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C H A P T E R  F O U R  

Fear 

 
As the ship continued i ts  voyage through space,  the 

main deck became a hub of focused act iv i ty ,  Elder Lep, 
John, and Frank were engrossed in a detai led 
holographic map that  i l luminated the room with a soft  
blue l ight .  They were meticulously planning their  
inf i l t rat ion into the heavi ly  fort i f ied base on the block,  
John usual ly  reserved,  spoke up with unexpected 
confidence.  

"Ah, Block 00371400! I  know this  place;  I  used to 
pack and del iver supplies for this  exact  block back in 
Block 00544600, there are some things we can use to 
our advantage"  he said,  point ing to a sect ion of  the 
hologram. 
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The others leaned in,  l i s tening intent ly as John 
highl ighted key features of  the s tructure.  

 
"There 's  a  secondary entrance here,  used mainly for 

maintenance crews… It ' s  less  guarded,  especial ly  during 
shif t  changes.  I  remember the schedule;  we can t ime 
our entry wi th the changeover. "  he zoomed in on a part  
of  the s tructure.  

"This is  the main storage area… It ' s  heavi ly  guarded,  
but  I  know i ts  layout l ike the back of  my hand, there’s  
a network of  service tunnels  underneath that  we can use 
to move around unnoticed. "  

Frank,  impressed by the young crew member 's  
knowledge,  nodded in approval .  

"This is  invaluable information,  John… Your 
famil iar i ty  wi th the block could be the edge we need. "  

Elder Lep observed the young crew member with a 
thoughtful  gaze.  
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" I t  seems we have more hidden talents  among us 
than we real ized, "  said Elder Lep.  

The planning cont inued,  wi th John’s insights  
proving crucial  in formulat ing a s trategy that  maximized 
their  chances of  success whi le minimizing r isks.  The 
crew's  morale was bolstered by this  newfound hope,  
each member feel ing a renewed sense of  purpose as 
they prepared for the daunting task ahead.  

Meanwhile,  in the ship’s  workshop, Ripper s tood 
alone,  surrounded by the tools  and components she had 
gathered for the journey,  but  her at tent ion was 
elsewhere,  she was deeply entangled in her thoughts ,  a  
s torm of emotions swir l ing within her.  

"How do I tel l  them? How do I confess that  I  was 
once a part  of  the very force we 're f ight ing against?"  she 
pondered,  her hands absent ly f idget ing with a tool .  

She thought back to her t ime in 0037's  army, the 
r igorous training under 1482,  her ruthless mentorship.  

"He taught me everything I  know.. .  but  at  what  
cost?"   

Her mind replayed scenes of  the r igorous and often 
merci less  training sess ions in the block they were now 
planning to inf i l trate,  anxiety c louded her head,  a 
rehearsal  of  the confession she was dreading to make.  

"Guys,  there 's  something I  need to tel l  you.  I . . .  I  was 
part  of  0037's  army, I  trained under 1482 himself , "  she 
imagined their  shocked faces,  the disappointment in 
their  eyes,  especial ly  Dr.  Al ice 's .  

"Why didn' t  I  say anything earl ier? Why did I  even 
agree to this  miss ion? I  didn' t  want to let  you down, 
Alice.  You brought me into this  crew, bel ieved in me.. . "   
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Her loyal ty  to Dr.  Al ice was unwavering,  but  the 
fear of  re ject ion by the rest  of  the crew cast  a  long 
shadow over her resolve;  her thoughts were a jumble of  
fear and sel f -reproach.  

"They might  never trust  me again… They ' l l  see me 
as the enemy, but  I 'm not that  person anymore… I have 
to make them see that . "  

Ripper 's  gaze shif ted to the tools  in her hands,  
symbols of  her current  l i fe ,  far  removed from her past ,  
she took a deep breath,  s teel ing hersel f ,  the truth would 
come out ;  i t  had to.  She just  hoped the crew would 
understand that  her past  didn' t  def ine her,  that  she was 
no longer a soldier;  she was a rebel  wi th a cause,  a cause 
she bel ieved in with al l  her heart .  

 
With a f inal ,  determined nod to hersel f ,  she s tepped 

out of  the workshop, ready to face whatever 
consequences her confession might bring,  as  she made 
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her way upwards to the main deck,  Dr.  Al ice s tepped 
into the room with a sense of  purpose.  

