Chapter 1: Pulse



Frederick Douglas the Third, or FD3 as his friends knew him, glanced lazily out the window, propped up on his elbow. Space was quite a beautiful thing for lovers to gaze up at or to wow someone with during their first trip to space, but for someone who had lived in a colony for almost their entire life, it was as mundane as a blue sky to an Earthling. However, even as he looked at the stars, he really didn't see them. FD3 was more focused on the orders he had been given than how he got were he was supposed to go. His inner musings were interrupted as the passenger next to him returned to his seat and accidentally bumped his elbow.

"Oh, sorry about that," the other man offered, strapping his seat belt back on as tight as it would go. The man was about FD3's age, maybe a bit older, but he was shaking like a leaf.

"Is this your first time in space?" FD3 casually asked, trying to dispel the air of boredom.

"Oh? Uh...yeah...first time ever. Zero-g is a weird sensation." He fidgeted a bit in his seat, tightening his grip on the sides so as not to float away.

"So, I take it you're with the NEF, too?" FD3 inquired upon seeing he was wearing one of the NEF's brown jackets. 

"Yeah...I just signed up a few weeks ago. I never thought I'd be getting shipped up to the colonies to be in some task force." He calmed down slightly now that his mind had been taken off the weightlessness.

"Task force?" FD3 quirked an eyebrow in interest. "Would it happen to be called 'Taskforce Alpha?'"
"Yeah, how'd you know?"

"I'm supposed to be in Alpha, too." FD3 produced a piece of paper from his breast pocket and handed it to the other man.

"I was given a piece of paper just like this!" He reached into his pocket and unraveled an identical piece of paper. "So, I guess we'll be watching each other's backs, huh? It's only proper we know who we're going to be fighting with. I'm Albileo."

"You can call me FD3." He extended his own hand to shake Albileo's. 

"Oh my God, is that a battle!?" Albileo's grip suddenly became jittery and sweaty as he looked past FD3's head at something. FD3 immediately snapped his head back around to see a shuttle a short distance away being fired upon by what looked like Oz MS.

***

Damn, how did they know? The shuttle pilot asked himself as he tried to shake his pursuers.

"Amuro, you cannot let them get their hands on Wing! Do whatever you have to do to get rid of them." A communication window opened up on the lower right of the screen the pilot gazed out of. The figure in the window was an elderly man, with graying hair and wrinkled skin, but he also sported what looked like a strange pair of goggles and a robotic hand.

"Understood." The youth known as "Amuro" replied in a clipped tone. No sooner had the word left his mouth than a sudden impact violently rocked the ship. A lucky shot from one of the trailing space Leos had apparently struck the ship's engines, knocking them off line and leaving the vessel to slowly drift through space.
A pair of blue, boxy MS with a single, amber-colored eye-like structure suddenly pulled ahead of the crippled shuttle. Pointing its beam rifle directly at the cockpit, one of the MS pilots hailed the shuttle pilot. "You there abandon that shuttle immediately and turn yourself in or we will be forced to fire on you again."

Amuro remained silent, opting to flick a switch on the shuttle's control board instead.

"Are you listening to me?" The pilot demanded, lowering the beam rifle to move in a bit closer.

He got his answer as a portion of the shuttles nose flipped upward to reveal what looked like a nozzle. The "nozzle" began to glow softly as bits of yellow light appeared seemingly out of thin air and gathered inside of it. As the glow grew brighter and brighter, the Leo pilots finally knew what it was. But by then, it was too late. A pillar of pure energy poured of the barrel and washed over the hapless Oz MS. The titanium alloy that covered them was like plastic left out in the sun too long. The armor warped and twisted before their generators couldn't take the heat and they exploded in a maelstrom of heat and light.

Not giving the Oz ship trailing behind him a chance to catch up, Amuro hit another switch, causing the immaculate shuttle to burst apart from within. In what seemed like an homage to the legendary phoenix, a blue, red, and white bird of metal leaped forth from the ruined shuttle and continued onward.

On the bridge of the aforementioned Oz vessel, Lieutenant Smithy Jones smoldered with anger. "That bastard took out two Leos in a single shot!? Damn it, continue trailing that pig and prepare my Leo-S for launch. I'll show him what happens to those who oppose Oz."


***
ADVANCE \d 4They're still trailing me. Amuro thought to himself annoyedly as he drew near the Earth's atmosphere. Oz had stayed a moderate distance away throughout most of the chase, but re-entry would probably be the most difficult part, especially if they deployed their MS.

