard truth of that reality was taught to them from an early age. Despite his teenage and manly urges he knew he could never or rarely act on them. It wasn’t what assassins did until they retired from service.

His mother and father were proof of the so-called retirement. Remembering this father’s tired body before he died, Kylic hoped when he was too old or too damaged to be an effective assassin anymore. He would have a little more freedom than being trapped or confined to his homeworld.

Attempting to pull his mind back to the present, Kylic focused on the massive end of the black metal tube ahead where a thick heavy red metal door laid. Even by touching the black handrails, he knew the door would be freezing cold.

It was meant to be an honour to go off into the galaxy, hunt down and kill the enemies of the almighty, righteous Emperor. And help to protect the Guiding Light of Humanity.

Kylic never had a problem with that.

What a small portion of his mind did have a problem with was the idea of leaving his mother and his two sisters. He wanted to stay with his mother til she died. Kylic wanted, no needed to see his sisters graduate. Maybe they could all go off into the galaxy together, form a kill team and fight as one. 

Kylic frowned as he remembered the practicalities of this life and how... how that would be impossible. Assassins were just that- assassins. He knew it was a brutal, twisted life, and would he really want to watch his sisters die or be slaughtered on a mission?

He shook his head at the thought. All he had to do was open that massive red metal door ahead of him and go off into the galaxy.

Of course Kylic wanted to but the thought of his mother being alone just felt so wrong. Since his father died, Kylic had trained in the day and cared for his mother at night. He was her carer. He was her protector.

Who would care for her if he wasn’t around?

The hum and pulsing of the machines behind the walls got a little louder before they stopped.

A small part of him thought about his sisters and how they could look after their mother. But that’s the thing about sisters, they aren’t the same. They were assassins through and through. Their idea of a good night was a night on the city slashing and dashing the throats of criminals. They wouldn’t care about their mother when the time came for him to leave.

Kylic took a step forward feeling the metal floor send cold pulses up his legs. 

Another part of him wondered about how he was so concerned about his mother. He was an assassin at heart. Kylic absolutely loved being a slayer of Humanity’s enemies. Saving planets and saving millions by slicing, dicing or lashing the throat of a foe. Or poisoning them or even putting a bullet in their head.

When he was on a mission it felt like Kylic came alive and he was filled with renewed vigour and purpose. He had been on at least twenty real-life missions for his Masters. Why was this time different?

Because he wasn’t coming back this round. Kylic bit his lip at that realisation because he had always known he would come back to his mother and sisters and complete more training. That’s what drove him on these missions. 

Smiling to himself Kylic remembered an old Earth saying from their police officers (whatever they were). It was something about Protect and To Serve. Kylic only had a rough idea of what it meant. But that’s why he did the twenty missions before because he wanted to protect his family, and serve his Masterful Emperor. But what was the motivation this time?

Breathing in the metallic air and dancing his fingers over the cold handrails, Kylic honestly didn’t know. Maybe he wasn’t as much of an assassin as he thought. In his assassins classes he had always done his best and tried to prove he was the best assassin in the Empire. Sometimes he did well. Sometimes he did amazing.

Kylic took another step closer.

Thinking about his mother and how she sat him down yesterday, despite the agony and torturous pain she must have felt, Kylic remembered her loving touch and her kind words. She didn’t want to see him again. She wanted him to live his life and go and kill the enemies of man.

Throughout his entire life, Kylic had
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