“Here,  I  synthesized these serums from the 
remnants of  the ones I  made for Sarah and Gonzo. They 
wi l l  turn you into zombies again,  but  due to the lack of  
ingredients ,  I  could only make three,  your t ime wi l l  be 
very l imited;  you have two hours to complete your 
object ives and return to the ship,” she f irmly asserted.  

Frank,  intent ly l i s tening,  exclaimed.  
“We wil l  have to be quick and eff ic ient… No room 

for mistakes.” 
As he spoke,  Ripper entered the deck,  her 

expression fraught wi th nervous tension,  the room fel l  
s i lent  as she announced.  

“I  have something to confess.” 
Ripper 's  voice trembled s l ight ly  as she delved 

deeper into her past ,  her eyes ref lect ing a turmoil  that  
had been buried for years.  

"I t  s tarted when I was just  a young punk, "  she began,  
her gaze dis tant .   

"Our block was peaceful ,  a  haven amidst  the chaos,  
unt i l  0037's  army stormed in.  They enslaved us 
ruthless ly ,  my fr iends,  my family,  they turned them into 
mindless zombies before my eyes.” She paused,  
col lect ing her thoughts.   

"I  couldn' t  s tand i t… I confronted 1482 the leader 
of  the s iege,  though I had no real  s trength to f ight ,  I  
remember shouting at  him, tel l ing him he was a 
monster. "  
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The memory seemed to transport  her back to that  
fateful  encounter,  in her mind, the harsh,  grat ing voice 
of  1482 echoed.  

"You've got  spir i t ,  kid,  but  spir i t  a lone won' t  save 
you here. "  1482 aff irmed af ter g iv ing her a big smack 
on the face.  

0037,  having witnessed her def iance,  saw potent ia l  
in her rebel l ious nature.  

"This one,  she could be useful .  Train her,  make her 
one of  us, "  he said to 1482 in a cold,  calculat ing tone.  

Ripper recounted the gruel l ing training under 1482,  
the indoctr inat ion sessions,  the torture preparat ion and 
the combat dri l ls .  

"I  was being moulded into something I  despised,  but  
in a s trange way,  I  wanted to prove myself ,  to survive,  
to maybe f ind a way to f ight  back from the inside"  she 
admit ted.  

She spoke of  her rapid r ise within the ranks,  her 
ski l ls  honed to perfect ion under 1482's  ruthless 
guidance.  

"You're becoming qui te the warrior;  0037 has high 
hopes for you, "  1482 once remarked, a rare note of  
approval  in his  voice.  The higher she cl imbed, the more 
the real i ty  of  her s i tuat ion weighed on her.  

"I  was l iv ing a l ie .  The more I  saw, the more I  
real ized I  couldn' t  be a part  of  i t .  The torment of  my 
thoughts ,  the memories of  what  I  had lost . . .  i t  became 
too much,"  she said,  anger in her voice.  

Her decis ion to f lee was a turning point .  
"Leaving was the hardest  thing I 've ever done… I 
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abandoned everything I  knew, l ived in the shadows,  
haunted by my past . "  

Ripper 's  s tory revealed a young l i fe caught in the 
crossf ire of  a larger confl ic t ,  a  s truggle for ident i ty  and 
redemption amidst  a backdrop of tyranny and 
oppression.  Her confession,  raw and heart fel t ,  lef t  the 
crew in a sombre s i lence,  each member grappl ing with 
the complexi t ies of  her past  and what  i t  meant for their  
shared future,  Frank's  ini t ia l  react ion was a mix of  anger 
and betrayal .  

"How can we trust  you now?" 
Dr.  Al ice,  her face in shock and disappointment,  

she s truggled with her emotions,  the trust  she had 
placed in Ripper fel t  misplaced now. 

"Why did you keep this  from us… from me?" she 
asked,  her voice pained. 

Before Ripper could respond, Elder Lep brought 
calm to the brewing storm. 
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" I t  i s  not  our past  that  def ines us… What matters is  
what  we choose to do now, how we shape our future and 
walk the s treets  of  l i fe together. "  

Before anyone could react ,  Sarah’s  voice came over 
the intercom, breaking the tension.  

"We're approaching Block 00371400, "  she 
announced,  bringing the crew back to the urgency of  
their  miss ion.  

