Chapter 18: Zeon's Wings

Mary Cartly was probably the happiest she had ever been in her entire life. Marcus and his boys were running off with their tails between their legs. The Titans had temporarily lost their greatest weapon thanks to some uprising or schism or whatever else it was that happened when you don't control the masses. The Federation had become a lame duck and their precious Alpha Taskforce couldn't do anything. Even the Crossbone Vanguard had failed to stop them. The attack on Side 2 was a victory for Zeon and Angel Halo was fully operational. 

Mary was reminded of a song she liked so much as a child. I've got the whole world in my hands/I've got the whole wide world in my hands...

***

"Nukes! You let them make off with ****ing nuclear warheads!?" Valons' every fiber burned with an agonizing loathing. "What were you ****heads thinking!?"

The commanding officer of Oz's Side 2 garrison could only shrug meekly. "We did the best we could. There were just too many of them."

"Too many!? TOO MANY! It's your job to do everything in your ****ing power to stop those sons of ****es!" 

Unseen to Valons, everyone in the Dogos Gear's bridge had begun to discreetly scoot away from the officer. Valons was indeed a hate filled and powerful man who had no reservations about using a weapon like GENESIS. To see him flipping his lid like this made several of them think about drafting a will. "Did you at least track them?"

"No, we were in disarray." The commander admitted ashamedly. Anything further he had to say was lost when Valons terminated the line in disgust. 

"****ing great...we can't use GENESIS and they have freaking nukes!"

If Valons knew about the true threat, Angel Halo, he just might have had a heart attack.

***

"You're going to ruin your uniform if you keep tugging on it every five seconds." 

"Cram it, Dearka."

"Calm down, Yzak. I'm just saying-"

"Do I have to pull rank?" The silver-haired soldier slashed her eyes at him dangerously.

"No, ma'am," the blond sighed, half-annoyed half-amused.

The elevator came to a stop with a pleasant "cling." The doors slid open, allowing Yzak and Dearka out while others crowded in. 

The two made their way around corners, down corridors, and through security checkpoints before finally reaching their destination. The door, a rich mahogany, had a single identifying mark: a plaque engraved with the phrase "Vice Admiral Thraw Nemma." Yzak extended an arm as if to push it open, but wavered when the time came.

"Don't worry, Yzak. Nothing is going to happen." He assured her with that laid back smile of his. Ever since the bloodbath at the Garden of Thorns, Ms. Jule had been panicking over the prospect of being demoted for losing Nichol. Straightening up a bit, the two entered the room, greeted by modest yet pleasant surroundings.

Directly ahead of them sat the man himself, Thraw Nemma, with his wing man Zeraph Yue leaning over his shoulder, conferring with him on some document. Dearka cleared his throat, alerting the absorbed duo. Looking up, Nemma rose suddenly to greet them.

"Ah, yes, Lt. Jule, Sgt. Elthman, just who I wanted to see. Please, sit." The officer gestured toward the couch next to them. A few tense moments passed. "I'm sure you want to know why you're here, correct?"

They nodded.

"Having reviewed your battle reports, kill records, and performance ratings..." the youths were on the edge of their seats, "I have deemed you two worthy of a promotion."

"Come again?" Dearka spoke up finally.

"The two of you are a bit young, but you've seen more battle than several of your colleagues. Not only that, the two of you are great pilots. In fact, I think you can handle a squadron of your own. Do you think you can handle that?"

Yzak smiled broadly, a rarity, as she stood to shake his hand. "I accept this responsibility, Vice Admiral, sir, and I appreciate it."

"Think nothing of it, Major."

"Major? A two rank promotion!?"

"Yes, I think you've earned it. As have you, Captain Elthman."

***

"Even with our reinforcements, there isn't much we can do to stop the Zeon fleet. Even if we could, the fleet seems to be heading back toward Zeon airspace." Captain Fence of the Avalon surmized. 

FD3 raised his hand. Fence, stifling a groan, called allowed him to speak. "So we're just going to sit on our asses while Zeon and the AEUG do whatever they want?"

"Look, Lieutenant," the captain emphasized FD3's lower rank in almost threatening way. "We're just not equipped to deal with them right now. Besides, the Titans are calling in the Second and Fifth Fleet to deal with them. We've cleaned up enough of their dirty work, so why not let them handle it this time?"

