DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
02. PERILS AND PROTOTYPES
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
Chester lowered his Falcon’s hand from over its visor as the dust settled to reveal their opponents. They were most definitely mecha but nothing like the GWG soldiers had ever seen. One was of a definite feminine design with a pink torso and shoulders, some white on the stomach, pink hips and white legs with pink feet. The arms were mostly white with pink forearms and hands. The breasts were white with a pink stripe down the middle of each one. Imprinted on the left side of its head were the jet black words: LPF Destinizer Model – Tracks. Its companion was bigger and of masculine build, its head casing designed like a shark’s head, it’s jaws wide open to show its face. The male robot’s body was mostly dark green with some silver accenting to it. Imprinted on the left side of this one’s head were the jet black words: LPF Destinizer Model – Manta.
“So those are the Life Protection Front’s new weapons…” Chester scowled, “No matter…Falcons! Destroy them!” The brown-and-white robots rocketed towards the Destinizers, firing off their Omega-3s. Manta crossed its arms and a green, diamond-shaped shield of light appeared, blocking the blasts. Peter narrowed his eyes, “Let’s do it!” Manta lowered its shield and two hatches opened in its back plates, positioned beneath the shoulders. Two grey cylinders emerged and moved so they pointed upwards before more segments emerged from them and then slid onto the shoulders, forming cannons.
“Fire 1!” Peter commanded as he pressed a button on the console, a missile firing from the left shoulder cannon. The missile impacted on a Falcon, exploding and taking out that one and its two closest companions. “Fire 2!” Peter shouted and pressed the same button, a missile launching from the other cannon and hitting another trio of the enemies. Inside Tracks’ cockpit, Angel was nervously looking from button to button. “Come on…” she muttered, “…You can do this.” She reached out, gripping the butterfly handles at her sides and resting her feet on the pedals below. Her DI Suit glowed pink for a moment before Destinizer Tracks began to move forward. The female robot reached down to its right hip as a compartment opened and a Destinizer-use MP9 Pistol ejected. Tracks grabbed it and opened fire, shooting down a gaggle more Falcons.
Chester, infuriated, launched towards Tracks and tackled her, wrapping his Falcon’s clawed fingers around the female’s throat. Her DI Suit caused Angel to feel as if she were being choked directly. “No…” she let out a squeak, “…Can’t…die…now…” Reaching out a struggling hand, Angel pressed a switch on the console and Tracks’ breasts fired from its chest as missiles, hitting Chester’s Falcon and sending him backwards. As auxiliary missiles locked into place, Tracks backed off, Angel massaging her sore neck.
Manta took charge, a harpoon in hand. The green-and-silver male robot ran towards the leading Falcon but several more blocked its way. Manta proceeded to cut them down with powerful swipes of its harpoon before ramming it through the last one. As the fallen robots exploded in a rain of fire, both Destinizers faced off against the lead one.
Chester growled and suddenly, a black Falcon with a silver beak mantle and silver lining along its body and wings appeared behind Tracks, grabbing the Destinizer in a headlock. “Get out of here Razorwire,” Chester growled, “This is not your fight!” “Oh contraire,” said the mysterious pilot of the black mecha in a sneering voice, “It’s very much my fight now that Commander Delgado has sent me. You weren’t doing too well in that fight C.C.” “You bastard…” Chester scowled, “…I’ll destroy these interlopers then deal with you!” “I’m so scared,” Razorwire mocked, “You should know my Raven is infinitely more powerful than the Falcon series.”
Peter sweatdropped before having Manta tap the Falcon on the shoulder. “Um…pardon me for interrupting.” Before Chester could answer, Manta put its right first straight for the Falcon’s head. “I’ll be back!” Chester screamed as he hit a button on top of the left butterfly handle and his ejector seat fired out, converting into a space suit of sorts, vanishing into the atmosphere. “Now for you,” Peter growled as he turned towards Razorwire and Tracks. “Let my team mate go,” he growled. “Awww…a hero,” Razorwire chortled, “My absolute favourite.” Manta held its harpoon in one hand and now a dark green, double-barrelled rifle very similar to the Omega-3s in the other. “Go on, try and hit me Fish-Boy,” Razorwire laughed, “My Shadow Raven has unique teleportation capabilities.” “Oh shut up!” Peter shouted. Manta threw its harpoon at Shadow Raven’s head but the black mecha vanished, leaving Tracks on all fours and Angel struggling to regain her composure.
‘I knew it…’ Peter thought, ‘…She’s just a rookie.’ Suddenly, the older pilot felt a pain in the back of his head as Shadow Raven’s clawed feet met with Manta’s head casing, sending the Destinizer to the ground. The black mecha then proceeded to slash into Manta’s metal body, the claws drawing out thick, slimy fuel. “STOP IT!” Angel screamed and Tracks tackle-hugged Shadow Raven but the villain turned the situation around, now holding the pink-and-white robot in a bearhug. “Got you my dear,” Shadow Raven smirked before looking towards Manta, “Goodbye for now, thank you for this lovely prize.” The black robot’s wings expanded to their full length and it took off into the sky, tightly gripping onto Tracks. Manta reached towards them with struggling effort. Inside, Peter’s face was full of pained fury, now half exposed by his demolished visor. “I’ll kill you…I’ll kill you…” he said in a weak voice, “…Kill you…kill you…kill you…” With that, his eyes closed and he lost consciousness.