The revelat ion of Ripper 's  past  hung heavi ly  in the 
air ,  a  complex mix of  emotions swir l ing among the crew, 
despi te the uncertainty,  Elder Lep's  words resonated 
with them, a reminder that  redemption and change were 
always possible.  With their  dest inat ion nearing,  the 
crew had to set  as ide their  doubts and focus on the 
miss ion at  hand, the future of  their  cause,  and of Lep 
himself ,  depended on i t .  

Frank,  sensing the shif t  in the room fol lowing 
Ripper 's  revelat ion,  knew i t  was t ime to refocus the crew 
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on the mission at  hand. He stood up,  his  presence 
commanding the at tent ion of  everyone in the room. 

"Alr ight ,  we need to s tay focused,  our miss ion 
depends on i t .  Ripper,  your knowledge of  the base is  
v i ta l… You're with us on this ,  t ime to prove your 
commitment to the cause.  We need every advantage we 
can get "  his  voice f irm yet  understanding.  

He turned to John, whose face showed a mix of  
rel ief  and disappointment.   

" John, your insights  have been invaluable,  but  I  
need you to s tay here with Elder Lep, Dr.  Al ice,  and 
Gonzo… We need a s trong team ready on the ship. "  

John nodded, understanding the weight  of  the 
decis ion,  Elder Lep placed a reassuring hand on the 
young crew member 's  shoulder,  a  s i lent  gesture of  
support .  Frank then addressed Sarah.   

"Your combat ski l ls  might  be crucial  i f  things go 
south,  I  need you with us on the ground."  

Sarah gave a curt  nod, her face set  in a determined 
expression;  She was always ready for a f ight ,  her 
resi l ience and bravery unquest ioned.  

Final ly ,  he looked at  Gonzo,  who had been quiet ly  
l i s tening to the exchange.  

"Gonzo,  you're our eyes and ears here… Keep the 
ship ready for immediate departure;  we might  need to 
leave in a hurry. "  

Gonzo f lashed a thumbs-up,  his  usual  humour 
subdued by the gravi ty  of  the s i tuat ion. 

"You got  i t ,  boss;  we ' l l  be ready to jet  the moment 
you're back. "  
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With the roles ass igned and the team in agreement,  
the atmosphere aboard the ship shif ted from one of 
emotional  revelat ion to one of  tact ical  preparat ion,  
Frank took a moment to look around at  his  crew, a 
diverse group united by a common cause;  Despite the 
revelat ions and the underlying tensions,  they were a 
team, each member playing a cr i t ical  role in their  
shared struggle.  

As the ship neared Block 00371400, the smal l  
inf i l t rat ion team geared up,  each member aware of  the 
dangers that  lay ahead but resolute in their  
commitment,  they were ready to face whatever 
chal lenges awai ted them, together.  

Dr.  Al ice s tood with a tray of  smal l ,  ominous-
looking vials ,  the crew gathered around, their  
expressions a blend of determinat ion and 
apprehension. 

"Lis ten up,  these are the serums I 've synthesized.  
They ' l l  disguise you as zombies just  as  they did for 
Sarah and Gonzo—perfect  for blending in"  said Dr.  
Al ice,  her voice carrying a tone of seriousness that  
demanded at tent ion.  She handed out the via ls ,  her gaze 
meet ing each of  her crewmates.   

"There 's  a  catch.  These wi l l  only last  for two hours… 
After that ,  the effects  wi l l  s tart  to wear off .  That  means 
you have exact ly  two hours to get  in,  f ind what we need, 
and get  out… No di l ly -dal ly ing! "  

Frank took his  v ia l ,  weighing i t  in his  hand as he 
nodded in understanding.  

"Two hours.  We' l l  make i t  count. "  
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Sarah took her serum with a gr im nod, her mind 
already dreading the transformation.   

As Ripper accepted her v ial ,  her hand was s teady,  
but  her mind raced with the memories her confession 
had st irred,  Dr.  Al ice 's  eyes l ingered on each of  them 
for a moment longer.  

"Remember,  t iming is  crucial… We can' t  af ford any 
mistakes,  once the serum wears off ,  you' l l  be exposed,  
and we can ' t  r isk that . "  

The crew members exchanged glances,  a  s i lent  
agreement passing between them. They understood the 
r isks,  the t ight  t imeframe, and the importance of  their  
miss ion,  wi th a col lect ive sense of  resolve,  they injected 
themselves wi th the vials .  

In the ship’s  cockpit ,  the atmosphere was one of  
focused concentrat ion as Ripper relayed useful  info to 
Gonzo; she leaned over the console,  her voice s teady 
despi te the r is ing tension. 

