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Iron Fist Anime Fan Fiction





Iron Fist Gundam Episode #1


Return of the Gundams








	Three decades after the peace issued by Relena Dorlan and the World Nation, a new threat enters Human Space. A man by the name of Shane Fryer escaped imprisonment for grand scale thievery. He managed to escape to the new industrial colony L87, far out of the reach of the World Nation for the moment. After he left, all seemed peaceful, and the Gundam pilots of old, Heero, Duo, Quatre, Wufei, and Trowa went on about their business





ON COLONY L87 . . .





	“I’ve found it!” Shane declared. He sat down in a crimson red chair. He was occupying a factory base for the moment. What Shane had found were the plans for the Wing Gundam, Heavyarms, and Sandrock. “Now, my Gundam will appear in the World Nation!!” Shane tilted his head back and erupted into a maniacal laugh.





THREE YEARS LATER, IN LUXEMBOURG . . .





	The World Committee had just adjourned. Relena was walking down the hall back towards her room to wait for the shuttle to take her back home. The corridor was cold, and she pulled her blue sweater tighter around herself. She glanced outside the window. A couple was on the street, wrapped in a warm embrace. Relena smiled. It seemed like it was just yesterday she had been 18 and seeking for peace through a great war. But now she was 54. Those days were over. A guard opened the door to Relena’s room. She nodded to him and entered her room. No sooner had she sat upon her bed than an earth-shattering boom sent her crashing to the floor.


	“Miss Relena?!” the guard cried, peeking inside the room. Relena held up her hand, trying to catch her breath.


	“I’m okay.” Relena looked up. “What happened?”


	“It’s a . . . a . . .” The guard swallowed hard. “It’s a Gundam!!”


	“What?” Relena clutched her chest, breathing hard. After about a minute, her breathing regulated. “Those are extinct!”


	“It’s a new model, Miss Relena. We’re evacuating civilians right now.”


	“Right, right,” Relena stood up and dusted off her clothes. “Let’s go.”


	The guard led Relena out of her room and to the lobby of the Luxembourg Committee Building. From there, Relena could see it. It was a mixture of blues and carried a shield remarkably like the Wing ZERO’s. It’s beam sword was like the Mercurius, but it carried a revolving rifle on its back like Heavyarms. The guard pulled Relena by her arm into the car.


	“A Gundam appeared outside of the Luxembourg Committee Building at 3:30 pm today,” World News anchor Pal Gonn reported. Relena turned off her TV set and picked up her phone.


	“Yes, Miss Relena?” the operator responded.


	“Operator,” Relena said. “Give me Heero Yuy.”





WORLD EMERGENCY DEFENSE BUILDING, SEATTLE, USA . . .





	


	Duo Maxwell picked up the phone.


	“Yeee-ello,” Duo greeted.


	“Duo,” Relena said in a quiet voice.


	“Relena?!”


	“Yes, it’s me. I guess you never expected this call.”


	“N-no.”


	“Listen to me. As much as you might not believe it, a Gundam just appeared in Luxembourg.”


	“Huh? I-I guess you’re right. I don’t believe it.”


	“Well, this Gundam’s pilot is going to destroy the Earth and all of the colonies if we don’t give him total control of the World Nation.”


	“That’s crazy!” Duo scratched his head. “So what are we supposed to do?”


	“Build Gundams to fight him.”


	“No way. You built this peace, so you have to live with it.”


	“Listen, Duo, I changed my name back to Dorlan from Peacecraft because I knew that there would be wars no matter what I did. So if you can’t handle this order, give the phone to Heero.”


	“Alright, alright. I’m going to get Quatre. Howard is dead, and so is Doctor J. He’d be able to help us. Call you back.” Duo hung up and shook his head.


	“I’m too old for this,” he muttered. “Too old . . .”





COLONY L45 . . .





	Quatre looked on as his Winner Corp. technicians built the first new Gundams. Right now, its name was Prototyper, but if it was successfully tested, it would gain the name Valkryie. Quatre shook his head. Why did Relena want weapons now? Why didn’t she just try to talk to the mad, deranged, psychopath. Quatre also had a new line of Moblie Dolls ready for production.


	A guard rushed in the production room.


	“Sir, the Gundam is attacking the factory, sir!” Quatre looked up at the crew.


	“Is the Prototyper ready?” he asked.


	“We need to work some of the kinks out,” one of the technicians replied.


	“Clear out, I’m going to pilot it. You can’t change my mind.”


	


	Quatre took the Prototyper out onto the battlefield. The Gundam had a buckler shield that could project a force field against lasers by shooting out discs to form a wall like the Mercurius. The Prototyper’s laser spear was deadly, and its chest had rocket launchers stored. There were also two shoulder mounted machine guns.


	“Before we fight,” Quatre said. “Who are you?” A picture appeared on his Vid Screen. The man on it had blonde hair and a black bandana covering his eyes. The bandana had eye slits cut into it.


	“My name,” the man said. “Is Knight Stoa. This is my Gundam, Ronin.”


	“Alright, Knight. Mark my words, you’ll go down!!!” Quatre punched the Prototyper into gear. The two Gundams’ weapons collided, and then the combatants seperated. Ronin stored its sword and took out its rifle. Quatre pulled the joysticks back. the Prototyper rocketed into the air. The Prototyper’s guns blasted out. Ronin jetted backwards. Quatre engaged his rocket launchers and fired his missiles. Knight’s Gundam was hit in the head and the left leg. Ronin backflipped in the air and landed on its front. It skidded back and stopped when it hit a huge rock. Instantly, Ronin flew off of the ground and towards Quatre’s Gundam. Quatre pulled the levers backward. The Prototyper didn’t budge. He pulled the joysticks back. Nothing. Quatre sighed and let go of the controls. He knew it was over. Ronin neared for the final blow when--SLAM! A Mobile Doll gave a shoulder block to Ronin. Then it gave the Gundam a strong slice with its beam sword. Ronin ricoched backward and flew up. Knight appeared on Quatre’s Vid Screen once again.


	“You’ll see Knight Stoa again soon, Gundam pilot!”  A new picture appeared on his Vid Screen. It was a 54 year old Heero Yuy.


	“You alright, Quatre?” Heero asked.


	“Thanks for the support,” Quatre replied.


	“Don’t mention it. Bring the Prototyper in for repairs.”


	“This isn’t the Prototyper. This is the Valkryie.”

















FIN




