"Because it's-it's...cowardly! And shameful! Albileo didn't die so we just sit around! If Zan weren't laid up in a hospital right, he wouldn't just say 'okey dokey! Let's just forget our duty and take it easy.'"

His anger spent, FD3 lapsed into an uncomfortable silence. The restless energy in the air rolled over the men within the briefing room like the calm before a storm. They expected a volcanic outburst from the captain, but what they got was far from that. "You do have a point."

"Wha?"

"It is our duty and our profession...if no one is averse to it, might I suggest a compromise?"

The room was deathly still.

"We'll let the Titans go a few rounds with Zeon. And then, if things aren't looking up, we'll do what we can. How does that strike you?"

***

Thraw Nemma groaned, leaning back in his old leather chair. He derived a certain satisfaction from serving the people of the colonies-he felt he was doing some good in the world-but the mountains of paperwork and the monotony that came with it was unbearable. I need something to do...

The phone on the edge of his desk rang.

Now that's timing

"Hello?"

The voice on the other end of the phone was ragged, yet forceful, like that of a proud man pushed to his limits. "God damn it! They gave her the go ahead! Those fools have no idea what that thing is capable of!"

"What? Who? Slow down. I can hardly understand you."

The voice on the other end of the line sighed shortly, drew a breath, and began anew. "Cartly has been granted access to use Angel Halo. Fools!"

"How!? Didn't you present the findings that it damages the Newtypes' minds?"

"Yes, but she danced around it, making a point of the Titans and their GENESIS. She says we have to use such weapons to match them."

"Fire against fire?"

"Exactly," the Admiral grunted. "And it's only a matter of time before she moves to use the nukes."

"But..." Nemma thought to protest, saying that the people were smarter than that, but the scheming Cartly and the snivelling president were all that was needed to send the world to hell in a hand basket.

"She's like some golden goddess! Feh-more like a false idol...she can do anything she damn well pleases. She could get away with murder at this point."

***

Zero straightened up a bit as Grim Skull and a handful of other Vanguard members strode into the Mother Vanguard's bridge. He still had trouble standing for long periods of time without having a dizzy spell. "So, just how bad is it?"

"Our losses aren't actually as bad as you might think given the bulk of the enemy force. 30% of the attack force was destroyed, while another 30% sustained heavy damage in some way."

Zero leaned his head back, sighing through his nose. "Not good, but it could have been worse..."

"What are we to do, sir?"

The CV's pilot/top ace shifted absently, glancing off into space. "We just don't have what it takes to bring down Angel Halo on our own."

Akujiki, among Grim's entourage, filled the silence. "So...what does that mean?"

Zero groaned in spite of himself. "It looks like we'll have to call in a favor."

***

Smithy Jones eyed the brand new MS in an almost nervous manner. He'd been doing this for some time now. No matter what he did, that giant crimson thing unsettled him. With its deep red color scheme and un-penetrable black lining, the horn-like structures on the MS's head only added to the illusion of a giant, metal demon. And he was to pilot it. Shrugging aside the overwhelming sense of wrongness the thing emitted, Smithy pulled on his flight helmet and clamored into Oz's latest weapon: The Gundam Epyon.

***

Seraphil couldn't help but smile at the orders. CV was retreating, apparently for good. This would only increase his standing in Mary Cartly's eyes, not that he needed it. She had already entrusted him with the defense of Angel Halo. Perhaps that was an overstatement. The Seraphil Fleet comprised the considerable fleet standing in the way of Angelo Halo and any would be aggressors. At any rate, he had been placed in a position of great importance and trust. His whim could send the rest of the fleet into disarray any number of ways. On the other hand, he could royally screw the AH over. It wouldn't be hard. The weapon in question was just a stone's throw away.

***

"And who says size doesn't matter!" Inferno's voice resounded throughout the Neo Zeon hangar. 

"Yes, it is quite grandiose." Mary giggled, sliding her arm through his. "If all else fails, the Quin Mantha can stop them."

"I don't think you'll need it. After all, AH should be starting up soon, right?"

"Of course, my pet,"

"Well, anyone who wants to throw a wrench in the plans will have to get through the defensive fleet, and that's damn near impossible. Even if they do, we can lob some nukes at 'em."

Mary's eyes clouded a bit. "We can't technically use the nukes."

"Huh? Why not?"

