Chapter 6: Scheme Behind the Scenes


The Seraphil Fleet...Seraphil's elite Marines...the Black Dogs of Zeon...their very names struck fear into the hearts of Zeon and Feddie alike. During the OYW, they were just another bunch of Zeon troops. But ever since then, they were saide to be the single most ruthless and vicious fleet in the Earth Sphere. No one but the Marines themselves knew why the change had come about, simply that it had. And the reputation suited Seraphil and his men just fine.

His birth name was actually Phillip Hughes, but the name "Seraphil" eventually stuck, most likely because it sounded dangerous and mythical, not unlike the stories told of him. Phillip Hughes, on the other hand, sounded so normal. Some might say it was unbecoming of someone with such a history. Seraphil himself really didn't give a rat's ass one way or the other. 

Where the hell are they? Seraphil himself demanded. We've been waiting here for nearly fifteen minutes!

"Sir," the communications officer brought him out of his seething. "We've picked up a group of ships moving this way, origin unknown."

"Put it on the main screen." Seraphil ordered. The image of an immaculate white ship moving through the shoal zone, flanked by a handful of green Salamis-class ships, toward their position. "You can calm down. They're friendlies."

"Are you certain, sir?" A muscle-bound man to his left asked.

"I'm positive. I would recognize the Argama in my sleep."


"So that's the AEUG?" A woman to his right asked. She was a beautiful sight to behold. Cute, curvy, and seemingly innocent, she gave the illusion of being the housewife archetype...until she started barking orders or you pissed her off. Then it became clear as to why she was Seraphil's most trusted subordinate. Her name was Selena Orona, a woman he had known almost his entire life. They went back even further than Thomas Culver, the body builder to his right.

"Yes, that's the Argama, Marcus' pride and joy." Seraphil sighed through his nose. "This is the first time you'll be 'meeting' Marcus Vakdon, correct?"

"Yes, of course. You went to Side 2 on your own and left me in command, don't you remember?"

"Ah, yes..." he paused, thinking back to the week he'd spent in AEUG territory. "Anyway, try to bear him. He can be...difficult."

"Sir, it seems the Argama is sending us a message." The communications officer reported. "Shall I patch it through, sir?"

"I don't see why not." Seraphil sighed. A slight whir of machinery was heard before a man's face popped up on screen. Adorned in a dark suit, with his blond hair slicked back and his eyes adorned with dark sunglasses that obscured the eyes completely, the man smiled lazily at Seraphil.

"Good to see you again, Phil." 

"And you, Marcus," Seraphil returned. A pause, lasting nearly three minutes, ensued. During this time, Selena glanced back and forth between the two. It almost seemed like they were engaged in a starting contest, even though it was futile thanks to Marcus' shades.

"What the hell!?" Selena finally lost her temper. "Are you going to say something or are you just going to admire each other all day?"

"You see what I mean?" Seraphil groaned. "Marcus is a bit eccentric."

"Oh, Phil, I'm hurt." Marcus pouted. Selena simply rolled her eyes at the blond man's childishness. "Anyway, I suppose we should be getting down to business."

***

"This is nothing but a damn wild goose chase." Zan sourly noted, sliding into his flight suit.

"Well, the information is a bit sketchy, but it's our job to keep Zeon from doing anything nasty." Albileo noted as he fiddled with his zipper.

"Hey, is it true these guys are the Marines?" FD3 inquired, popping on his helmet. 

"Supposedly," Zan gruffly replied. "But I don't see why a bunch of guys like that would be sitting on their asses in a shoal zone. It doesn't make any sense."

"All pilots are to be at launch status in ten minutes. That is all." Captain Fence's voiced blared over the ship's intercom. 

"You heard the man, let's go." Zan stalked off toward his MS.


***

"No dice, Phil." Marcus sighed flatly.
"Look, you're the one who arranged this. I'm just doing you a favor. If you're going to start insulting my competence, I'll just leave and that's one less ally you'll have in the world." Seraphil absolutely fumed in his seat. "And stop calling me Phil while you're at it. You make it sound like we're old buddies or something."

"Aren't we?" 

"No! The only people I consider 'old buddies' are right here on this ship!" 

"At least I had the courtesy to not come onto your woman. Most people aren't afforded that luxury. Had you been anyone else, I probably would have bagged her by now." Marcus smiled flippantly.

Serena's entire body tensed with rage. Reaching for her sidearm, Selena had the most intense gleam in her eye, a look that was only heightened when Marcus muttered something about how he liked women with bad tempers.

"Sorry to interrupt you sir," a soldier inspecting the radar piped up. "But it looks like there is a Federation unit moving this way. They probably followed us."

