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Dechem silently gazed at its cold, menacing eyes. It seemingly held a life of their own—a fire that spoke of mystery and secrets, an enigma that held the key to a gateway to a mysterious power…

The huge metallic beast was placed within the wide quarters of test chamber, with multitudes of cables connected to various open port connections all over a white body frame that glinted against the harsh glare of the bright lights from the domed ceiling.

Dr. J had called it Zero. 

The beginning of everything, or so the doctor said.

For the commander of OZ, it was the beginning of the plans of the Zodiac coming into fruition…

It was during the initial activation test that he had first felt this enigmatic force. It had manifested itself when the simulation program had been loaded into the memory of the MM’s system, a strange, white light that scattered like fireworks across the Gundam’s entire frame . . . 

Though it was seemingly only for a split second, mana energy readings went out of scale. Receptors had gone haywire, and the operators had all panicked . . . 

It was that time that he first saw Zero as a tool not only for strengthening OZ’s MM forces . . . 

It was the key to Olympius. 

Yet, there was a price to be paid.

When the cockpit hatch had been opened, the test pilot sat unmoving on the pilot seat, staring at them with a pair of wide, lifeless eyes, and an expression of eternal horror on his deathly pale features . . .

It was as if someone, or something had removed the very essence of life from him. 

The researchers had been horrified at the result. Even Dr. J had expressed his doubt on the project, but Dechem paid them no heed. He ordered the tests to be continued, to find out more about that spark of power . . . 

He *will* have it no matter what . . . 

“Your Excellency.”

Dechem slightly turned towards the source of the voice. “Dr. Prischene.”

The female doctor adjusted her glasses, the calm expression on her face betraying the apprehension in her dark eyes. “Preparations are complete, sir.”

“ . . . and the pilot?”

“Nothing unusual. Heartbeat and brainwave patterns are normal.”

The commander of OZ gazed towards the holoscreen that showed the interior of the cockpit of the Man Machine. Arion Slantzel was his given name, but Dechem knew him by another.

Type Five. The fifth Propagator. 

“Start the test.”

*****

A twisted smile came across the wizened old man’s features, as he gazed into the only source of light in the entire room—the bright glare of the holoscreen that floated eerily in the center of the darkened chamber . . .

In the room were five old men . . . five eccentric individuals who seemed as though they lacked some levels of mental ability . . . 

But the opposite was quite true actually . . . 

. . . for they are the creators of the Gundams . . . 

Dr. J watched through his goggles as the platinum Man Machine’s emerald eyes flashed once, indicating the completion of the power distribution over its frame.

Another old man, with a prominent red nose which looked as though it were fake, stepped forward from the darkness, peering at the online screen. “Not a very intelligent choice, nah? Dechem deciding on continuing those unstable tests . . . “ _____ said. 

“Dechem is a fool, “ said the one that stood in the corner, casually glancing at the others in the room with him, “ . . . to have ignored our warnings.”

Dr. J turned to him, and gave a crooked grin, “You sound as though we weren’t responsible for his interest in that machine.”

Professor G grinned back and gave out a short laugh. “Aa.”

“Without a doubt, that Gundam is a dangerous entity . . . especially with *that* system in it . . . “ _______ commented gravely from his seat far from the screen, a hint of satisfaction on his features, “ . . . and Dechem is just about to find out how dangerous it could be . . . “

“Yet, if what we discovered about that system is true . . . it could become a very useful tool for us.” ______  leaned his elbows on the table. “The only problem is finding the right pilot.”

“Not to worry,” Dr. J spoke to all of his colleagues in general, “I have the perfect person in mind.” He said, as he nonchalantly spun the three-fingered robotic arm that was his right hand.

Then they all resumed watching the show on the holoscreen . . . 

. . . as all hell broke loose within the test chambers. 

*****

“It’s  . . . beyond control . . . “ Dechem whispered, a grave yet calm expression upon his aged face, unmindful to the panicked commotions of the control chamber around him as he watched the Gundam struggle against the invisible bonds that held it.

Dr. Prischene, on the other hand, was barking orders to the other members of research team, trying to find out what had just happened. Yet, when she gazed into the holoscreen that contained the present parameters of the test, her eyes widened in shock.

“Kore wa . . . !” he heard her exclaim, “Dechem-sama—“

“Gravity restraints critical!” An operator’s panicked declaration interrupted her. “The fields have only 10 seconds left before the machine breaks through!”

He knew that there was only one way left to stop the out of control Gundam, and was expecting the doctor to give the command anytime now. 

“Cut the Particle Core’s power line!” the female doctor cried.

But it was still too early.

“Matte!”

Dechem’s sudden roar immediately halted the action, as the doctor and the operators, as well as the rest of the research team were stunned at their commander’s directive.

“But, Your Excellency, if—“

Dechem simply said, “Wait for my order.”