"That damned old man...he's doing everything in his power to stop my plans. We recieved authorization to use Halo, but the nukes are still off-limits."

An unspoken message passed between them. "How do you plan on doing it?"

"A nifty little poison I'm quite fond of. Once he's out of the way, we'll be completely unopposed within Zeon. Everyone else will fall into line once we make an example out of the Titans."

***

Dearka whistled in admiration of the various MS standing proudly before him. The vast majority of them were GuAIZ units, but he picked out a navy blue MS he guessed to be a GINN variant, a Gaza D, and the telltale green eyed form of a Gundam, too. Crowded around the feet of the metal giants were several forms in red. "I guess this is the Jule Squadron."

Yzak, floating wordlessly alongside him up to this point, smiled at that. "Marvelous," landing a short distance from the cluster, Yzak addressed her underlings in that confident, authoritative tone. "I am Major Yzak Jule. I'll be your superior officer from now on."

A few soldiers, mostly in the back, began to mumble amongst themselves at this. Yzak arched a silver eyebrow. "Does anyone have something to say on this matter?"

The chattering ceased. "No, really, if anyone has a problem with this, just say so."

The crowd parted a bit to allow a blob of a man to pass. Doing his best to sound important, his gravelly voice grumbled out at her. "Uh...well...you're...kind of a kid...and a chick. That's not cool with a lot of us."

Yzak sized the mass of humanity before a moment before swiftly kicking him in the testicles. "Your complaint has been noted and dealt with."
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There was an audible movement backward by every last man within the Jule Squadron, even Dearka, who crossed his legs in the zero-g environment. Turning her eyes upon a blond young man, Yzak posed a question. "So, how about you?"

Even with a fear of genitalia-based trauma hovering above, Prayer Reverie looked his new commander directly in the eyes. "No, ma'am"

Time dragged on into infinite before she answered. "Good to hear"

A pretty young woman, whose hair was pulled back into an auburn ponytail of sorts, boldly stepped out of the crowd. "Hello, Major Jule, I am Shiho Haufrennes. Pleased to make your acquaintance." Casting aside a salute for an extended hand, Shiho waited. 

Pleasantly surprised by the other girl's bravery, Yzak took her hand. "The feeling is mutual."

"Hey, babe, I'm Dear-" the twin glares he drew forced Dearka to cover the pick up attempt with a cough.

***

"What do you mean my ReGelg can't be launched?" Thraw fought the incredible urge to shake the life out of the mechanic whose uniform he tightly gripped.

"I'msorry,sir,itdoesn'tworknomatterwhatwedo!" The technician ran his words together desperately. 

His anger fading by a minute sliver, the officer released the man and turned his scorching gaze on the sabotaged machine. I won't allow Zeon to be reduced to this! We already suffered the Zabis and all their backstabbing. Zeon can't survive another wave of deceit.

"Is there anything else available on hand?"

"Well...there is a prototype, but it hasn't really been tested."

"Now is as good a time as any."
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***

"The combined Oz-Titans fleet will be in range within approximately ten minutes."

Mary Cartly shifted in her command chair. "Marvelous"

Just over her shoulder, Inferno hovered somewhat indecisively. "Are you sure we should let them get so close? I mean, you could just pop me in the Gigantic and I'll nuke 'em faster than you can-"

"No, that won't necessary although I appreciate the sentiment."

Bridget spoke up suddenly. "Can I take out the Quin Mantha? Please? Pleeeeeeeeeeeeease? Please?"

Mary sliced her eyes at her subordinate, who wisely chose to clam up. 

The ten minutes passed in relative silence. And then...

"We have an incoming message from the fleet. Shall I patch it through, ma'am?"

"But of course."

A strong-jawed, malicious-looking face adorned with an odd sort of scar or birthmark leaped into view. "I am Colonel Volgin of Oz's Fourth Orbital Fleet, which has rendezvoused with the Titans' Third and Eighth Orbital Fleets. You are to disarm immediately or we will regard you as hostiles."

To this, Mary reacted in an odd way. She began to sing.

"Boy, you're going to carry that weight
Carry that weight a long time"

"What are your rambling about?"

"Boy, you're going to carry that weight
Carry that weight a long time"

"Stop that! Stop it this instant!"

"I never give you my pillow
I only send you my invitations
And in the middle of the celebrations
I break down"

"That's it! All guns, prepare to fire on the enemy fortress! You had your chance, girl!"