"Each control  post  has i ts  own set  of  access codes… 
Here,  these are the ones you' l l  need! They change them 
frequently ,  but  these should st i l l  be current .  The codes 
have embedded fake information about our purpose in 
Block 00371400."  She handed over the data pad.                               

As Ripper handed over the crucial  codes to Gonzo, 
the tension in the cockpit  was palpable.  Gonzo, 
however,  couldn' t  res is t  the opportunity to l ighten the 
mood. 

"Ah! Secret  codes,  eh? Feels  l ike I 'm an agent now… 
or something"  he said,  waggl ing the data pad.  

Ripper couldn' t  help but  crack a smal l  smile despi te 
the seriousness of  the s i tuat ion.  
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" Just  make sure you use the r ight  codes at  the r ight  
t ime. . . "  

Gonzo grinned, tapping the pad.  

"Don' t  worry,  I ' l l  save my best  agent  impression for 
later ;  A word before you leave… We al l  make mistakes 
in this  fuckery of  a l i fe ,  don’t  let  those def ine you;  we 
oversee our own dest iny. "  

As the ship approached the f irs t  checkpoint ,  
Gonzo’s f ingers danced over the control  panel ,  
transmit t ing the f irs t  set  of  codes to the looming control  
tower,  a  moment of  s i lence fol lowed, Gonzo holding his  
breath as they wai ted for a response.  The control  
tower 's  voice crackled through the intercom, a hint  of  
boredom in the operator 's  tone.  

 
"Access granted.  Proceed. "  
 
A s igh of  rel ief  was fel t  throughout the ship.  Gonzo 

moved on to the next  checkpoint ,  equal ly  smooth in his  
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execut ion,  the control  tower 's  responses remained 
dis interested,  a s ign that  their  disguise was holding up. 

 
“Please proceed.” 
 
As the ship neared the f inal  checkpoint  before the 

landing bay,  a voice from the control  tower crackled 
through the intercom, breaking the pat tern of  rout ine 
confirmations.  

"State the purpose of  your tr ip, "  demanded the 
operator wi th a hint  of  suspicion in his  tone. 

Gonzo's  heart  skipped a beat .  He glanced at  the 
control  panel  and real ized,  to his  horror,  that  the ship 's  
orig inal  seria l  number was not encrypted,  a number that  
REVEN had l ikely f lagged,  thinking quickly,  he 
responded. 

"Bringing organic materials  from Block 110110, 
transmit t ing admit tance codes now" 

While maintaining a calm demeanour,  his  f ingers 
f lew over the controls ,  deft ly  coding a disguised seria l  
number to display on the screen,  there was a tense 
pause as the control  tower processed the information;  
the seconds s tretched,  each one heavy with the threat  
of  exposure.  Final ly ,  the operator 's  voice returned,  
dis interested as before.  

 
"Confirmed… Proceed to landing bay 4156. "  
 
Gonzo exhaled s lowly,  the rel ief  palpable in the 

cockpit .  He had averted a near disaster wi th quick 
thinking and a s teady hand. 
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"We land in two minutes,  be ready! "  he announced 
to the crew, his  voice s teady but the underlying tension 
evident .  

The crew, unaware of  the close cal l ,  readied 
themselves for the mission,  they were now minutes away 
from touching down in enemy terr i tory,  their  fate 
hanging on the success of  their  s teal th and the 
effect iveness of  their  disguises;  as  the ship descended 
toward the landing bay,  the real i ty  of  their  s i tuat ion was 
clearer than ever,  they were deep in the heart  of  enemy 
terr i tory,  rely ing on their  wi ts  and each other to survive.  

As the rear hatch of the ship s lowly opened, the 
crew was met with the s ight  of  REVEN's r ig id 
orderl iness.  Marching pelotons of  soul less zombie 
soldiers moved in unison,  their  s teps echoing through 
the vast  loading bay,  rows of  combat ships,  s leek and 
menacing,  l ined the area,  a  testament to REVEN's 
mil i tary prowess.  
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Disguised as zombies themselves thanks to Dr.  
Al ice 's  serum, the crew disembarked the ship and 
blended into the gr im parade;  they moved with purpose,  
their  gai t  mimicking the undead soldiers around them 
as they headed toward the main entrance of  the base,  
their  object ive was clear;  reach the Assembly warehouse 
and f ind the f lux capaci tor.  