"I'll deal with you, later." Seraphil glared at Marcus acidly before addressing his fleet. "All units, prepare for combat. Our target is the Feddie cluster trailing us. In fact, have my Gelgoog readied. I'll be leading the charge. I need to blow off some steam." Seraphil shot an accusing glance at Marcus, who shrugged innocently. 


***

"Funny guy," Marcus snickered to himself as the message was cut off at Seraphil's end. 

"It looks like all you really did was piss him off." The captain retorted as a young man entered the bridge. 

"Jado Marigbo reporting as requested, Mr. Vakdon." He wore casual clothes, despite his presence on a military vessel.

"Ah, yes, Jado, just the man I wanted to see." Marcus broadly smiled. "I'd like you to take your C1 out for a spin and help Seraphil's boys out while you're at it."

"Damn it, Vakdon, that will just hurt us." The captan butted into the conversation.

"How will helping a possible ally hurt us, Mr. Analoy?" Marcus turned to him.

"Well, the Feddies probably came to find the Marines. If they get in a fight, fine. It will be just another fight 'tween the Feddies and Zeon. But if we get involved, not only could we lose some o' our men, but word would get out that the Marines was workin' with somebody else and that Seraphil guy would be a traitor. They'd probably give out the order to shoot 'em on sight. And that wouldn't do no one no good."

"A sound argument," Marcus nodded thoughtfully. "But I'm not sound. Jado, you're launching. But don't worry, I'll send the Shaddox team out with you."

"Yes, sir," Jado saluted before making his way down to the MS bay.

Let's see how well you do in a MS of this caliber, Jado Marcus smiled to himself as he watched Seraphi's fleet come to life in the distance.

***

The moments leading up to a fleet battle could be a beautiful thing. Thruster trails weaving like streamers, beams dancing like ballerinas, and ships gliding through space as if listening to a silent sonata. But, soon, the beauty dried up like a corpse and the bodies began to pile up. Savagery and anger took center stage as the battle became all too real.

Taskforce Aplha's force consisted of the Avalon as well as six, lesser Salamis Kai-class ships that stored various GM Custom, GM Cannon II, a handful of Galbady Betas, and even a few GM Custom Full Vernian models. The Marines had, over the years, gotten their hands on six Zanzibar II class ships and approximately thirty Gelgoog Marine MS, one of which was a Commander variant piloted by none other than Seraphil himself.

This particular Gelgoog retained a unique paint scheme, as was the custom among Zeon's ace pilots and commanders. The Gelgoog's torso, the lower parts of its legs, and the soles of its feet sported a soft purple hue while the rest of its body was decked out in a light gray. It wasn't as flashy as the paint job one might have seen on the Crimson Lightning or White Wolf's MS, but it pleased him.

***

"Here they come!" Zan whooped as the swarm of angry Gelgoogs drew near. "Let 'em have it!"

The GM Cannon II's shoulder-mounted beam cannons clicked down as Zan trained his cross hairs on an approaching Gelgoog. Just as the MS raised its machinegun to fire, Zan squeezed the trigger. Much to his surprise, the Gelgoog simply barrel rolled to the side as if it were the most natural thing in the world and kept on coming. Zan tried one more time, only to see the Gelgoog dodge again, and shrug off his machine gun rounds by extending its shield. Briefly taking a glance around, he could see a similar pattern developing all around him. 

"Hey," Zan opened up his line to all the friendlies that would listen, "these guys aren't your average grunts. Save your ammo for when you know you're going to hit 'em."

Realizing that his words would probably go unheeded for the most part, Zan sighed as he zeroed in on another Gelgoog.


The GM Custom pilot only had the chance to let out a strangled cry before the beam pellets carved through his cockpit. The offending pilot passed by without even giving the ruined MS a second glance as one of his wing men pushed it aside. As the band of Gelgoogs emerged from a cloud of debris, they found themselves glaring down a Salamis Kai. Of course, it didn't last long, as the gunners opened fire and the Zeons were forced to strafe and slide in every which way to avoid being blow away as they fell back a bit to regroup.

"Thomas, you take Higgins and Campbell up top. I'll stick with Johnson and Connor." Seraphil ordered a moment before he waved his Gelgoog's right hand a bit, the signal to break off and begin the attack. Seraphil's group charged right in yet again, although this time, they ducked down a bit to draw off the MS defending it and to prevent being skewered by a stray Salamis Kai shot.

Seraphil seemed to shoot his enemy's down at will with precise shots from his beam machinegun. A melted cockpit there, a fried backpack here, and how about an annihilated reactor over there? All of the shots sent his way were effortlessly evaded as they worked their up toward the ship and Thomas' team came in from above. 

