DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
03. THE THIRD SOLDIER OF THE SKY
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
The spike-covered satellite hung in space, looking like an icy monster. Deep within the lower levels of GWG HQ, Angel Arrow was sitting against the wall of her cell, crying. She was dressed in ruined, pink rags that were designed to deliberately show off much of her cleavage and legs. At that, all if really covered was her arms and a portion of her torso. Angel’s face was smudged and her hair was messy, no longer kept tidily as it once was. Her glasses lay shattered on the floor nearby, crushed underfoot. The door of the cell slid open and Angel looked up to see a man in a black-and-silver DI Suit. “Hello my pretty,” ‘Razorwire’ Dracul whispered in a cruel way. “Please leave me alone,” Angel said weakly, trying to squeeze herself into the corner of her cell. Razorwire’s visor slid up, revealing deathly pale skin with black, four-point stars painted around his eyes and black on his lips. The maniac removed his DI Suit’s helmet, allowing his long black hair to unfurl. He moved towards Angel and knelt before her, blocking any method of escape.
“Please…” Angel whispered with fear as Razorwire cupped her cheek in his right hand, resting his left hand against the wall. The pilot of Shadow Raven pressed his mouth over his captive’s, causing the girl to let out a muffled squeak of horror. Tears ran down her face as Razorwire broke away. “That was just for starters,” he whispered maliciously in her ear, “We can do the rest later.” As Razorwire left the cell, picking up his helmet on the way, all that could be heard in the shadows was Angel’s sobs. 
The LPF recovery shuttle flew over the surface of Earth’s moon, passing over the cities. About 7 or 8 years back, the governments of Earth had decided to install gravity and oxygen generators in both Venus and the moon. These generators were linked via an invisible laser array to Earth and worked with no problems. So successful was this idea that they then began creating cities on the new colonies. “We’re coming up to Lunarbridge now ma’am,” said Anthony Wilde. He and Harry Wilde, his brother and co-worker, were piloting the boxy vehicle over the colonised moon. “Understood,” Dr. Alison Kane replied before turning to Maria Rodriguez, “You, me and Cyan will go down to Lunarbridge to receive the chosen pilot.” Maria nodded. Nearby, Dr. Kane’s assistant was sitting out of the way, typing at her laptop. Cyan McCormack was in her very early 20s and had short hair dyed indigo and blue eyes full of purity. She had been working with Dr. Kane’s department since she was 18 and enjoyed learning from her mentor/mother figure. “Cyan,” Dr. Kane spoke to her assistant, “Get yourself ready, we’ll be descending soon.” “Yes ma’am,” Cyan saluted.

Anthony took hold of the radio of the shuttle, “This is Anthony Wilde of the Life Protection Front requesting permission to land. Am carrying a recovery team.” “This is Belle Farraday of Lunarbridge Mission Control,” came the female reply over the radio, “Permission granted.” With that, Anthony and Harry steered the box-like recovery shuttle onto the flight path of Lunarbridge, capital of the moon. A vertical line appeared near the bottom of the shuttle’s otherwise blank side and opened, revealing a hidden door that led inside. Maria, Dr. Kane and Cyan descended from the shuttle, landing on the metallic street below. They were immediately approached by a youthful woman with metallic skin, silvery lips and glassy eyes. She was dressed in a purple jacket and dress, black high heels and a white shirt beneath the jacket. Her hair was brown and reached her shoulders. “An android…” Cyan muttered in awe. “A-hem, bio-android,” Belle corrected. “Are you the same Belle Farraday associated with the Angloman programme?” Dr. Kane asked. “Indeed,” Belle nodded, “My husband was Green Dublin. I’d just like to know why a recovery team has come to this city when for all my knowledge, we have nothing of the LPF’s.” “We’re here to recruit a new pilot for the Destinizer programme,” Maria said flatly, “I’m afraid we can’t talk now – this is important.”