As they navigated through the outer sectors of  the 
base,  connect ing the loading bay to adjacent bui ldings,  
they encountered a smal l  patrol  uni t ,  the danger of  
being discovered loomed over them l ike a dark cloud.  

"Leave this  to me,"  whispered Ripper,  s tepping 
forward.  

Her famil iar i ty  wi th REVEN's operat ions was 
evident in her confident approach. Frank,  despi te the 
recent revelat ions about her past ,  nodded in agreement,  
trust ing in her expert ise ,  wi th precis ion and quick 
thinking,  Ripper deft ly  handled the s i tuat ion,  
neutral iz ing the potent ia l  threat  wi thout rais ing any 
alarms,  a powerful  reassurance of  her al legiance to the 
crew and their  mission.  

Moving swif t ly  through the area connect ing the 
loading bay to the Assembly warehouse,  they reached 
the backdoor;  just  as  John had informed them, the last  
checkpoint  was deserted due to the shif t  change,  the 
backdoor to the warehouse stood unguarded, an open 
gate to their  object ive.  They s l ipped through unnoticed,  
the tension of their  miss ion momentari ly  eased by this  
s troke of  luck;  In the expanse of  the Assembly 
warehouse,  Sarah located the sort ing computer wi th a 
focused intensi ty .   
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Her f ingers f lew over the keyboard as she accessed 
the system, bypassing securi ty  protocols  wi th surpris ing 
ease,  Frank and Ripper watched in astonishment as she 
deft ly  navigated through the digi ta l  labyrinth.  

"Got i t ,  the f lux capaci tor is  in the lower ground, 
ais le 3,  capaci tors sect ion"  Sarah announced 
tr iumphantly .  

"Leave i t  wi th me… I ' l l  get  i t .  See what  else you can 
f ind in their  system,"  responded Ripper with 
determinat ion.  

Without hesi tat ion,  she vaul ted over the rai l ing,  her 
body cutt ing through the air  as she plunged two stories 
down to the ground f loor,  she landed with a rol l ,  
immediately dart ing off  towards her target ;  Frank and 
Sarah exchanged impressed glances before turning their  
at tent ion back to their  respect ive tasks.  

Sarah continued to mine the sort ing computer for 
information,  she quickly uncovered a weal th of  data;  
repair  logs,  miss ion detai ls ,  and even crucial  
information about Block 006900, but  there was no t ime 
to discuss.  She quickly pul led out a smal l  hard drive to 
s tore the information,  the knowledge gleaned from 
these f i les  would prove invaluable for their  ongoing 
miss ion and future endeavours against  REVEN. 

Frank,  not  one to waste t ime, moved to the weapons 
rack,  his  eyes scanned the array of  art i l lery,  select ing 
pieces that  would enhance their  f irepower;  he gathered 
an assortment of  weapons,  careful ly  considering the 
needs of  each crew member,  his  choices were s trategic ,  
ensuring that  they would be bet ter armed and prepared 
for any unforeseen chal lenges.  
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The warehouse,  a treasure trove of  resources,  
offered them more than just  the f lux capaci tor;  i t  
provided them with information and armaments that  
could t ip the scales in their  favour against  REVEN. As 
each crew member focused on their  task,  they worked 
with the knowledge that  every second counted,  their  
zombie disguises a t icking t ime bomb that  could expose 
their  miss ion.  

The moment Ripper 's  hand closed around the f lux 
capaci tor;  a  sense of  urgency spiked through the air  as 
the main door to the assembly warehouse began to 
open, Frank's  voice crackled through the 
communicator,  urgent and low. 

 
"Hide!  Quick! "  
 

1482,  a looming f igure of  menace,  s tepped into the 
warehouse,  his  presence was commanding,  a blend of  
raw power and calculated mal ice.   
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He paused just  inside the doorway,  his  eyes 
scanning the vast  interior,  i t  was c lear he suspected 
something was wrong;  his  personal  guard had alerted 
him that  someone had accessed the computer system, 
an anomaly on a day when the warehouse was supposed 
to be inact ive due to the peloton march.  

In a swif t ,  f luid motion,  Ripper ducked into one of  
the maintenance tunnels  beneath the f loor,  
disappearing just  as  1482's  gaze swept over the area 
where she had been moments before.  Meanwhile,  Frank 
and Sarah made a spl i t -second decis ion,  they darted 
towards a nearby window, leaping through i t  onto the 
roof of  the warehouse;  they crouched close to the wal l ,  
just  out  of  s ight  from anyone outs ide,  their  eyes peering 
through the window, f ixated on the main door and the 
ominous f igure of  1482.  