With the MS out of the way, the Gelgoogs swarmed over the EFF vessel like locusts. However, whereas locusts consumed with hunger, Seraphil's Marines consumed with fire as they destroyed key points all along the ship. Finally, the ships engines went and the broken ship hung in space as little more than a friend hunk of metal. Glancing toward the next Salamis over, Seraphil quirked an eyebrow when he saw eight thruster trails heading his way. 

***

The G05, a pair of GM Cannon II, the Moebius Zero, two Galbady Betas, and a GM Custom pulled up to the Salamis wreckage thirty seconds too late.

"Damn it," FD3 cursed. "We were too late to save the Temerity." 

"But it doesn't look like we're too late to bus some heads. 'Googs, twelve o'clock high!" Zan pointed out, firing on the incoming Gelgoogs. The rest of the EFF MS fanned out to surround the Gelgoogs, which seemed to be staying tightly packed. But, as they fired, the Gelgoogs rushed right through their circle, leaving a destroyed Galbady and a GM Custom in their wake.

"We can't let them break through!" FD3 cried as he throttled his MS, pushing it faster to pursue the Zeons.

"Are these guys aces or something?" Albileo snapped as he willed his gunpods to swing back around to fire on the Gelgoogs, which were coming back for another pass. At this point, FD3 found himself in a nasty situation: He was charging head on to meet a swarm of Gelgoogs piloted by top-notch soldiers.

"Crap."


The Gelgoogs rushed onward and FD3 braced himself for his demise. But he wouldn't go down without a fight. Tightening his grip on the controls, FD3 felt a strange sort of pulse beating in the back of his brain. Each of the Gelgoogs seemed to add to this pulse, creating a tapestry of sensation. Time slowed down as each of the Gelgoogs rushed at him. 

The first fired its machine gun, so FD3 raised his shield to take the hit.

The second followed suit, and he tapped the thruster petals a bit to ascend just enough so that the shots passed between the G05's legs.

The third and fourth's shots missed completely as he strafed once to dodge both. However, even as he moved, he could see the Gelgoog perfectly and took this opportunity to strike back with a shot of his own. The attack had come so suddenly, so soon that the pilot couldn't react in time and caught the MS in the cockpit.

The fifth fired a long stream of bullets in retaliation that was so erratic, FD3 hardly had to budge in order to dodge them. However, the sixth and final MS, Seraphil's, wasn't so easily dealt with. Firing both the vulcans in its head and the machinecannon in its wrist, the Gelgoog raised its main weapon but did not fire. Anticipating the Gundam's movements, guessing ahead of time, lying in wait; he finally fired a long burst that cut through the G05's upraised shield and deeply cut into the MS's side, just to the left of the cockpit.
Before he could land a final blow, an alarm began blaring in Seraphil's cockpit that warned him of the MS coming in from above. "BREAK!" On command, the Gelgoogs broke off, but it wasn't enough. A lucky shot from a Galbady cut through a Gelgoog's reactor, sending it up in a puff of pink-ish smoke. A third Gelgoog went down when a gunpod struck the cockpit. The shot came at an oblique angle, so the pilot wasn't crushed and burned by the shell. However, a hunk of glass shot out of the main screen that cut deeply into the pilot's chest. Just as the other MS prepared to come after them when several golden streaks cut across their paths. Glancing toward his ships, he could see they had moved in to fire their MP cannons more accurately. Thank God I have Serena.

"Damn it, fall back! Selena is giving us cover fire! I repeat, Seraphil Fleet: Fall back!" Seraphil barked to his remaining men. 

***

FD3 awoke to a burning pain in the side of his head and a rhythmic shaking that really didn't help the matter.

"Ugh...stop that..." he moaned groggily. Regaining his bearings, he looked up to see Albileo floating outside of his open cockpit. 

"Hey, Zan, he made it!" The MA pilot called over to the GM Cannon II hovering a short distance away. "We thought you were toast when that Gelgoog nailed you."

"I feel sick...is the battle over?" FD3 grunted.

"Yeah, they retreated." Zan blared over his loud speakers. "Yellow sons of *****es sort of fell apart after you got that one. And Albileo here managed to capture one of them."

"Well, I just shot him down. Someone else towed the Gelgoog back to the ship." Albileo smiled humbly. "Anyway, we should get you to sick bay or something. You could have broken bones. You don't have to worry about piloting. I'll tow you back to the ship."

"Yeah...yeah..," FD3 murmured, no longer caring about the pulsing pain in his head. The strange sensation that had overcome during the Gelgoog charge occupied his thoughts now. What was that?


