Chapter 8: Newtype Shuffle



The GM Custom Full Vernian model that had just arrived was quite peculiar. Usually, its shield was a deep red lined with immaculate white. Its torso was mostly red and its extremities and head were all also white. But this model was a custom model. The shield had been given colors that were the exact opposite of the norm. Red became emerald green and black replaced white. Oh the body, the red had also undergone the change to green while everything else sported a deep blue.

"It's beautiful..." Zan practically drooled.

"It's painful to the eyes." FD3 snickered but he suddenly stopped when he saw the dirty look Zan had given him. With Zan vaguely mad and no longer interested in his wing man's new unit, FD3 wandered over to a new MS in the hangar. It was obviously a GM model, but FD3 couldn't quite place exactly what it was.

"So you're admiring my GM, huh?" A fresh-faced young man walked up to FD3 and extended his hand in greeting. "I'm Jan Albrecht Vorschau, but everyone calls me 'Sarte.'"

"I'm Frederick Douglas the Third, or FD3 for short." He took Sarte's hand and shook it warmly before suddenly having a flash of intuition. "You're new here, aren't you?"

"Yeah, I just got in a few hour ago. I'm a replacement pilot, right? I noticed these MS look like they've been on a few sorties and the atmosphere is just kind of sad, so I'm guessing some guys died." He spat out a mile a minute.

"uh...yeah..."

***

"Where are they?" Captain Von Deisin looked at his watch impatiently. A passing mechanic shrugged and passed, carrying a box of bolts and nuts. 

"It's one damn ship! They shouldn't have so much trouble getting their asses down here on time!" Von Deisin walked over to a small screen in the wall and pressed a button. "Where the hell are Five and Nine?"

"Aren't they down there?" The officer on the screen asked. Von Deisin was about to reply when he noticed the elevator opening. 

"Ah, never mind, there's-JEZABISKIT! Put some pants on, man!" Von Deisin's eyes bugged out.


"But we're streaking!" The pilot cheered festively, scurrying down a catwalk.

"Can I shoot him, please?" Von Deisin asked rhetorically.

The same mechanic passed by. "If you want to get up in front of a firing squad."

"Fine...there's Five, now where's Nine?"

Right on cue, the elevator "bing!"-ed again and a child of no older than eleven walked out, wearing a blue and white habit and a matching dress-cloak-thing. "Did I miss it!? Did I!? Huh? Huh? Huh? HUH!!?"

"Miss what?" Von Deisin groaned.

"Oh, there he is." Bridget giggled as Five came back around, being chased by a wrench-tossing mechanic. The duo passed. An awkward silence hung in the air. Somewhere, somehow, some way, crickets chirped.

"Anyway...did you paint the Qubeley the way I wanted?" He turned toward the captain, eyes sparkling prettily.

"Uh...yeah...it's right over there..." 

"YAY! It's solid blue! Just like the Blue Bomber!" Bridget struck a melodramatic pose only to pull a handheld game device out of his...wherever it is nun store things. "If only there was a funnel power up...maybe then I could finally beat Vacuum Man. But I will succeed!"

"Hey, keep an eye on them, could you?" Von Deisin asked the mechanic who was now passing a third time.

"Will I get paid extra?"

"Sure."

"Wait, where are you going?"

"I need to get drunk."


***

"So it's our job to take them out...or at least get some data on them." Captain Fence summarized. Once again, all of the Avalon's necessary personnel had been forced into the all-too-cramped space of the Avalon's briefing room. The latest assignment that been given involved the destruction or capture of new Zeon units being tested near the remains of Loum.

"Not to be nosy, but isn't our job to help the Titans with lesser threats like pirates and stuff? Why are we dealing with new Zeon MS?" Sarte inquired.

Fence sighed through his nose. "This has come up before. You do have a point, but orders are orders. And that's all their is to it. Now, I don't want anymore nonsense about us not being adequately prepared or being given missions that don't suit our unit's purpose. Do I make myself clear?"

***

"Stop that," Von Deisin slurred slightly, attempting to bat the game away from Nine as he reentered the MS bay.

"Awww...you're a party pooper." The boy pouted.