Right on cue, Amuro noticed a telltale blue spurt of flame coming around from the ship's rear. I guess I can handle one more MS before re-entry.

***

"No, I'm going alone." Smithy reported to the bridge crew as his crimson Leo streaked toward the bird. "Those men died on my watch. It's the least I can do to avenge them." 

***

The first thing to go was the beak, which was actually the machine's buster rifle hooked onto its shield. Next, the MS's head turned around so that is was facing the right way. The "bird's" claws then folded away, replaced by more humanoid appendages. Finally, the machine's legs twisted and elongated to reveal a MS. But it wasn't just any mobile suit; it was a Gundam. 

As if the machine sensed the awe and terror-inspiring quality all Gundams seem to possess, its eyes flared a deep emerald green that solely regarded the approaching Leo the way Death might observe a man on his deathbed. Slowly raising his buster rifle, Amuro pulled the trigger.

He must think I'm just another amateur. Smithy thought to himself, rolling sideways out of the beam's way just as it scorched forth from the barrel. As the barrel roll came to an end and the Leo righted itself, Smithy charged in with a burst from his verniers and answered with three beam rifle shots. 

Not allowing himself to be thrown off by the surprise, Amuro expertly evaded the shots with a thrust from the fragile-looking wings that adorned his suit's back. I see. Amuro reflected to himself as he saw the Leo pull it's beam saber free with a flourish. That was just a feint. He's trying to get in close...too close for me to use the buster rifle efficiently.

Tossing aside the cumbersome rifle, Amuro maneuvered the Wing's hand down in front of a small slot that had opened in his shield to retrieve a cylindrical piece of metal. In an instant, a yellow-green rod of light sprung forth as he activated his own beam saber to parry the lunging stab aimed for the green core in his chest.

"Not bad," Smithy smirked before shooting out his Leo's right leg into the Wing's side. Seeing he's thrown the machine off balance, he went in again, leading with a shoulder tackle. But Amuro foiled the maneuver by bringing up his shield. The Wing easily shrugged the blow off and came at the Leo with an overhead swing.

Bringing his own saber up to block, Smithy slid sideways a bit to throw the Gundam off balance again, for it had started to lean on its weapon in the hope of overtaxing the Leo's saber. Seeing the upper torso lean forward a bit, Smithy came at the Wing again with another stab only to be repulsed yet again.

Another flurry of stabs came from the Leo, only to pushed aside or all together dodged as the pilot seemed to read Smithy's moves. I was right. He's using a fencing style. He even threw away his beam rifle to fight me saber-to-saber. Amuro analyzed, knowing just what to expect and how to cope when the next blow came. Time and time again, the weapons clashed, sending out sparks and flaring up to match the other saber. It was like some sort of morbidly beautiful dance. Blue, red, gold, white, and that odd shade of yellow-green went around and around as the combatants streaked across space.


Damn...most pilots are hack and slash at close range. He's actually got some skill to back up that fancy Gundam of his. Smithy sourly noted.

Starting his assault with renewed vigor, Smithy found he was pushing the Wing back...or so it seemed. Amid their deadly dance, Smithy had become so absorbed in the fight that he'd forgotten how close they were to Earth's incredible pull. He probably wouldn't have if it weren't for an annoying, high-pitched beep that suddenly rung throughout his cockpit. Lunging forward, the Leo's saber clashed with Wing's as his free hand pulled back only to piston forward into the Wing's chest. 

Instead of continuing his assault as Amuro expected, the Leo righted itself, paused a moment, and finally flew back toward the ship. Amuro had also been harassed by his own proximity warning, but seemingly paid it no mind as he pushed against the pull to recover his buster rifle a short distance away. Waiting until he thought he was no longer visible to the retreating Leo, Amuro casually transformed back into the Wing's bird mode and made his descent.

He was trying to incinerate Wing in the atmosphere. A novel plan, but he didn't account for a transformation sequence. Amuro mused, focusing on what he was to do when he finally set down on the infamous planet Earth. 



***

"I'd like to ask you to come with me." A stiff, military man greeted FD3 and a handful of other NEF soldier the minute they stepped out into the concourse of Side 1's space port. He was also flanked by a quartet of armed NEF men.

"Why?" One of the other men asked suspiciously.

"Because several people would like to see you all dead for being in their colony. It would be safer if we were to escort you. Or would you rather risk it going out onto the streets alone?"

No one was against it. 


