It was a common misconception, brought by years of popular media, to think of battles in space as these loud events. Where the run of gunfire, sizzling lasers, and deafening missile blasts filled the void with a cacophony of war.

But space was a vacuum, there was no air or any other molecules to carry the sounds. The noise one would hear from space combat came just from a ship or mech’s systems. And right now, the data stream was flooding Lunamaria’s panels.

Her superhuman senses quickly took it all in, from specs of the enemy’s mechs, their movements, their attack patterns, to the various detonations and visuals of beam fire being exchanged, and the reports of enemy movements on other sides.

Blue Cosmos’ attack was desperate, chaotic, like a rabid animal let off its leash. The remnants of that organization were taking everyone they could get their hands on, giving them only the necessary training, and throwing them at the grinder without concern for their fellow man, for the human lives they claimed to be fighting for.

Their attack had come as a surprise, an initial missile barrage that had their defenses scrambling to intercept them all, softening them up so their carriers began launching their mechs. They attacked without a clear objective, without rhythm, just an all-out assault on their convoys with the intent of destroying them.

Even if the attack lacked strategy, the way these people fought with zealotry and hatred made them extremely dangerous. Luna knew wars were won by professional soldiers, strategy, and quick thinking, yet it was ferocity and ruthlessness that caused the most losses for both sides.

Not a single convoy would be lost this day. Not to a bunch of terrorists with delusions of grandeur and a burning hatred for the different. They would not allow the people in them, the colonists heading for a new home, to be lost.

The Millennium stood at the head of the convoys providing cover for most of them as its defense systems intercepted enemy mechs and missiles. Combat data was supplied from its command center directly to their GUNDAM systems, allowing them access to real-time information, through it, Luna and Shinn could observe what was happening as the rest of their defenders fought off the Cosmos’ mechs.

They were ordered to remain in position underneath the convey, keep the perimeter in check in case the Cosmos forces suddenly decided to switch their offensive. While Kira was handling a squadron by himself in the rear.

Luna could hear her boyfriend’s frustrations through the comms as he once more hailed their squad leader, “Kira, our position is secure, let us move in!”

“Negative!” He replied, “Stay where you are!”

Luna comm’d him. “Kira, you have Hilda engaging on sector Zeta, Agnes is busy fighting off attacks on the Millennium, you can’t handle this on your own!”

“I gave you an order! Guard your sector and stay put! I don’t want Cosmos attacking where we’re vulnerable!”

“They outnumber you!” Kira shouted. “You are vulnerable right now!”

Kira just lost the channel, and Luna sighed in frustration, a sentiment shared by the other pilot. “He’s going to get himself killed…”

Just when things couldn’t get worse, they suddenly did. Combat data had informed them that one of the convoy engines had been hit, the shift was drifting and steadily losing velocity. Soon it’d fall out of formation and become vulnerable to enemy attacks. 

It was one of the ships in Kira’s sector.

Luna quickly hailed him, “Kira! Convoy-3 is drifting, moving to intercept!”

“Negative, I’ll handle it!”

He what? Oh, that self-sacrificing idiot. Why did the people she loved the most in her life have to be so thick-headed?

Speaking of…

“Justice, going in!” 

And once more Shinn charged in without thinking. Oh, it’s not like she approved of Kira’s orders. He needed assistance. What she didn’t like was how Shinn suddenly boosted his thrusts and jumped straight into danger at all speed instead of a more careful approach. 

He went directly for the drifting convoy, knowing it’d attract a wave of Cosmos’ mechs. Which of course it did. Shinn would soon find himself in a similar predicament as Kira. Outnumbered and burdened. They were all ace pilots, the best of the best. But they were still human, their flaws born from their own experiences.

Such as Kira’s desire to protect his friends. And Shinn’s drive to make sure no civilian came to harm.

She should have gone with him, should pulled his head out of the fire before got in too deep. But this flank had to remain protected, even if no Cosmos’ mech was around…

She kept the channels open, hearing Shinn’s voice as his ragged breath filtered over the comms. The clenching of his teeth, the rattling of his pilot seat as explosions rattled over his mech.

He could do this, he could handle it, she just had to stay here and-

“Shit! Sensors are down!

Lunamaria gasped. “What happened?!”

“Bastard got a lucky shot! Visual feed is working but targeting barely is! Radar’s going haywire, can’t tell where they’re coming!”

