Chapter 3: Momentum

"Five more minutes," FD3 mumbled in his sleep as the shrill beep of his alarm clock attempted to rouse him.

"Hey, kid, get the hell up! We're supposed to report to the briefing room!" Zan nearly knocked the door off its hinges as he beat on the door. "Fine, if you're late it's you own fault!"

"Fine, I'm getting up," FD3 absently wiped away a bit of drool from the edge of his mouth. "I'll be ready in five."

***

"I was told to report to this classroom for social studies." They young man informed his teacher as her students began to slowly fill in.

"Really? I wasn't told about any new students..." She trailed off, glancing at the form he had handed her. "Hm, I guess you're right. All right then, please take a seat. Anywhere's fine."

Amuro silently excused himself, making way toward a seat in the back where he (hopefully) wouldn't be disturbed. Whereas most of the students were pulling out textbooks and the like, Amuro grabbed a laptop from his back pack, booted it up, and immediately went to work. He was so engrossed in his work he didn't realize a small group of people had formed around him.

"The hell do you think you're doing?" One of the kids, the obvious ring leader of the group, demanded as he nudged the laptop.
"Please don't do that. This computer is a very fragile piece of hardware." Amuro didn't even look up at the jock as his fingers continued gliding over the keys.

"Oh yeah?" The jock looked to his friends a moment before casually reaching toward the laptop. Before he could push the computer to the ground, he suddenly found his hand in Amuro's twisting, vice-like grip. 

"I'll tell you again: Stay away from my belongings." Amuro warned, forcing the jock to his knees as he applied a bit more pressure.

"You all leave him alone." A feminine voice demanded of the boys. "He just transferred in. We should do our best to make him feel welcome." 

Amuro immediately released the student's hand and went back to his work.

"You didn't see that? This bastard nearly broke my God damn hand!" The jock snapped, glaring at Amuro.

The girl merely rolled her eyes, brushed past the jock, and addressed Amuro. "Hello, I'm Dana Gardner. Pleased to meet you."

Reading the girl for any sense of malice of the like and finding none, Amuro decided it would be best to dissolve to return the favor. "I'm Amuro Ray."



***

The briefing room was a dismal place. Packed with folding steel chairs, a screen, some sort of projector, and little else, it was rapidly taking on the smell of dust and sweat from people being packed into the room like sardines. The lackluster gray paint job that had been applied to the walls didn't exactly help the atmosphere.

"Our first assignment," the captain finally began, "is to reclaim two stolen MS units that were captured in a raid approximately two days ago." He hit a switch that brought up an image of a colony interior strewn with MS parts. "This is the colony of Heliopolis, where five new Gundam units and their Phase Shift Armor systems were being completed. ZAFT caught wind of this and launched a sneak attack." The switch was hit yet again, revealing a video feed of the ZAFT MS tearing through the NEF defenders. 


It paused about thirty seconds into the display as some invisible hand seemed to circle two particular thruster trails leaving the colony. After a few moments, the image was ballooned up and a pair of Gundams came into focus. "These are the Buster and Duel models. The Duel is the testbed unit, featuring the most basic configuration. It's little more than the original Gundam with Phase Shift Armor. The Buster, on the other hand, is a unit built around the idea of offering long-range support with artillery fire or performing sniper missions."

Another click came and went as a grainy image flared on screen. "The ship they returned to was tracked to this shoal zone. We don't know if they had technical problems or they're simply testing the Buster and Duel... I'll take questions now." 

Zan raised his hand and stood when called on. "What's this 'Phase Shift Armor' you keep going on about?" 
"Right, my mistake," the captain chuckled. "Phase Shift Armor is a new technology that creates an electromagnetic field around the unit's armor capable of withstanding heat or explosive-based weapons. In English, that means it can take anything but beams weaponry and nukes."

"Why aren't the Titans handling this? Now that I think about it, why is Taskforce Alpha needed? They were created for this sort of thing, right?" FD3 boldly inquired.

The captain's mouth twisted a bit, like a child who was being scolded. "Well...these are NEF MS, so the Titans don't think it's their problem. But I do see what you're saying. You see, over the years, the NEF has been giving the Titans more and more power. Some of the NEF brass want to give power completely over to 'em and others are afraid of losing power. We're a way for certain NEF big wigs to sleep easy, knowing someone is watching their ass that isn't the Titans."

