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DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
01. FRENZIED ATTACK IN FRANCE
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden
“Commander Delgado,” said the deep voice in the shadows, “We are almost ready.” “Excellent,” said a hoarse voice, “How large is our strike force?” “We have exactly 100 Falcon model mecha prepared to strike,” said the first voice, “All we need is the command to attack.” “Then attack,” said Delgado, “What is our first target?” “France, sir,” said the deep voice. “Understood,” Delgado nodded, “Proceed with Falcon Attack Force.” “At once Commander,” the deep voice said and footsteps were head, followed by the shift of metal. As his underling left, Delgado knitted his fingers together, “Chaos…I shall reap beautiful chaos across the Earth. The Angloman project was put out of action 10 years ago after the Darkshot invasion force was halted. And now that leaves the door open for the Galactic Warfare Guild to take over. The damned UN had to break nature and create those blasted colonies on Venus and the moon. What fools!”
The young boy stroked his dark goatee in thought. His hair, normally spiked, was flopped down in a mop around his head. Dressed in nothing but his pure white boxer shorts, he was standing at the top of a step ladder; a portable swimming pool set up before him and filled with thick, orange paint.

Peter Simpson was not your typical teenager. He was an artist but didn’t stop at paint and canvas – he was expressionistic. His room was littered with dozens upon dozens of paintings and models he had made. “…Bad fruit,” he muttered before jumping off the step ladder and vanishing into the pool of orange paint. He emerged looked very much like the human representation of a discarded orange peel. He then grabbed a can of black paint and poured it over himself, now looking like a rotten discarded orange peel. Suddenly, something on Peter’s dresser beeped. It was a silver, triangular badge with the words ‘LPF’ inscribed in light blue. The letters were flashing red in unison with the beeping.
The artist grabbed the badge and pressed the letters, “Pilot Simpson here.” “Simpson, it’s Maria,” said a young yet stern female voice, “I need you at base now. We have a new candidate for the Destinizer programme.” “I’m on my way ma’am,” Peter switched off the com-link and went to get washed.
Just minutes later, Peter was walking through the corridors of the Life Protection Front base towards the Great Chamber in the western sector. His hair was now spiked as usual and he was dressed in the light green LPF uniform, his badge firmly pinned to his left chest pocket. “This new kid had better be worth it,” he grumbled, “I hate being interrupted and Maria knows it.” Eventually he came to the two metal doors marked ‘LPF – Great Chamber’, which slid open as he walked through, closing again when he was inside. The Great Chamber was a meeting room of sorts for all those involved in the Destinizer programme. At the far edge was an oak table with a pair of green curtains behind it, currently drawn. The hardwood floor was emblazoned with an image that looked like a dragon and a hawk performing a difficult aerial manoeuvre which entwined them both. “Maria, I’m here,” said Peter loudly. The leather chair behind the desk revolved to reveal a girl of 18 dressed in the same uniform with the addition of a beret where her badge was. She had serious blue eyes and auburn hair cut just past her ears.
“Where’s this new kid?” Peter asked, crossing his arms over his chest, “I don’t want any screw-ups on the team before the Destinizers are put into action.” “Don’t forget who is leader here Simpson,” Maria frowned, “I am fully confident in everybody chosen for this programme.” “Yes…Lieutenant Rodriguez…” Peter muttered, “But where is this new recruit anyway?” Maria turned her chair to the side, “Angel, come out please.” Peter’s gaze fell on a thick leather chair in the corner, turned away from them. Someone stepped out from behind it, a girl who hung her head shyly. She had wide brown eyes behind blue-rimmed glasses. Her bright pink hair went down to her shoulders and had a white bow in it. Like Maria and Peter, she was clad in the light green LPF uniform.
“Peter, this is Angel Arrow,” said Maria, “She was chosen from the Bolton-2 Academy six months ago to become a pilot.” “Kinda young for the Bolton-2 Academy isn’t she?” Peter asked. “This girl passed college before she was 14,” Maria explained, “She’s a super genius.” “Well…I wouldn’t say genius” Angel spoke softly, “Just…talented.” “Whatever you call it,” Maria sighed, “Look, we have all had our training in the Destinizer programme, enough at least for basic combat. We received word that there’s an invasion force headed for France and we need to stop it. You people with me?” “I’m always ready to face the GWG,” Peter nodded, “You know that.” “I…I’m in to…” Angel said quietly, “…Are…the Destinizers ready?” “Manta and Track are at least,” said Maria, “My Lycan is still going under modifications. You two will be alone for this one.”
“Even better,” Peter smirked, punching his palm and looked at Angel, “You ready Pixie?” “Angel,” the pink-haired girl corrected, “My name is Angel.” “Whatever,” Peter rolled his eyes before leading his companion out of the Great Chamber.
“Chester,” said the voice of Delgado over the com-link, “What is your position?” “We are above Paris now,” said the African-American man in his deep voice. Clad in the beige GWG uniform and grey flight harness-and-helmet, he was in a circular cockpit of a mighty brown-and-white, swift-looking robot. The robot’s head was shaped like the head of a hawk, the eyes replaced by a hyper-glass visor. “The Falcon Attack Force is prepared to completely annihilate Paris and it’s defence,” he continued. “Excellent,” Delgado nodded. A fleet of the brown-and-white robots hovered over France’s capital city, all wielding black, powerful Omega-3 issue high impact rifles.
“All units, prepare for assault,” said Chester. “Yessir!” the pilots of the other Falcon units said together. With that, the powerful robots opened fire, launching particle cannons from their Omega-3s. Paris’ own defences rolled out, firing their own weapons but to little or no avail. “Pull back! Pull back!” the Paris force leader cried in his native language but it was already too late. The GWG Falcons had slaughtered most of the force and were entering France’s capital. 
“Are you guys ready?” Maria asked from the control box. In the shadowed hangar in the bottom tier of the LPF satellite headquarters, Peter and Angel stood at the ends of two metal bridges, each wearing a coloured harness and wristband. The harness consisted of a chest-and-back plate with rounded shoulders, a black circular line coming down from each shoulder and meeting in the centre and a black ‘DI’ imprinted on the right shoulder. The wristband matched the harness in colour and had a white dial on it. Peter’s was green and Angel’s was pink.
“Ready,” both teens said together, “Activating Digital Interface Suits now.”