"I  know you are here… spread and f ind this  scum!"  
he commanded to the guards.  

From their  vantage point ,  Frank and Sarah could see 
1482 moving s lowly through the warehouse,  his  s teps 
measured and purposeful ;  Every so often,  he paused,  as 
i f  l i s tening or sensing something out of  place.  

"I  can smell  your fear,  no point  in hiding now…" 
1482 said as he snif fed the air .  

Below ground, Ripper navigated the maintenance 
tunnels  wi th a mix of  urgency and caut ion,  she knew the 
layout wel l ,  a  remnant of  her past  that  now served as an 
invaluable asset  in their  peri lous s i tuat ion;  The scene 
was a tense tableau of  cat  and mouse,  wi th the crew's  
miss ion hanging by a thread. 

On the roof,  Frank whispered to Sarah.   
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"We need to create a dis tract ion,  g ive Ripper a 
chance to get  out . "  

But before they could act ,  the s i tuat ion inside the 
warehouse escalated dramatical ly ,  Ripper,  emerging 
from the maintenance tunnels ,  s tood resolutely a few 
meters behind 1482;  the warehouse was s i lent  except 
for their  presence,  a s tark contrast  to the chaos that  had 
preceded their  inf i l t rat ion.  1482,  sensing a presence,  
s lowly turned around, his  eyes narrowing as he 
recognized the f igure behind him. 

"I  knew i t  was you… Trai tor!  Your disguise doesn’ t  
deceive me; I  know what you smell  l ike,  and I never 
forget  the smell  of  a punk, "  he said,  his  voice a low 
growl.  

Ripper s tood her ground, her expression unyielding 
even under the serum's effect ,  she was ready to confront 
her past ,  to face the man who had shaped much of her 
l i fe ,  for bet ter or worse;  Once a disciple,  now a rebel ,  
she faced off  against  1482,  her former mentor turned 
adversary,  the air  was thick with tension,  each aware of  
the other 's  capabi l i t ies ,  each understanding the s takes 
of  their  confrontat ion.  

1482,  wi th a twis ted smile,  began to speak,  his  words 
laced with psychological  venom intended to unnerve 
her.  

"Ah, my dear protégé,  look how you've fa l len,  once 
the pride of  REVEN, now just  a  mere shadow, skulking 
in the darkness.  How does i t  feel  to betray everything 
you were trained to be?"  he taunted,  his  voice dripping 
with disdain.  
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Ripper 's  f is ts  c lenched at  her s ides,  her anger 
s immering just  below the surface.  

"I  never betrayed my principles.  I  only lef t  behind 
a corrupt and murderous system that  I  could no longer 
be a part  of "  she shot back,  try ing to keep her 
composure.  

1482 chuckled,  c learly enjoying her discomfort .  
"Corrupt ,  or too chal lenging for you? You were 

always too emotional ,  too at tached… It  was your 
weakness then,  and i t  wi l l  be your downfal l  now."  

 
He stepped closer,  his  axe gleaming in the dim l ight .  
"Remember the missions we completed together,  the 

power you wielded,  the respect  you commanded? You 
threw i t  a l l  away…" 

With each word,  Ripper fel t  her control  s l ipping,  
her past  col l iding violent ly  wi th her present,  the 
memories of  her t ime under 1482's  command, the 
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things she had done,  the choices she had made,  i t  a l l  
came rushing back,  fuel l ing her growing rage.  

"And now look at  you,  playing hero with a crew of 
rebels… Do you think they 'd have accepted you i f  they 
knew the real  you? The you that  I  trained,  the warrior 
who showed no mercy?"  1482 taunted wit t ingly.  

Ripper 's  eyes blazed with fury.  
"I  am not who I was.  I 've changed… I f ight  for 

something real  now, not  the twisted vis ions of  a 
madman."  

1482's  eyes g l inted with mal ice.  
"Hatred sui ts  you,  my dear… It  a lways was your most  

def ining trai t .  Let  i t  out !  Show me that  f ire again. "  
His words were a calculated assaul t ,  a iming to break 

her resolve,  to bring back the soldier she once was.  
Ripper,  f i l led with a bl inding mix of  anger and hatred,  
s truggled to s tay focused,  the tense s tandoff  between 
them erupted into a f ierce bat t le ,  a  dance of  fury and 
ski l l  wi thin the confines of  the warehouse.  