 A general air of unease had settled in over the room thanks to FD3's inquiring mind...because inquiring minds want to know. "Sorry," FD3 mumbled.

"Anyway, we will be working with a small Titans unit for this particular mission. But don't get comfy. This is a luxury we'll rarely be able to afford."

"What happened to the other three Phase Shift units?" Albileo cut in.

"Actually, they've been assigned to three pilots in the Titan unit that we'll be backing." 

ADVANCE \d 4"Man, I can't believe I'm going to be a Gundam pilot!" FD3 bounced up and down like a child on Christmas morning.

"Eh, don't get too worked up. It may be pretty and all, but as far as I can tell, our tech is as about as advanced as mid-WWIII." Zan sobered the situation in a way only grizzled old men could.

"Yeah...but it's a Gundam!" FD3 went back to fawning over his machine.

"So, what are you going to pilot?" Abileo asked Zan as he pulled on his space suit.

"Some new GM model...A GM Cannon II is what they call it, I think. It makes sense. I piloted a Guncannon during the OYW. So, what are you going out in?"

"You've been piloting for that long?" Albileo gawked, wide-eyed. "Oh, right, I'm in this new MA named the Moebius Zero. It's that big orange one over there."

***

"These things aren't all that hot." Dearka muttered in annoyance as he took the Buster through some maneuvers.

"Yeah, it's like the NEF just crapped out some OYW rejects, slapped on this Phase Shift Armor, and had the nerve to call them 'new.' But at least it's better than a Ball." Yzak returned.

***

"All MS prepare for launch." The captain's voice rang throughout the Alexandria's MS bay. 

In one of the MS sat a young man, flicking all of the necessary knobs, pulling levers, and doing whatever else was needed. As he stepped out onto the catapult, the captain opened a private line to his unit. "Did you take your pills?"

"Of course," Orga Sanback smirked confidently. "Strike Gundam, launch!"

The blue, red, and white MS-loaded with the Launcher Pack-was followed closely by another pair of Gundams, one pink, one sable. "Shani, Crot, let's go!"


"The Titans are going to handle the stolen Gundams. It's our job will to be take care of any other ZAFT units in the area." Captain Fence, aboard the Avalon, ordered his troops.

"The big bad Titans are leaving us to deal with the bulk of the enemy force?" FD3 quirked an eyebrow at that.

"Eh, the Titans think they're above such petty things. That's what happens to people when the word 'elite' starts getting flung around." Zan muttered.

"Avalon team, stay frosty. Here they come!" Zan tightened his grip on the GM's controls.

***

"Yzak, Dearka, an enemy force has been detected moving through the opposite side of the shoal zone." The Vesalius' captain warned the ZAFT duo. "Return to the ship. You can relaunch in your GINNs."

"Relaunch? Why? We have two, perfectly good MS right here." Yzak retorted.

"I want to see how these things handle in a real combat situation." Dearka added.

For a moment, the captain's eyes widened in rage and his face grew red with annoyance at their hubris, but it passed. "Fine, you two will be leading the attack."

"Suits us just fine. Yzak out. C'mon Dearka. Let's show the Feddies just what Coordinators are capable of." 

***

"Hey! That's them." Orga called out to his wing men as the Buster and Duel came into view. "Where's Shani?"

"Mirrage Colloid," the pilot in question snickered from seemingly out of thin air.

***

"Damn it!" Albileo sounded like he was about to wet his pants as he barely avoided the bazooka shell, returning fire with his linear gun. The round struck the Rick Dom squarely in its monoeye and even tore a chunk out of its head. In a panic, the Zero's Gunbarrels also shot out in various directions to fire on the Zeonic MS. Even the Dom's thick armor could only take so much punishment, and its skirt armor finally gave way allowing a shot to puncture its fuel line in a spectacular display that would have made a pyromaniac's week. 

"They're all Zakus and Doms," FD3 noted as a single beam rifle shot left a smoldering hole in the charging Zaku's midsection. A second Zaku came in from his side, waving its heat hawk like a madman. But the charge lacked any sort of finesse or complexity, so it was easy for FD3 to predict its movements and puncture its reactor with a few well-placed shots. The Zaku lazily sailed through space, flipping slightly before the crater in its chest erupted with a gigantic fireball.