Mary's words now took on an ethereal quality, as if it was hitting multiple octaves at once...like there were several people singing...

"Boy, you're going to carry that weight
Carry that weight a long time
Boy, you're going to carry that weight
Carry that weight a long time"

The circular contraption suddenly began to move. One by one, rings began to appear out of what had once been a level, plain-like structure. In time, this shifting fortress began to glow with a luminosity unlike anything Volgin or his men had ever seen before. 

"Boy, you're going to carry that weight
Carry that weight a long time
Boy, you're going to carry that weight
Carry that weight a long time"

The light grew malignant. It began to grow, expanding in a way that was both beautiful and terrible. Tendrils of psychic energy spiked outward, heading toward the enemy fleet. Pale green lances stabbed into the Titans/Oz ships, leaving not so much as a scratch on their hulls. But that wasn't what made the Angel Halos so deadly. It was what happened to those within the ships. 

Some screamed in agony, clawing at their flesh. Some wept as a wave of old memories and/or artificial emotions swept over them. Others flew into homicidal rages, cutting down former friends. Still more went completely blank, not moving, not thinking, not even breathing. 

Less than ten minutes after Mary began to recite those ancient words, the Titans/Oz fleet had gone silent. 

"Well, that was fun." Mary crossed her legs nonchalantly, cupping her chin in a casually raised palm. "How long might it take us to reach Luna II?"

"It would say some time around...ten hours."

"Let's pay the Feddies' old headquarters a little visit, shall we?"

***

Thraw Nemma cut through the currents of space, nimbly guiding his RF Gelgoog toward the Angel Halo's control ship. The overwhelming force that had rolled over him when the Earthlings foolishly forced Mary's hand had left him speechless. The monotony of minds...

There were people controlling that wave. It was fellow humans he felt. Yet he couldn't bring himself to accept that. They had all be so cold, so vacant, and so maddeningly devoted to that woman. "This is Vice Admiral Thraw Nemma, requesting permission to come aboard."

"Your request has been denied. We have strict orders not to allow anyone aboard unless we have Lady Cartly's permission."

"What's your rank?"

"Well, I'm only an ensign." The soldier on his screen answered slowly, not quite following.

"Then I'm pulling rank, damn it. Let me land or you'll have me to worry about."

***

Marcus' brow darkened a bit as the Crossbone Vanguard's fleet glided into view. They didn't seem hostile (this time around), which was why he had permitted them to get this close without any sort of warning shot. Even so, the CV had dubious allegiance at best. Of course, that came with the territory when you're talking about a mercenary band of pirates. 

"Incoming message, sir"

"Patch it through." The blond sighed tensely, moving away from the windows of the Argama's bridge to take his seat at the ship's command chair. He had to keep up appearances, "Zero"

"Marcus," the Vanguard leader returned. 

"To what do we owe this glorious meeting?"

"I'm just passing some information along."

The blond quirked an eyebrow at this. "Shoot."

The other man smiled slightly and murmured a few things to those around him. After a brief pause, Zero's face disappeared, replaced with what looked like some sort of investigative reports. "As of four hours ago, we temporarily suspended hostilities against a new Neo Zeon weapon they've designated 'Angel Halo.'"

Now, a menacing, if somewhat blurry, image appeared. "That is the weapon in question. As far as we can tell, it's a giant fortress of some sort. It doesn't have any sort of defensive parameters--relying instead on a Zeonic fleet--but we suspect it has some sort of secret countermeasure. It seems this is Mary's little tool and it's en route to Luna II. I just thought you might want to know."

Behind his trademark shades, Marcus' eyes had widened to the size of grapefruits. "What are you going to do with this information?"

Zero shrugged absently. "I'll guess we'll see if we can't throw a wrench into their plans. It looks like the Titans and Taskforce Alpha have the same idea."

"But a fleet that large..."

"We have to try. I think we owe it to our fellow man to make sure than thing goes down in flames. Ciao."

***

A pair of machine gun hammers cocked back. Nemma quirked an eyebrow skeptically. "Do you really intend to shoot me?"

The guards posted outside the control center of Angel Halo's command ship glanced at each other uneasily. The senior officer grunted in a tired way. "Put down your guns, boys. If there's any backlash, it'll be my ass on the line. So step aside."