1482 lunged forward with his  axe,  a  weapon he 
wielded with deadly precis ion,  each swing was a lethal  
arc,  meant to incapaci tate or ki l l .  Ripper,  driven by a 
mixture of  rage and determinat ion,  evaded his  ini t ia l  
a t tacks wi th agi l i ty  honed from her training under him, 
she knew she couldn' t  match his  brute s trength,  so she 
rel ied on her speed and tact ical  knowledge.  

Rushing between ais les and equipment,  she grabbed 
a shock baton from a nearby rack,  the weapon hummed 
to l i fe in her hands,  i ts  electr ic  blue glow cast ing eerie 
shadows around them; Their  bat t le was a chaot ic  
symphony of moves and countermoves;  1482's  axe 
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crashed down, spl intering the concrete where Ripper 
had stood just  a  moment before,  she responded with a 
quick jab of  the baton,  a iming for his  exposed areas,  
but  he deft ly  parried,  his  ref lexes sharp despi te his  
bulk.  

Ripper real ized she needed to be more 
unpredictable,  faster;  she feinted lef t ,  then rol led r ight ,  
coming up behind 1482,  she swung the baton with al l  
her might ,  landing a sol id hi t  on his  upper back.  The 
shock sent  him stumbling forward,  but  he quickly 
regained his  balance,  let t ing out a growl of  frustrat ion; 
Ripper manoeuvred around a s tack of  crates ,  grabbing 
a pair  of  magnet ic chains,  she threw them at  1482,  
hoping to bind him, but he smashed them mid-air  wi th 
a swing of  his  axe.  

1482,  now vis ibly enraged,  intensi f ied his  at tacks,  
his  swings became more aggressive,  less  precise but  
more dangerous.  Ripper real ized she was being driven 
into a corner,  she needed to end this  quickly;  Spott ing 
a high-pressure gas cyl inder,  she kicked i t  towards 
1482,  as i t  rol led across the f loor,  she shot i t  wi th a 
plasma pis tol  she had snatched from another rack,  the 
canister exploded upon impact ,  engulf ing 1482 in a 
f iery blast .  

The explosion rocked the warehouse,  and for a 
moment,  Ripper feared she had gone too far;  as  the 
smoke cleared,  1482 emerged from behind,  rais ing his  
axe for a f inal ,  deadly s tr ike at  Ripper’s  head. 

Time seemed to s tand st i l l  as  the sharp blade 
descended toward her,  but  before i t  could meet i ts  
mark,  Elder Lep appeared as i f  out  of  thin air ,  his  hands 
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catching the axe mid-swing,  his  intervent ion was both 
shocking and awe- inspir ing.  

"We meet again,  1482.  How much you've changed. . . "  
sa id Elder Lep with a calm but powerful  voice,  his  eyes 
s teady and unwavering,  locked onto 1482's .  

The surprise on 1482's  face was quickly replaced by 
a snarl  of  rage,  he retracted his  axe and at tacked Elder 
Lep with renewed feroci ty ;  The two were locked in 
f ierce combat ,  a  c lash of  brute s trength against  serene 
power.  

“You stand no chance,  old punk!” 1482 sneered as 
he recovered his  posture.  

Elder Lep moved with a grace,  each motion f luid 
and purposeful ;  he dodged 1482's  swings wi th ease,  his  
movements almost  blurr ing into the surroundings.   

Then, wi th a swif t  and precise motion,  he del ivered 
a powerful  palm str ike to 1482's  chest ,  sending him 
reel ing backward.  

“Too slow,” af f irmed Elder Lep. 
1482,  s truggl ing to regain his  balance,  looked up 

just  in t ime to see Elder Lep closing his  eyes in deep 
concentrat ion,  in that  moment,  Elder Lep's  presence 
seemed to expand, f i l l ing the warehouse with an almost  
tangible force.  Then, in an instant ,  Elder Lep reopened 
his  eyes,  now glowing with a mysterious energy,  he 
extended his  hands,  the air  around him shimmering 
with power.  With a focused effort ,  he reached out wi th 
his  mind, locat ing the rest  of  the crew. 