Her hands tightened on her controls.

“Tch! Left leg thruster down! Ack-!” His shout was distorted, filled with static.

Luna turned her mech around and took flight before she even realized it. The Gelgoog’s thrusters boomed as she charged them to the maximum output. Her mech blazed through debris and gunfire, her superhuman mind reacting to the various prompts and warnings in her sensors with great speed and dexterity.

There she found her objection. Shinn’s mech, haphazardly drifted as its leg thrusters were damaged. His range of movements was limited, yet still, he soldiered on, gunning down the enemy mechs that drew close to confront him in melee. But with sensors damaged and no targeting systems, he was a sitting duck for the Cosmos mechs flying around him.

Lunamaria aimed for her first target and fired, a clean shot that pierced its head, leading to an explosion that took out a piece of its torso. Her energy shield deflected the barrage of beam fire aimed at her, she flew around in arms, aiming their sights away from Shinn’s mech.

She dodged a barrage of missiles, her mech’s countermeasures igniting them with pinpoint accuracy and razor-thin lasers before they would impact its frame and detonate. Thrusters flared at full power to evade two mechs with beam sabers poised to strike at her from behind, she released explosives to throw them off her path.

There were so many, she had to fight them off, she had to keep Shinn safe, she had to keep the colonists safe.

The multiple alarms on her screen became too much, even for her to handle.

On the comms, she heard Kira swear, “Convoy 3’s integrity is compromised!”

The drifting convoy had a fire on its rear section, with Cosmos still on its trail. Too much, too much was happening all around her. The enemies on her tail, the enemies attacking Shinn, the convoy in danger…

And Shinn, brave, idiot, beautiful Shinn, was moving his mech back as much as he could, to shield the convoy with his own mech.

Selfless fool, that heroic stubborn knucklehead who owned her heart.

Her screen showed his mech fighting still, firing almost blindly, striking in melee at any mech that got close enough, doing his damnedest to protect the colonists no matter what.

Even if it cost him his life.

No… not on her watch.

Lunamaria gasped, and her vision was filled with stars.

It felt like a powerful jolt of electricity shooting up her spine. A dose of adrenaline injected straight into her heart and pumped through every fiber and nerve in her body. Brain cell synapses fired at all cylinders. 

Time… seemed to slow down.

The constant update of data seemed so slow now, no longer overwhelming, her mind was processing it with unnatural speed and calmness, as though she was simply reading an after-action report. Her muscles tensed so much, as though she had been lifting heavy weights, she failed to notice the way her suit felt a bit tighter, how the grip in her instruments dented the material slightly.

She felt she could see everything in slow motion, and more than that, process at a speed even her enhanced Coordinator mind had never been able to before.

This… This was that special ability some Coordinators like her managed to tap into. When their senses, reflexes, and perception all went into overdrive, allowing them to react at lightning speeds. 

The state unofficially known as ‘SEED Mode’.

Lunamaria was experiencing it for the first time in her life.

And she knew what to do.

Her gun aimed at the mechs around her, she felt she had all the time in the world to aim. And fired a series of shots that pierced through their weak points with pinpoint accuracy, faster they could react.

She danced around her pursues with such dexterity and speed, pulling off maneuvers they couldn’t follow, and it cost them dearly when she turned her sights on them.

Then she blasted off, thrusters burning with flaming exhaust as she flew towards Shinn. She picked his pursuers one by one, with precision shots of her rifle. Storing it away instead of reloading, she brandished her mech’s double-sided saber. It spun like a wheel of death in her machine’s grasp, cutting through the enemy’s plates like a hot knife through butter, seeing them in slow motion, she maneuvered around them before they could defend themselves or escape.

Lunamaria fought like a machine, with all the efficiency and effectiveness of a supercomputer.

Then when it was all said and done, there were no enemies left, and her senses returned to normal.

Luna gasped, a wave of exhaustion hitting her all at once, her brain raced with hundreds of thoughts, her muscles burned. Yet at the same time, it felt… good, great even. She felt amazing.

“Luna!” Shinn’s comms hailed her, she could feel the smile on his face. “That was amazing! You- Are you okay?!”

She panted, one eye closed as she stared at her screen where her boyfriend’s icon was displayed. “I should be asking you that,” She sighed in relief before fondly muttering, “Dummy…”
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