"Heh...Bridget said 'poop.'" Five chuckled, having finally been coerced into a uniform. Unseen to either of them, Von Deisin's eyes narrowed slightly. I thought we removed all of his memories.

"Was I really funny?" Bridget strode toward Five, wrapping his arms around his waist.

"Yeah," Five inched even closer to Bridge and returned the embrace.

"Yeah?" Bridget stood up on his heels a bit.

"Yeah," Five leaned down a bit.

"Yeah?" Bridget stretched even more.

"Yeah," Five practically stooped at this point.

"Yeah?" Bridget was now as high as he could get without something to boost off of.

"Yeah," Five sighed dreamily, brushing his nose against Bridget's.

"I like eskimo kisses," Bridget returned the affection and the two nestled. 

"Then you'll love-"

"STOP!" Von Deisin screeched. "Honestly, fraternizing like that! It's just not decent!"


***

I could barely take those Gelgoogs, how am I supposed to go up against something with funnels? FD3 stewed as the G05 sailed through space. Taskforce Alpha's MS had launched less than a minute ago, but those launched had been given the order to go on ahead and scope things out.

"Hey, kid," Zan contacted him, waving his GM's beam rifle. "Pull over here." FD3 did as he was told, sliding behind a hunk of shattered rock and peering over the edge. A few dozen meters away, he could see what looked like a hive of beams and thruster trails.
"How many MS do they have?" Albileo asked nervously. 

"I don't know, but don't worry; a lot of those are just funnels. They couldn't have hid that many MS out here and go unnoticed for so long." Zan reassured him. 

***

"This is boring," Bridget sighed as he annihilated another cluster of drifting bits of colony infrastructure with his funnels. "Can we come back to the Curtain, now?"

"But I'm having ever so much fun! Can't we just stay a bit longer, Nana?" Five cackled in a slightly British accent as he recombined the Bawoo Attacker and Bawoo Nutter components only to separate again and repeat the process. 

"You two are supposed to be testing these unit's combat abilites, not screwing around!" Von Deisin screamed at them from the Endra-class ship known as the Curtain. "And-"

"Shut up," Five abruptly cut him off. "Can you feel it, Bridget?"

A strange sort of calm had settled over Bridget, causing him to reply in an odd monotone. "Affirmative." Without another word, he sent a cloud of funnels toward the Avalon pilots.

***

"Do you think he spotted us?" FD3 wondered aloud.

"Hm, well, let's see: He's sending about a dozen of those funnel things our way. Maybe." Zan spat sardonically, firing off a few shots from his beam rifle. But no matter how hard he tried, he just couldn't hit the funnels. They always jerked away, as if they knew the shots were coming beforehand. After evading several shots, the funnels finally opened fire. Spreading in every direction, the funnels rained down a series of deadly beams on their hiding spot. 

"We might as well get our asses out of here before those things tear us up. We don't have any Newtypes of our to shoot 'em down." Zan groaned as the funnels fanned out again in an attempt to outmaneuver them.

"You go back," FD3 whispered strangely "I can feel them...how they're going to move."

There are...ten of them. Six above, two below, two right... FD3's mind ran a mile a minute, trying to stay a step ahead of Bridget's funnel blitz. Strafe left ... roll right ... a stray shot tore a chunk of his left arm and blew off the shield in the process ... duck ... twist ... another blast blew off the right foot ...I don't know how much longer I'll be able to keep this up.

***

"Let's bust some heads!" Zan called out to the rest of Taskforce Alpha's MS force as the arced downward toward the cluster of Zeon ships. Numerous thruster trails could be seen trailing from the various Endra-class vessels, but if the Alpha MS could hit them soon enough, they wouldn't be able to launch all their MS. 

One of the first MS Zan came across in his charge was a Gaza-C in MA mode. As the GM Custom Full Vernian drove forward, it descended slightly to dodge a beam rifle shot only to respond with a single shot that skewered the Gaza-C in its cockpit. And that was only the beginning. Before he knew it, dozens of MS, missiles, beams, and whatnot filled his line of sight as they two opposing came together in an orgy of destruction. 