Peter twisted the dial on his wristband and green energy flashed around him. The rounded shoulders moved outwards and slid down to cover his hands, leaving silver jumpsuit sleeves over his arms, silver gloves covering his hands with green armour over the fingers. A green belt snapped onto his waist from behind, an ‘M’-shaped buckle appearing in the centre. The rest of his silver jumpsuit descended from beneath his chest armour, covering his torso, waist, legs and feet. Green armour appeared over his feet. Peter then held his right arm over his chest as a silver helmet materialised over his head, his face still exposed. The helmet had a silver antenna on both sides and a green ‘M’ on the forehead. Finally, a green visor slid down, covering his face.

Angel twisted the dial on her wristband and pink energy flashed around her. The rounded shoulders moved outwards and slid down to cover her hands, leaving white jumpsuit sleeves over her arms, white gloves covering her hands with pink armour over the fingers. A pink belt snapped onto her waist from behind, a ‘T’-shaped buckle appearing in the centre. The rest of her white jumpsuit descended from beneath her chest armour, covering her torso, waist, legs and feet. Pink armour appeared over her feet. Angel then held her right arm over her chest as a white helmet materialised over her head, her face still exposed. The helmet had a white antenna on both sides and a pink ‘T’ on the forehead. Finally, a pink visor slid down, covering her face.

“DI Suits activated,” said Peter. A pair of escalators emerged from the shadows below, connecting to the platforms and allowing the teens to descend. “This is all so new…I’ll be seeing real combat,” Angel murmured, “I just hope I’m ready sir.” “Hey, you don’t have to worry about the ‘sir’ thing ok?” Peter smiled, “You can just call me Peter.” Angel smiled back, “Sure…Peter.” “And don’t worry,” the older teen assured her, “You’ll do fine. Just follow my lead.” “You’ve seen combat?” Angel raised her eyebrow. “Nah,” Peter chuckled, “But I’ve adapted my skill a lot. Just stay close to me.” Angel nodded as they came to the bottom of the escalators. The teens looked at the huge shadowed mechanoids and entered.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…
Angel and Peter pilot the mighty Destinizers Track and Manta against the Falcon squadron in Paris. But having never seen true combat, do they stand a chance? Also, what is the secret behind the unfinished Destinizer Prototype?
Stay tuned for the next exciting episode of Destinizer: Perils And Prototypes.