The research team and the operators all looked at their commander as though he had gone insane, but the female doctor was the only one who kept a calm composure, betraying the fear that was within her. Yet, she kept a firm grip on the emergency lever that would stop the power flow. 

Gazing into the emerald eyes of the white Man Machine, Dechem felt as though he was looking into the soul of a monster, a being that was only manifesting a minute fraction of its untold power . . . 

Finally breaking through the fields that held it, the Gundam drove its massive fist against the clear crystal wall separating the test and control chamber as though it had wanted to kill the man that stood defiantly a distance from the clear barrier . . . 

[Is . . . that it?]

The shockwave caused many of the people in the control chamber, both male and female alike, to scream in terror, while others fled from the area for their lives . . . 

. . . as the white monster continuously slammed against the transparent barricade . . . 

[Are you . . . challenging me, Gundam?]

Soon, cracks appeared upon the the crystal wall, spreading across the glass-like surface like lightning for every blow the Man Machine rained down upon it.

[Are you saying that I cannot win? That I would lose this war?]

“Dechem-sama!”

The transparent barricade was now a myriad of cracks and fissures, giving the pretense that it would give way to the huge fist of the white metal giant at any moment . . . 

[Then I will prove you wrong.]

“Now.”

As soon as the command sprang from Dechem’s lips, Dr. Prischene brought the lever down, instantly stopping the flow of power to the Gundam’s main core . . . 

. . . and watched in horror as the white machine continued to pound against the 

*****

**some scenes here**

With that, the mecha's verniers started to flare as the heavily armored Man Machine prepared to leave the area...just as a loud beeping sound alerted its young pilot to the phenomena occurring in the cerulean sky...

"...Kuru..." Trowa whispered, as the swirling masses of clouds in the sky parted to reveal several large, gray battleships, flying behemoths that would no doubt be carrying multitudes of Man Machines inside, flanking each other in a fan-like formation.

"...It seems that they had this planned really well..." he commented to himself in his deadpan voice, as he armed the wasp missiles...

Without waiting for the ships to come within their firing range, the protruded vents on Heavyarms's legs suddenly opened, revealing two racks of larger-than-average missiles hidden beneath. Without warning, all twelve wasp missiles burst towards their targets in the air...

The resulting explosions rocked the air, as two burning Krepiers quickly lost their altitude and fell to the blue waters of the bay, being hit in their vital parts by the blazing arrows.

With two of the five Krepiers out of commission, the remaining three deployed their Man Machines into the area...

"...The 'Roulette'..." The taciturn pilot recognized the way the Geminas's positioned themselves for the attack. "...Divide the battalion into 3 groups, one to serve as the decoy, and the other two as attack units..." The red Man Machine raised its gattling gun... "...with all three groups surrounding the enemy while moving in a constant circular pattern so as to confuse the enemy." ...the two armor panels on its chest open to reveal two more beneath... "Especially effective against a smaller number of enemies, but..." ...and its shoulders flip open, exposing the arrays of micro missiles hidden within...

"...it is fairly useless against one with the capability and firepower to destroy them all..." Without warning, the exposed weapons simultaneously fire at the incoming attackers, instantly destroying a number of the machines in front...

The battle had begun...

*****

"Quatre-sama, the mana-sonar's picked up several bogeys near the south part of the city..." the man called Abdul said, "Matching structure readings and mana output...3 Krepier class and a whole truckload of Geminas..."

"Krepiers and Geminas...?" Rashid said, before turning to the young man standing in the center of the room. "Quatre-sama."

Quatre nodded. "Lunar II. What of the Gundam?" 

"I'm only getting a faint reading of it even at this distance." Abdul turned his gaze from the monitor. "It probably has some cloaking device that dampens its mana output..."

"...Just like my Sandrock." the blond-haired young man finished for him. "There's no mistaking it then. That Gundam is also part of Operation Meteor," he said in a grave voice. Then he turned to the man holding the ship's steering wheel. "Afmad, please stop the ship. I'm going out. Alone."

The control room of the transport ship Prometheus erupted in a chorus of voices as the men protested the order, clearly worried about their young master's welfare.

Quatre held up a hand to silence everybody, then just shook his head. "I do not think that Gundam is an enemy..." The door leading to the lower regions of the ship opened. "...besides, it might consider us a threat if it sees an entire MM battalion instead of only one..."

With that, the shounen ran towards the MM hangar...

*****

The skies were filled with nerve-racking explosions, as the hail of mana-tipped bullets and micro missiles continued their onslaught, tearing through the ranks of the Geminas as though they were paper . . . 

The Man Machine called Heavyarms truly lived up to its name . . .  

. . . Unfortunately, the ones who had faced the Gundam usually learned it the hard way . . . 

Soon, the storm began to subside, the rain dissipating, as the bluish-gray clouds that began the tempest were quickly dispersed by the overwhelming crimson wind of bullets and arrows of fire.

Heavyarms