"You spoke to soon kid," Zan reprimanded him after blowing another Dom to bits with his shoulder-mounted beam cannons. Looking in the direction the GM Cannon II was facing, FD3 could just make out a green shape and the thruster trail behind it.


"FIRE!" Crot shouted for no particular reason, prompting a wave of pure energy to violently tear out of the claw the Aegis had wrapped itself into. The ZAFT pilots easily dodged the shot, each peeling off in a separate direction.

"Dearka, I'll take the blue and white one. See if you can't snipe the pink one." Yzak said as she charged her designated target, firing four shots to keep the Strike on its toes. Orga eyed the approaching Duel with an oddly hungry look before finally raising the cumbersome super-high impulse cannon known as Agni and opening fire with a second wave of deceptively beautiful energy. 

Yzak simply descended a bit, watching the beam streak by harmlessly above her. Chuckling to herself, Yzak reached back to retrieve a beam saber in the Duel's left hand in anticipation of a close-range contest. But even as she did, she nervously eyed the Aegis as it seemed to unwind into its MS configuration. Realizing the Agni was now useless as such close, Orga let loose with a volley from his shoulder-mounted weapon pod that ineffectually exploded along the Phase Shift Armor. During this brief interlude, Crot had finally transformed back into its MS form and pulled its beam saber free as it charged toward the Duel at break neck speed. Just as the Aegis prepared for the downward stroke, a thread of energy forced Crot back as it cut through the space he had just occupied. 

"Eh!?" Crot snapped.

"Just doing my job," Dearka responded, drawing a bead on the Aegis yet again with its combined guns. But as Dearka arrogantly prepared to blow the Aegis out of the sky (or rather space), Orga let out a maniacal cackle.

"SHANI, NOW!" 

***

"I haven't seen one of those since the war." Zan ruminated even as the MA rained down a barrage of missiles and mega particle cannon shots.

"And it looks like he brought friends." Albileo eyed the two red MS flanking the Bigro.

"Gelgoog models..." Zan supplied. "Look like Jagers."

"Hey, this is just like the last mission of the Thoroughbred mode. Way to be original, author," FD3 pointed out.

"Damn it, kid, don't break the fourth wall."

***

"Take the Duel." Orga ordered his equally unstable wing man as he brushed past the Duel and headed for the wildly dodging Buster Gundam.
"Hey! Get back here damn it!" Yzak would have punched a hole in the Strike's back side if Crot hadn't suddenly lunged at her, saber drawn. Twisting out of the way, Yzak ignited her own saber and rushed to meet the Aegis head on.

"Crap," was Dearka's word of choice as he wildly dodged the Blitz's swings. And to make matters worse, it looked like another one was heading his way. The split second it had taken Dearka to glance at the Strike nearly cost him his life as the Blitz came around with a forehand stroke. 

It was by pure luck he survived. Orga, in the heat of the moment, had fired his Agni cannon directly at the Buster, forcing Shani to pull back due to his proximity. "Damn it, Orga!"

"Watch where you're going, Shani!" 

As the Titans bickered, Dearka (who had evaded the blast) saw an opening. Shani and Orga were still arguing when he fired. 


Dearka cursed to himself as the beam missed the Strike's cockpit by mere centimeters. Squeezing off two shots from his gun launcher before darting out of the way of another Agni blast.

Beam sabers clashed as Yzak twisted, turned, feinted, and did some much more to try and throw the Gundams off or maybe even total them. But it didn't seem to be working. Every time she made headway with one, the other charged her.

"Damn it, Dearka, I can't take both of them at once!" Yzak screeched to her wing man as she parried a swipe from the Aegis' beam saber only to block another with her other beam saber from the Blitz. Fortunately for her, the Blitz's beam saber was mounted on its Trikeros shield, making its swings a bit too wide while the Aegis pilot was good but not good enough to get by her. And so they continued fighting. 

Dearka silently complied, sliding open the Buster's missile pods and pelting the Strike with a volley. It wasn't really going to do much to the Phase Shift Armor, as Dearka knew, but it would keep him busy long enough. Joining his two guns together to create the Buster's armor-breaking shotgun, Dearka briefly forgot about the Strike to charge toward Yzak's location.

"Hey pinky! Suck on this!" Dearka called out to the Aegis pilot as he lined up a shot aimed directly at the Aegis' head.