Frank and Sarah watched in amazement from their  
rooftop vantage point  as  a l l  this  unfolded;  below them, 
Ripper,  s t i l l  recovering from the near - fatal  at tack,  
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looked up in awe;  Suddenly,  they al l  fe l t  a  s trange 
sensat ion,  as i f  the very fabric of  real i ty  was bending 
around them, in the bl ink of  an eye,  they were no longer 
in the warehouse but found themselves s tanding on the 
main deck of  their  ship.  

Elder Lep, s tanding among them, lowered his  
hands,  his  breathing s teady despi te the exert ion of  his  
powers.  The crew looked around, disoriented but 
unharmed, their  minds reel ing from the rapid turn of  
events ,  Frank's  mind raced with quest ions about what  
had just  happened, but  he knew this  was nei ther the 
t ime nor the place for inquir ies—they were s t i l l  in 
immediate danger.  

Sarah and Ripper were vis ibly shaken, their  
expressions a mix of  shock and disbel ief .  The 
experience of  being teleported was disorient ing,  leaving 
them momentari ly  unsteady.  Gonzo, ever the quick 
thinker,  real ized they had to move fast ,  a lready at  the 
pi lot ’s  seat ,  his  hands f ly ing over the controls .  

"Hang on! This is  going to be rough" he announced 
through the intercom, his  voice laced with urgency.  

With ski l ful  precis ion,  he powered up the ship and 
l i f ted i t  off  the ground; the ship’s  engines roared to l i fe ,  
breaking the momentary s t i l lness that  had enveloped 
the crew, outs ide,  the s i tuat ion was escalat ing rapidly.  
1482,  furious and vengeful ,  had alerted the loading 
bay 's  control  tower;  the bay doors began to close,  and 
the sound of gunfire echoed as shots were f ired at  them 
by some of the troops on the ground.  

Gonzo manoeuvred the ship toward the main 
entrance,  swerving and dodging incoming f ire;  The ship 



L E P  C H R O N I C L E S  

25 
 

jo l ted and shuddered as i t  narrowly avoided the blasts ,  
each crew member bracing themselves,  gr ipping 
whatever they could f ind for s tabi l i ty .  The ship,  now a 
blur of  motion,  raced toward the rapidly c losing doors 
of  the loading bay,  Gonzo executed a series of  complex 
movements to guide the ship through the narrowing 
escape route.  

As they neared the doors,  the crew held their  
breath,  the tension palpable in the air ;  With only 
moments to spare,  Gonzo pushed the ship to i ts  l imits ,  
squeezing through the closing gap just  in t ime, the ship 
burst  out  of  the loading bay,  leaving behind the chaos 
and gunfire.  

 
As the ship hurt led away from the base,  Ripper 

quickly regained her composure,  the confusion from 
the teleportat ion faded,  replaced by a sense of  urgency,  
she knew the damaged f lux capaci tor was their  priori ty  
i f  they were to have any hope of  escaping REVEN's 
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clutches permanently ;  wi thout hesi tat ion,  she moved 
toward the ship 's  engine bay to begin repairs .  

Meanwhile,  Frank approached Elder Lep,  a look of 
grat i tude etched on his  face.  

"Thanks,  you saved us back there… We owe you 
one, "  he said,  his  voice earnest .  

Elder Lep s imply nodded, his  gaze s teady,  there was 
a mutual  understanding that  their  f ight  was far  from 
over.   

In the cockpit ,  Sarah joined Gonzo,  taking up the 
co-pi lot ' s  seat .  

"Welcome back,  skip… Let me handle this  whi le you 
ass is t , "  Gonzo said,  his  eyes focused on the path ahead. 

The cockpit  was a f lurry of  act iv i ty  as they worked 
in tandem, ski l ful ly  navigat ing the ship through the t ight  
landing bay spaces.  

Back at  the warehouse,  1482 watched the ship 
disappear into the dis tance,  his  expression was one of  
calculated calmness,  belying the anger that  s immered 
beneath;  he raised a hand, s ignal l ing a crew of 
interceptors that  had scrambled in response to the alert .  

"Let  them go… for now,"  he ordered,  his  voice cold 
and control led.  

"I  know where they are going… We wil l  have our 
t ime… Get me Vick,  NOW!" His eyes gl inted with a mix 
of  rage and ant ic ipat ion.  

This was not the end of the chase,  but  merely a 
s trategic pause,  1482 was already planning his  next  
move—a move that  would bring him face- to- face with his  
adversaries once more.  
 