Belle watched the trio took their leave, walking into the city. Cyan was gripping a tracking device of some sort in both hands, seemingly leading. “He’s close,” she said, “Very close.” At the other end of the street, a small group of teens were talking about a concert they had seen recently.
“I’m telling you,” one of them insisted, “Nothing beats HIS.” “I never thought a tribute band could become so famous,” said another one, “Or last so long!” “I’ll say,” said a third, “They’ve been going for over a decade.” “With age comes wisdom,” said the first in a mock upper class accent. The fourth wasn’t saying anything, but that was no doubt due to the earphones blocking them out. He had a few freckles dashed over his face and nose, blonde hair in a messy ponytail and a few unintentional spikes at the front. His dark, turquoise eyes seem to glisten in the light overlooking the city. His clothing was mostly denim with a white shirt in the very centre. Perched on his head was a denim baseball cap turned back-to-front.
He was listening to a CD of a rock band that began in 2005, mostly Gothic in nature they were known as ‘Cenobyte’, after the demons that could be summoned via puzzle box in mythology. “Excuse me,” said a woman’s voice. Jimmy removed his earphones and looked up at the trio of women before him. “Are you Jimmy Hart?” said the middle girl, who had indigo hair and crystalline blue eyes. “Yeah, what about it?” the boy asked. “We’d like you to come with us,” said the youngest, who had auburn hair and more serious blue eyes. “Sounds like I got lucky,” Jimmy joked and while this earned a laugh from his friends, the trio of women were unamused. 
“We need you to take part in our Destinizer programme, only someone whose brainwaves match that of Destinizer can use it,” said the eldest woman, who had chocolate-coloured hair and green eyes. ‘Does this mean the prototype’s an idiot…?’ Maria thought to herself with chagrin.
“What do I get out of this?” Jimmy asked with a raised eyebrow. “You’ll be defending the entire galaxy,” said Cyan. “I’m not interested,” Jimmy said flatly, “What’s the galaxy ever done so that I should stick my neck out for it?” “You selfish boy,” Maria narrowed her eyes, “People are in danger and you expect to earn something for saving them?” “Why should I do anything for your stinkin’ establishment?!” Jimmy demanded, “The establishment ruined the O-Zone, poisoned nature, even humiliated those who had different opinions!” “What are you talking about?!” Maria snapped, raising her fist in anger. “You touch Jimmy and I’ll shove that beret down your throat!” one of Jimmy’s companions, an African-American boy spoke. “Get out of my way punk,” Maria scowled. “Ya think ya’ll can take me?” the black boy smirked, prancing slightly on his heels. As Maria and her new opponent stared each other down, Cyan knelt down beside Jimmy, who was once again sitting against the wall. “Look,” she said sweetly, “I know I can’t force you, but only you can pilot this Destinizer – please. There’s more than just the galaxy here. There’s a scared, innocent girl up there no older than you are and God knows what they’re doing to her.” Jimmy took all this in and looked down at the ground beneath him. Dr. Kane had since broken up the fight and Maria had managed to calm down by the time Jimmy finally answered.
“…I’ll do it…”
Cyan smiled in relief and in a surprise move, hugged him for a moment. He then helped Jimmy stand, the boy looked to his friends. “I’ll be back,” he said in an Arnold Schwarzenegger impression and grinned. After their goodbyes were said, the boy followed the trio of LPF officers to their recovery shuttle.
As they made the trip back to the LPG HQ, Jimmy looked at Maria who was sat opposite him. “How did someone so young get to be involved in all this?” he asked. “…Can I trust you not to tell anyone?” Maria looked at him. She didn’t know why, but Maria could see the good in this boy, the way Cyan’s revelation had convinced him, maybe under that obnoxious, obviously rebellious demeanour, was a good soul. Their eyes met and Jimmy didn’t even have to nod for Maria to know she could trust him. She said simply in a quiet voice, “…I do it for revenge.” Jimmy didn’t ask anymore questions, he had a feeling that asking Maria had struck a nerve.
