Chapter 4: The Crossbone Vanguard


The Crossbone Vanguard's fleet was an impressive thing, considering it was a pirate fleet. Upwards of a dozen vessels comprised its ranks, but one ship, the Mother Vanguard, stood at the helm as the most majestic of them all. It was aboard this great mothership that the CV's leader and two of the CV's most powerful MS resided. But even this proud fleet could be outmatched by a group like the Titans, which was slowly assimilating the entire NEF...especially when the fleet was divided, as the CV was known to do from time to time in order to bring in a little extra scratch.

"So, are we going to sit back and take bets on how long it takes the Titans to find us or do we just blow them kingdom come?" A man addressed the crew of the Mother Vanguard as well as the entire CV. Not yet 30, he had already become leader of the foremost pirate band in the Earth Sphere. Rumors told of your typical one-eyed, unshaven, parrot-keeping pirate captain. In actuality he looked just like any other "normal" person, except most didn't carry themselves with the same quiet dignity and hidden fierceness he possessed. This man was simply called "Zero."

"Can we contact the other half of the fleet?" A young member of the bridge crew chimed in.

"The Minovsky interference is too heavy. Even if we could get a message to Side 2, the Titans would just pick it up." Zero retorted.

"You're just giving us a choice because you haven't gotten the X-3 yet. You want to wow us with your band new MS." A man in his early twenties, adorned with a red headband and sporting a nasty scar on his cheek spoke up. "Normally, you wouldn't even give a second though to sending out our guys."

He knows me too well. I suppose that's what happens you grow up together. Zero ruminated before suddenly becoming rigid with decision. "Crossbone Vanguard, prepare for battle."
***

"Lieutenant Ten, prepare for launch." Some random officer commanded of him. The lieutenant complied, moving his Gaplant toward the launch catapult. He obeyed orders, as always. Before they had come along, he's been just another homeless guy begging on a street corner. Whereas most people saw a sore on society, the Titans saw possibility. They took him in, cleaned him up, gave him a job as a military man, a place to sleep, regular meals, and even a steady wage. As if that wasn't enough, they performed some sort of procedure on him that not only made him forget most of his life before the enhancement, but it also made him something called a "Newtype" which was supposed to some superhuman. It was the least he could do to repay the Titans. 

"Ten, launching," He said lifelessly.

***

"This will be a piece of cake!" Billy Page, a young sergeant in the Titans army, assured his team as he sailed through space in his Hi-Zack Customs. "These guys are nothing but a bunch of wussy pirates. We'll-"

The sergeant's speech was abruptly cut off by a beam searing through his cockpit. The two Hi-Zacks with him met a similar fate as they were each dispatched with a single strike. 

A great distance away, wrapped in the darkness of space and camouflaged by its dark paint scheme, the Crossbone Gundam X-2 repositioned itself for as to support the Crossbone Gundam X-1, which was slicing its way through the Titans' ranks at the head of the Crossbone charge. The X-2 pilot, nicknamed the "Grim Reaper," casually picked out another target with his long beam rifle and fired.

ADVANCE \d 4"AH! Stay back!" Bahamut Anders shrieked within his Marasai's cockpit as he ineffectually fired a beam rifle volley at the charging Crossbone Gundam X-1. The pilot gracefully twisted and moved around the shots to get in close enough to ram its beam zanber through his wing man's cockpit before turning its eyes upon him. All around him, Zondo Gei, Batara, and Pez Batara MS tore Titans MS and ships to shreds wth the greatest of ease. It wasn't a battle; it was a massacre. The Titans couldn't compete with the CV's radically advanced models, and it was showing with the way the CV was basically raping their fleet.

But that was the farthest thing from Anders' mind as the X-1 seemed to falter as a beam struck it. Little did he know, the coat-like article wrapped around the Crossbone X-1 actually served a purpose. The coat was actually an anti-beam coating cloak capable of repulsing a mere Marasai's beam rifle. In an instant, the X-1 was coming again, with its beam zanber held at the ready. With an almost casual flick of the wrist, the X-1 sliced the Marasai in half at he waist as it passed. 

***

"It looks like things are almost done here," Zero mused to himself as he looked out upon the carnage. He had been confident in his men, but hadn't expected this. Just more proof the Titans are way to full of themselves, I guess. I bet Domon is having a field day with this little skirmish. But his thoughts were instantly shattered as something suddenly seemed to change. He couldn't see it; he could feel it. It was like something on the battlefield was reaching out to him, brushing against his mind. Ever since a few years ago, Zero had been experiencing strange sensations associated with awakening Newtypes. Ever since then, he occasionally got strange feelings like this around certain people. Do the Titans have a Newtype?
***

"Hey, who fires at someone's rear?" Domon snapped as his X-1 rolled out of the way of a pair of beams. Looking in the direction the shots had come from, Domon caught a glimpse of a sleek, jet-like form streak by him. "Get back here!" Domon roared after the craft, nearly getting himself shot down as it came back around with two more shots.

As it passed Domon, the machine began to change. One moment, it had been a fighter, the next, it was a green and black MS sporting a pair of beam rifles on its forearms.

Without so much as a cough, Ten moved the Gaplant's hand toward its hip to grasp the beam saber from the recharge rack and flicked it on. Domon smirked, accepting the challenge with a cry of bravado.


Tough son of a ***** Domon thought darkly. This Gaplant pilot, whoever he was, seemed to be able to predict his moves. Every lunge, swipe, and move was parried somehow ahead of time. Finally, it grew to be such a nuisance, Domon reached down to retrieve his brand marker. He usually enjoyed a skilled opponent, but this was just annoying. Igniting the weapon, Domon reared back with the X-1's left arm and shot it forward.

***

"I'm bored." That one phrase sent a collective chill through the entire bridge crew of the Mother Vanguard. Zero had already ordered them to move the ship closer, and with this latest statement, it was obvious what he was planning. 

"Sir, I don't think-" A young officer began.

"Hey, is that an Alexandria-class?" Zero perked up at the sight of the Titans' infamous ship line. 

"Sir, please..." another soldier began weakly.

"Totsugeki!!!" 

***

OMFG this is ridiculous! He blocked the brand marker! Domon mentally fumed. Now I'm mad Unseen to Ten, the X-1's right leg had opened up to reveal a super-heated knife. Sliding backward a bit, the X-1 flipped back ward, bringing its leg upward to slice the Gaplant's arm off at the armpit.

"TEN! TEN! GET BACK HERE!" The Alexandria's captain screeched in his ear. "WE-RE-AAAAAAH!"

Shifting back into its MA mode, the Gaplant rapidly flew off before Domon even had a chance to strike. 

***

The Alexandria's mighty guns weren't enough to save it this day. Shot after shot fizzled out on the Mother Vanguard's beam shield as it continued chugging forward. Finally, the beam shield struck the hapless ship, striking it with so much force it nearly flipped over. Bringing the Mother Vanguard up alongside the Titans ship, its beam shield dropped to allow for a massive volley from its MP Cannons. 

The shots tore through the once-mighty ship one after the other. They each melted through the thick armor with the same way a truck effortlessly plowed through the fog. A lucky shot cut through the Alexandria's ammo dump, blowing the ship in half. Two more caught the Alexandria in its engine, consuming the entire rear half of the ship in hungry, twisting flames.

"That always feels good." A wide smile spread across Zero's face. "Let's call our MS back. We're done here."

***

"It seems I arrived too late," Ten muttered to himself as he drifted over the remains of the Titans fleet. The nearest Titans base is Grypps. I suppose I should head over there. Turning the Gaplant in the proper direction, Ten fired up the Gaplant's engines and blasted off for friendly territory.