A GM Custom destroyed a Zssa by detonating its missile only to be sliced in half by a Gaza C. The Gaza was then blown to bits when a Galbady struck its reactor with a beam rifle pulse. The Galbady was then blown apart by a Zaku III. The Zaku barely had a chance to look around before it was cut down by a trio of blasts from Zan's beam rifle. 

"There's so damn many one 'em!"

***

In a flash of intuition, FD3 spun to his right and fired four pulses from his beam rifle. The funnel that had been preparing to destroy his cockpit nimbly dodged the first three only to be skewered by the fourth. FD3 didn't even have time to blink as another sensation from above him forced him to act, sliding sideways as he fired his vulcans to destroy another funnel. He didn't even get the chance to watch the funnel completely explode before he flipped, causing another funnel's beam to pass between his legs as he fired a single shot at the funnel, catching it dead center. 

"What's happening to me?"

***

"Ah...my ****ing head!" Bridget clapped a hand over his forehead, trying to make the pain disappear. But it was no use. With every funnel that was destroyed, an invisible piece of superheated metal seemed to jab into his brain. 

"Hm? What's the matter?" Inferno drifted a bit closer to the Qubeley.

"That...that damned Feddie! Earthling Newtypes aren't supposed to be this powerful!" Bridget groaned again.

"'Hm...he could have been enhanced."

"No, he feels real." Bridget paused a moment before suddenly stiffening in pain again. "He shot down all ten funnels!?"

"He's just lucky. Send in some more of your funnels. But this time I'll go, too. I'd like to see him handle funnels and a Bawoo at the same time." Inferno chuckled, blasting off toward FD3's location.

***

"Damn Feddies!" Lt. Hobb Zenader of Zeon cursed, cutting down another GM variant with his Ga-Zowm's hyper knuckle buster, which was really just a big beam rifle. Firing at another one of Alpha's MS, Hobb was astounded to see the GM effortlessly evade the shot. Three more beam blasts and even a few shoulder binder-mounted missiles failed to hit as well.


The GM in question calmly retaliated with four shots from its beam rifle, which Hobb deftly avoided. The two MS continued exchanging beams and missiles without much headway before they finally found themselves only a few meters away. Ejecting a beam saber from the recharge rack in the Ga-Zowm's forearm, he lunged toward the GM. But his strike was repelled as the pilot ejected his shield and tossed it as Hobb, forcing him to knock it out of the way. 

The distraction was brief, but it gave Sarte enough time to retrieve his own beam saber and block the next swing. "I'm impressed by your form. But you're too tense." He smiled before destroying the Ga-Zowm's monoeye with a head butt as his vulcans blared.

***

Two, precise shots tore through the Endra's mega particle guns like paper. Its main guns were dispatched in a similar fashion by the MS that darted around the ship, systematically destroying it. Finally the MS, an unusually painted GM Custom Full Vernian, surged upward, only to stop itself and fire down on the cruiser. One shot hit the bridge, two tore through the main body, and two more annihilated its engines. 

"Not too shabby if I do say so myself," Zan smirked.

***

"Crap," FD3 muttered to himself as the green MS sped toward him. Raising his beam rifle, FD3 sent two pulses the Bawoo's way, two pulses Five dodged with only minimal movement. Three more shots were also evaded with uncanny skill as the Bawoo answered with three shots of its own. Now this is what I'm used to: One-on-one MS fights, none of that funnel crap.

But it seemed he spoke to soon, as a pair of beams streaked across the G05's path, hitting the space where it had been a spit second ago. Not even giving him enough time to get angry, Five squeezed off a shot from each of the mega particle guns stored in the Bawoo's shield. 

****! ****! ****!


Five fired the grenade launcher mounted on his right forearm. The Gundam pilot responded by tossing its shield toward the explosive shots, causing them to explode prematurely. Unsheathing his beam saber, FD3 charged through the cloud and lashed out at the Bawoo. Five simply brought his beam rifle up horizontally to take the hit, while he caught one of his beam sabers in the other hand. The next swing was blocked by the Bawoo's beam saber, bringing the MS dangerously close together as their beam sabers stayed locked in an X and they vied for leverage. 