The duo looked about, trying to find some clearer answer. When none came, they awkwardly shifted out of his way and saluted him in passing. He strode into the room with an aura of command, his back ramrod straight. Turning a passionate eye on Mary Cartly, he spoke with a voice that made no attempt to hide its venomous undertone. 

"Damn it, Cartly! What the hell do you think you're doing?"

The woman in question turned her eyes back to the screen before her.

"Listen to me! You can't just ignore me like I'm some piss on new recruit!"

Turning her eyes back to the Vice Admiral like a teenager being lectured, she sighed heavily. "What?"

The verbal tirade Nemma had lined up came to a crashing halt when a messenger darted into the room, coming to Cartly's side. There was nothing amazing about this, but some gut instinct told him this was very grave news. 

Silence

"Well...what is it?"

She faced with a face sheathed in ice. "It seems your commanding officer and my associate--the General--has passed away."

You conniving ****! The words caught in his throat. He couldn't speak. He could barely breathe. This woman--no, little girl--had risen from obscurity to become the most powerful member of a disintegrating triumvirate whose demise was elevating her to titanic status. 

"Congratulations, Nemma, I guess this means you've been promoted. Welcome to the triumvirate, comrade." She smiled with her mouth, but she cackled in her eyes. 

Nemma ran from that place, perhaps trying to outrun the horror and anger of that damned moment. But no matter what he did, the terror gripped his soul and the rage burned through his blood. He still felt that way when the RF Gelgoog burst forth from the control ship.

***

Mary felt an sort of twinge run through her. As a Newtype, such sensations were rarely without reason. "Perform a scan of the vicinity around Angel Halo."

There were a few odd looks, but those in and around Angel Halo complied. Machines hummed and keyboards clacked. "It seems there is a handful of ships coming up on our rear. There is also a sizable force amassing at Luna II."

"Oh? We're really already that close?"

"Yes, ma'am"

The blond played with her hair flippantly, weighing her options. "Let's deal with the pests behind us first. Then we can smash through the Feddies at Luna."

***

The hangar of Taskforce Alpha's Avalon had returned to that old state its crew had come to know so well. A MS stepped from its place against the hangar's wall, its heavy footsteps sending a harsh sort of clash throughout the compartment. 

The Nu Gundam stepped heavily on the launch catapult. "FD3, ready to go." 

"You are cleared for launch."

"Nu Gundam, launch!" The pristine MS rocketed from the Avalon to join the flurry of thrusters that poured forth from TA's other vessels. "Hey, Sarte, is that you? Weren't you switched over to a Jegan?"

The pilot of the Novel GM III responded jovially. "I just don't like Jegans."

Before FD3 could reply, a hail of beams crossed the void, dispersing their formation. "Well, here goes!"

Taking the Nu Gundam into a corkscrew, he unleashed a trio of beams as the Nu gracefully evaded the Zeonic reply. Jegans and Geara Dogas (freshly supplied by Anaheim during Mary's jaunt on the moon) finally reached, blurring battle lines as individual pilots took their MS into various maneuvers. The Nu's machine gun-like beam rifle carved through two of the MS before an extended vulcan volley chewed through a third. A fourth met its end when a missile fired from the Nu's shield caught it in the cockpit. A fifth dodged a beam rifle shot, only to slam into a nearby asteroid ("This one's a real rock!" were his last words) before a second shot blew it to bits. 

All around FD3, most of the Zeons, unaccustomed to their new MS, struggled to keep up with their Jegan counterparts. Sarte's Novel GM III carved through a Doga, using it as an impromptu shield before he tossed the MS into another one. Both Dogas were reduced to space dust when he fired a single shot from his beam rifle that ignited their reactors.

"Zeon's not so tough!" FD3 chuckled self-assuredly, tearing a Doga apart with his fin funnels.

A new wave of Zeon MS put an end to his bragging. "Well, damn..."
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***

"What's the matter?"

Zero looked up suddenly. "Sorry, what? I was spacing out."

Grim elaborated on his question. "You've just clammed up."

"Yeah," he answered vaguely. He paused a beat. "I wonder what happened to Domon. I mean, we just left him there at the Garden of Thorns. We...abandoned him."

"Still beating yourself up over that? Well, it wasn't your call. You couldn't even talk, much less order to scout the area for the X-1." 

"I know...but still..." The pirate leader furrowed his brow, watching the dance lights off in the not-so-distant void.