Crot couldn't even blink before Dearka blasted the Aegis in the face.

***

"Wha-what kind of weapon is this!?" One of the Jager pilots stammered as one of the Gunbarrels took out his beam machinegun with a shot from his flank. 

"Don't *****! You're not fighting a God damned Gundam!" The other Jager pilot swore as he avoided a trio of beam rifle shots so narrowly that they left scorches on his armor. Realizing the long-range game was getting him nowhere, FD3 tossed the hyper beam rifle aside in favor of a beam saber. The Jager pilot grew arrogant at this. He casually fired a series of beam pellets at that approaching G05, assuming he could take FD3 out before he got close enough to use the saber. 
He was dead wrong. FD3 weaved and dipped in such manner that even the Zeon veteran couldn't hit him. Before he knew it, the Gundam was upon him, its eyes glowing with promise. In an instant, it was over. FD3 had raked the beam saber across the Jager's cockpit, destroying pilot and cockpit alike. Having been allowed a moment's peace, FD3 finally got a chance to contemplate his actions. I...just killed someone

Trying to shrug off the feeling of guilt, FD3 cast a glance in Albileo's direction just in time to see one of the Moebius Zero's Gunbarrels loop around behind the Jager, which had been gunning for the MA with its beam saber, to annihilate it with a surgical strike to its fuselage. "Hey, FD-look out behind you!"

Acting on some unknown sensation within him, FD3 abruptly pulled the G05 up into a back flip just as the Bigro's claws reached out to crush his Gundam. As the Gundam neared the end of its little maneuver, FD3 realized he was directly behind the Bigro and held out his beam saber as he came down, cleaving through the Bigro's engines. The Bigro survived a few moments after that, jerking and rocking from the uneven thrust, before something finally gave way and an explosion was triggered that consumed the MS's entire rear half.

"Good job in finishing that thing off. It gave me a hell of a time." Zan complimented the rookie pilot. "You two get yourselves back to the ship. It looks like our job is done here. The rest is up to the Titans."


A devilish smile spread over Yzak's lips as the Aegis flailed about in space, its face still smoking from Dearka's shot. She instantly wheeled on the Blitz, engaging its one saber with stab, only to come down on it with an overhead slash. The slash took a massive chunk out of the Blitz's chest as well as cut away its left arm. To add insult to injury, Yzak shot out the Duel's right leg to kick the Blitz squarely in the chest. Falling back, the Blitz would have fallen victim to a twin saber assault if Dearka hadn't suddenly called out to her.

"Yzak, behind you!" Even as he called out to her, he tried to pick the Strike off before it could fire, but it was moving too fast. The Strike fired...Yzak panicked...and Dearka could only watch...

The Agni's shot melted the Duel's legs off just above the knees, sending it into a spin, for Yzak had tried to dodge the shot with rapid ascension and the sudden loss of its legs had thrown the Duel off balance. But Orga wasn't done yet. Howling wolfishly, he charged in with an Armor Schneider combat knife gripped tightly in the Strike's right hand. Bringing the blade upward, Orga slashed viciously down into the Duel's side. Yzak could only scream as a hot piece of glass sliced into her face. 

"YOU BASTARDS GET AWAY!" Dearka was practically foaming the mouth at this point. Recombining his guns to create the beam cannon, he charged. In a display of speed unbecoming of an artillery model, the Buster made a beeline toward the Strike as it pulled the knife free and tauntingly held it just above the cockpit. 

"YOU SICK FREAK!" The Buster arched upward suddenly. Orga was fast, but Dearka was faster. Bringing his combined gun to bear, Dearka fired a single beam that carved through the Agni cannon. The resulting explosion was so violent even Orga wondered if the Phase Shift Armor could stand up to it...but it ultimately did, although it was sporting a nasty series of burns. He continued his attack with a massive missile barrage on all three of the NEF Gundams.

"AH! My...head...hurts..." Orga ground his teeth together, wondering why he was experiencing such intense pain. 
"Sanback team, fall back at once!" The Alexandriacaptain's face suddenly popped up in all three of the Gundam's screens. The trio of pilots were all too happy to comply.

"They're retreating...? Cowards!" Dearka began to raise his gun when Yzak's voice came to him.

"STRIIIIIIIIIIKE."