“How are Pilot Simpson’s life signs?” Maria asked, her face serious. It had been an hour since the battle and Peter was lying unconscious in the LPF Hospital Wing, attached to an intravenous drip with an oxygen mask over his face. Maria was now standing in the seven-tier control room known as Vision-1. Up on the seventh tier, Commanders Han Winterheart and Jason Marlon looked on as the battle was replayed on several large monitors. “Dr. Kane,” Maria looked at the LPF chief technician. While she was just coming out of her 20s, Dr. Alison Kane looked stunning with her glassy green eyes and chocolate brown hair cut just above her shoulders. “He’ll live,” said the older woman, “However he suffered some trauma to the head and spine so he’ll be out of action for a while.” “And what’s the status of Destinizer Manta?” Maria asked. “It’s in the repair bay, it took some heavy damage from that Shadow Raven,” Dr. Kane replied, “And anyway, it’s useless without the pilot possessing the correct brainwaves.”
“And my own mecha?” the girl continued. “Destinizer Lycan is still going under construction,” Dr. Kane said, looking down at her clipboard, “I am afraid it’ll take another month before completion.” “Shit!” Maria snapped, “One of my pilots is comatose and the other has been kidnapped. We need to initiate a rescue mission.” “But…” Dr. Kane closed her eyes for a moment then looked at Maria, “Lieutenant Rodriguez…we can’t use the Prototype.” “Just why not?!” Maria demanded. “It’s too dangerous,” Dr. Kane was beginning to lose her patience, “Last time we tried to establish a link with a pilot, the machine went insane.” “It’s our only choice,” Maria frowned, “I want you to find someone with the correct brainwaves to pilot the first Destinizer.”
“Who the Hell are you to order me?” Dr. Kane shouted, “You’re just a little girl!” “I’m 18 years old!” Maria shouted back, “And I’m ordering you as leader of the Destinizer squadron!” “Do it,” came a dark, flat voice from above. Dr. Kane looked up at Commander Winterheart, who was now standing on the seventh tier, “Commander? You can’t be serious!” “Do it,” Winterheart repeated, “Lieutenant Rodriguez is correct; we must find a suitable pilot for the prototype. Do I make myself clear?” “…Crystal, sir…” Dr. Kane murmured, “…Alright…prepare the Destinizer for pilot initiation.” “Yes ma’am,” said the surrounding technicians.
Soon, Dr. Kane and Maria were stood before a great shadowed being held fast by reinforced titanium girders. “Why did it go crazy?” Maria asked, looking to the older woman. “We believe that we were slightly off when we chose the original pilot,” Dr. Kane replied, “It seems that since the pilot’s brainwaves must match the artificial ones within the Destinizer and we failed to note a slight fluctuation, the machine was struggling to make a connection. The pilot suffered great mental trauma from the forced connection and thus, the Destinizer’s own AI systems lost the conduit connecting thought and action. The Destinizer worked on instinct alone…violent, monstrous instincts that nearly tore the original base on Earth apart and the pilot’s body somehow went through rapid degeneration. All we found inside was a skeleton and test DI Suit.”
“Are all Destinizers on the same system?” Maria went on. “Yes,” Dr. Kane nodded, “The others were built from modifications to the original design and each was adapted for different reasons but…this is the most advanced robot in the universe. I doubt even Shadow Raven can match up to it.” “I just hope we can locate the suitable individual,” Maria muttered, “Otherwise the GWG will use this time to make their assault. We’d all be killed.” ‘I know…’ Dr. Kane thought, looking at the younger woman, ‘…She was so concerned for Pilot Simpson.’ Her thoughts drifted back to when they found Destinizer Manta lying in ruins on the ground.
Maria Rodriguez had been the first to leap right out of their recovery ship and towards the Destinizer however she was unable to open the cockpit. When they managed to force open the cockpit in the Destinizer’s artificial heart, Maria had held onto Peter’s unconscious form, almost in tears.
‘…Does she feel for him…?’ Dr. Kane thought to herself. However, she drove those thoughts from her mind and looked up at the shadow-covered Destinizer prototype and muttered, “…Our search begins. We’ve activated a beacon that will lead us right to the suitable pilot.” “Right,” Maria nodded. “Dr. Kane,” said a voice behind the two women. The older one turned to see a man in his mid-20s wearing the LPF uniform, his hair jet black with a hint of grey and his eyes a light hazel colour. “How goes it Anthony?” Dr. Kane asked, addressing the technician Anthony Wilde. “We’ve already located the pilot,” Anthony replied, “He’s in Lunarbridge.” “Understood,” Dr. Kane nodded, “Prepare a recovery team shuttle at once.” “Ma’am,” Anthony saluted before leaving the chamber.
Maria passed a glance towards the darkened prototype and smiled slightly, “…If all goes well…the monster may very well become a man.”
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…

Angel has been taken by the fiendish Razorwire and Peter is incapacitated in hospital. With all this trouble happening so early, have the careers of the Destinizer pilots ended before ever truly beginning? And the search for the prototype’s new pilot begins but will he be able to control such a monster machine?
To find out, watch the next episode of Destinizer: The Third Soldier Of The Sky.