"Well, you need to get your head back on your shoulders. We're about to head into battle." 

Zero chose not to respond, instead taking his position at the head of the Crossbone formation. "Alright, guys, stay frosty."

***

"We need support! Help us!"

FD3's mind was buzzing with activity. The Neo Zeon MS had arrived in force, nearly outnumbering the Alpha members twofold. Even with his Nu leading the pack in the kills, there was only so much the small EFF fleet could do. In fact, FD3 felt as if he was carrying the lesser suits, who harassed him with pleas for help almost every five seconds. FD3 darkly ruminated on the fact that the only person who could get anything done (aside from himself of course) was Sarte, and even his Novel GM III was nearing its limit.

"This is Kreiger Team! We need-Oh God! NOOOOOOOO-" The voice trailed off into static. The Nu spiraled laterally to avoid a Gaza rush, sending the MS up in flame with a shot over the Nu's shoulder. This small victory was blotted out by the sudden appearance of a fresh MS team.

Damn it!

"SAFTEY KAIJO, IKUZO!" A dark figure darted between the MS, some sort of beam weapon flashing. The Gazas slowed to a crawl for a moment, showing not so much as a pinch of hostility. After a moment, all three units exploded simultaneously. 

"Whoa..."

"I appreciate that." The figure chuckled before taking off into the center of the fray. All about him, FD3 noticed wave upon wave of unfamiliar MS sweeping across the battlefield, raining down fire on the Zeons. 

***

"I'm bored." 

"I know; you've said that about thirty times now. Are you really that excited about your new toy?"

"It's not a toy! It's a ZAKU; a bad ass ZAKU."

Yzak rolled her eyes, preferring not to drag out the tiff. Instead, she glanced about the hangar, marvelling in her squadron. A warmth spread throughout her at the sight of those MS. Her reverie came to a sudden end as a sort of ringing, akin to a telephone, filled her ears. Flicking a switch on her key board, Yzak acknowledged the message. "Yes?"

"The Jule Squadron has been authorized for launch."

"So, we're having trouble with the Feddies?"

"No, your unit will be leading the strike on Luna II."

"Splendid"

***

The Sword Calamity and Raider Gundams floated just outside the Dogos Gear's bridge. Their Trans Shift Armor hadn't been activated, and judging from the way they absently drifted, neither Gundam was even functioning. In fact, at the rate they were going, they were about to smash into the bridge.

"What the hell are you two doing?" Admiral Valons grunted in annoyance.

No response was forthcoming.

"DAMN IT, ANSWER ME!"

Orga giggled oddly as his Sword Calamity suddenly came to life and a wave of color swept over it. Clotho followed suit and the duo blasted off to take their position around GENESIS along with the other MS that comprised that metal sea. 

"Those two are beginning to worry me..." Valons whispered to himself. Each day, they grew more eratic. Pushing such thoughts aside, Valons turned to the officer overlooking the information being fed to the Dogos from GENESIS. "How are we doing?"

"Repairs are approximately 76% completed."

"How goes the charging?"

The officer glanced up at Valons in confusion. "Charging, sir? GENESIS isn't in any condition to fire at this time, sir."

"If we can frag their precious Angel Halo, the Zeeks will fall apart like a decrepit barn in the face of a wrecking ball."

"But, sir, to fire now might jeopardize the entire system."

The Admiral paused at this, weighing his odds. "Do it anyway. We can always fix it back up or make something else. After all, we captured the designs for something the Zeons call the 'Solar Ray' after the end of the One Year War."

"Yes, sir," the soldier held back a tremor of fear and relayed the message. 

***

The Jule Squadron silently sailed through space, making sure to draw as little attention as possible. They had cut their thrusters, riding on the momentum of their initial bursts to carry them through space. On top of that, their monoeyes had been deactivated, along with various other functions that might put out too much heat or garner prying eyes. However, the time for that was over.

"On my mark, I want you all to boot up your MS and blitz, just like we talked about." Yzak sent the message to her underlings, who silently complied. All at once, monoeyes glowed with life and blue flames sent them into a dive aimed directly for the thick of the Titans fleet. "Dearka, send out the flare."

Dearka grunted in the affirmative, slowing a bit to fire a luminous ball from the green Blaze ZAKU Phantom's forearm. With task done, Dearka took his place next to Yzak's white Slash ZAKU Phantom as the thrust began.