“You have served me well Razorwire,” the shadow-covered form of Supreme Commander Luke Delgado smiled, “You and your Shadow Raven proved more effective than any of my other creations. And taking the pilot of Destinizer Tracks for yourself…simply so bold.” “Thank you sir,” Razorwire smiled, “I’m glad I could serve you sir.” That’s when Conner Chester emerged from the darkness, scowling, “I will not tolerate this…creature on my force.” “It is not your decision to make Chester,” Delgado frowned, “Razorwire is not nor will he ever be under your command. He is under a more elite chain of command.” “But sir! I was not aware of this!” the GWG Deputy Commander cried. “Silence!” Delgado boomed, “I expected better of my direct heir.” Chester withdrew from his master. “That’s good,” Delgado smiled then turned towards Razorwire again, “As leader of my new elite force, you realise that this puts much more responsibility on you.” “I will do anything for the Galactic Warfare Guild,” Razorwire saluted. “Such a charming creature,” Delgado chuckled.
Jimmy now stood on the edge of a docking platform as Angel and Peter did not long before. He was wearing the armoured harness and wristband, his ones a sky blue colour. “Ok Pilot Hart,” said Dr. Kane, “Pilot Arrow’s life is depending on the success of this mission. Do you think you can handle it?” “I…I’ll try,” Jimmy gulped. He didn’t know how to pilot this metal creation, all he had was the brief overview that Dr. Kane gave him just minutes before. “A…Activating Digital Interface Suit now,” he gulped and prepared himself.
Jimmy twisted the dial on his wristband and blue energy flashed around him. The rounded shoulders moved outwards and slid down to cover his hands, leaving white jumpsuit sleeves over his arms, white gloves covering his hands with blue armour over the fingers. A blue belt snapped onto his waist from behind, an ‘S’-shaped buckle appearing in the centre. The rest of his white jumpsuit descended from beneath his chest armour, covering his torso, waist, legs and feet. Blue armour appeared over his feet. Jimmy then held his right arm over his chest as a white helmet materialised over his head, his face still exposed. The helmet had a white antenna on both sides and a blue ‘S’ on the forehead. Finally, a blue visor slid down, covering his face.
As his transformation ended, Jimmy stepped towards the edge of the docking platform as an escalator emerged from the shadows below, attaching to the platform and allowing the boy to descend. He came to a stop at the back of some great metal colossus, the back of its head opened. Jimmy stepped inside, sitting down in the lone seat, which then vanished down on an elevation platform and came to a stop in the heart of the mecha. As the chair locked itself into place, a plug extended from the seat and inserted itself into the socket on the back of the helmet. Jimmy’s feet rested on the pedals and his fingers wrapped around the butterfly handles, the weapons console sliding into place in front of him.
In Vision-1, Cyan looked up from her computer screen and turned to Dr. Kane, “Pilot life signs are stable, brainwave pattern met.” “Excellent,” said Dr. Kane, “Prepare to launch the prototype, Destinizer Sky!” The girders around the mighty machine came away and Destinizer Sky walked into the light. This Destinizer was primarily blue with white accenting and a semi-rounded head casing. The Destinizer’s visor-like ‘eye’ glimmered in the light. Like Manta and Angel, its name was printed on the left side of its head in jet black. Jimmy’s eyes narrowed as a look of determination came onto his face, “…I’m going to be a hero.”
The huge reinforced titanium doors before Destinizer Sky slid open and the blue-and-white robot emerged. “Activate flight mode,” Jimmy pressed the correct button on the console and a segment of Sky’s back moved outwards, revealing a black slot on either side. In a rush of power, two blue-and-white wings emerged, giving their owner the look of a new age angel. Sky raised its hand upwards until they were vertical and the wings flashed, allowing the goliath to take off into space. 
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…
The prototype Destinizer Sky seems to have been tamed but the rescue mission is interrupted by Razorwire Dracul and Shadow Raven. Can Jimmy and Sky find unity to defeat this insane warrior and his demonic mecha?

It’s in the next episode of Destinizer: Warriors Of Day And Night.
