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Part XiV: Rebo Joon 

Lambda Construction Station, Lower Storage Area 

 

The overwhelming pull from the sudden pressure drop caught Rebo unawares and sent him 

hurtling towards the open doors a lot faster than he would have managed by himself. He lost his 

footing and fell, sliding head first along the floor, barely managing to twist his body to keep his face 

from peeling off against the floor grates. Then he heard a metallic bang and felt something catch 

on to his ankle before he suddenly stopped, suspended in the air a few centimetres above the 

floor. When he turned back, he saw Ghoss holding on to his leg, himself suspended by a length of 

cable going from the grapple launcher in his belt to the grappling hook that now sat firmly planted 

in some sort of metal construction behind them. He looked towards the elevator again. He could 

see the blackness outside, even caught a glimpse of the planet Lianna below; a blue-grey curve in 

the far distance. Above him, to the left, was the button. There was no reason for it not to still work. 

Except if your explosion ruined it, laser brain. Still, closing the doors was their only chance. 

He could feel his fingers going numb, sparks flying before his eyes. The room they were in 

would have to be big, or they would have both been sucked into space in a matter of seconds, but 

pressure was still dropping rapidly. In no time at all it could rupture the tiny bubbles in their lungs, 

make their eardrums explode, and deprive their brains of precious oxygen. Not mentioning the 

cold that had already begun taking effect. He flexed his fingers. There was only one thing to do. 

 “Let go of me,” he shouted back towards Ghoss, not sure if the kid could hear him through 

the rush of air. “I need to reach that button.” 

 “No way,” the kid replied, barely audible. “Hold on! Maybe I can lengthen the cord!” He let 

go of Rebo with one hand and started fumbling with his belt. Breathing only shallowly now, Rebo 

could feel the effects of the increasing pressure drop like an anaesthesia surging through the 

system. He would have to do something now, right bloody now, or none of them would be able to 

do anything – they wouldn’t even care anymore. Sorry, kid. He kicked Ghoss’s hand with his free 

foot, catching him unawares and making him let go. Rebo’s body flew towards the doors, but at an 

angle, and he sorely hoped that would help him. He banged into the doorframe shoulder first, 
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catching the edge of the frame between his shoulder and his head, happily managing to stay on 

the inside of the door. The breath was sucked out of his lungs in an instant and he gasped like a fish 

out of water, clinging desperately to the wall, struggling to pull himself up before he was finally 

able to slam his trembling hand down on the closing button. 

  