If I can stay close, those funnels won't fire. The pilot must be afraid of hitting the green MS FD3 told himself. But it just wasn't in the cards. The Bawoo's shield rose up, forcing FD3 on the backpedal to avoid the mega particles. With the Bawoo safely away, Bridget mentally ordered the funnels to attack again. And the Bawoo came at him again, waving its beam saber dangerously. 

"FD3!" Albileo called out as the Moebious screeched onto the screen with its gunpods and linear gun blazing. In that first run, he toasted two funnels and even tagged the Bawoo's shield in one of its mega particle gun barrels. 

"Now things are getting interesting!" Five crowed.

***

"So, what's it like piloting a transformable MS? It must be cool." Sarte mused, deflecting Hobb's backhand.

"What the hell's wrong with you!? For the past five minutes you've been talking like an old buddy while you fight me to the death!" Hobb pointed out, swinging at the Novel GM III's cockpit.

"Geez...I'm just trying to make small talk," Sarte slumped his shoulders slightly as he parried the blow.
What is this guy smoking?

"Hobb! Report back to the ship ASAP! We've come under attack from enemy MS!" An SOS blared in his ear. Glancing over his shoulder for a moment, Hobb laid eyes on the Endra he had launched from and the half dozen or so MS swarming around it.

"Ah, hell."

***

"Now this is a fight!" Five's veins bulged in his arms with anticipation as his saber clashed with FD3's yet again. The Gundam pulled away a bit, allowing the Qubeley's funnels to fire. But before Five could take advantaged of FD3's distraction, he barrel rolled out of the way of a salvo from the Moebius Zero as it whipped past. "Hit and run, huh?"

Five fought the urge to chase down the MA and jerked his head back toward the G05, which was grappling with the Qubeley. We can double this one and take the MA down at our leisure Five grinned, moving toward the G05. But he never got there. A siren went off in his cockpit that alerted him to an enemy lock on. 

"This is why you don't turn your back on the enemy!" Albileo roared, opening fire on the Bawoo with every weapon available. Five attempted to come around and open fire on the approaching MA, but a lucky shot struck his MS at just the right angle to pierce its armor and shatter some internal component. 

"Break!" Five shouted, separating his MS into the Bawoo Attack and the Bawoo Nutter. As he had hoped, the MA fired on the unmanned portion of the Bawoo: The Bawoo Nutter. "That bastard shot me in the Nut!...ter."


Catching the explosion out of the corner of his eye, Bridget looked toward it to see part of the Bawoo being blown apart. "Five!" 

Now, when he's distracted! FD3 re-ignited the beam saber and jerked the Gundam's right arm out of the Qubeley's grip. Bringing the saber downward, FD3 sliced off the Qubeley's left arm. 

"Damn Feddie!" Bridget growled, grabbing the Qubeley's severed arm possessively. Expecting a sudden charge, FD3 was amazed to see the Qubeley turn tail and run along with what remained of the Bawoo. 

***

"We've done a good job, now it's time to fall back!" Zan commanded his fellow Taskforce Alpha pilot as he ducked and weaved every few moments to avoid a pissed Ga-Zowm's beam fire. All around him, more and more Zeon MS were showing up, having been given the order to retreat or aid their ships. Right on cue, a Galbady sent up a flare from the signal flare launcher in its head. 

***

"Damned Feddies," Bridget spat, nearing the Curtain. 

"Don't beat yourself up over it, kid," Five reassured from his Bawoo Attacker. 

"I should have been able to crush those worms!"
"No one's an expert on their first time. In fact, your first time can be a pretty scary thing."

***

"Nothing to report here," Ten Murasame reported in his clipped tone as the Byarlant sailed through space. 

"Nah, we couldn't find anything either," a fellow Titan, piloting a Hi-Zack returned. 

"Nothing...man, patrol duty is awesome. It's like you're getting paid for nothing!" A second Hi-Zack pilot asserted.

"Then I guess we should head back to the ship." Ten sighed, kicking on his MS's thrusters. But this was just one of many teams constantly keeping a lookout in the area. The Titans had put a lot into securing this area so that it could be built. They weren't about to slack off and let any Zeons, AEUG members, or whatever sneak in and damn all they had worked for. 

As he sailed over the half-built structure, Ten marveled at moder engineering. To think, something like that could really exist.


