DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
05. 8 LEGS OF TERROR
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
Destinizer Sky and its pilot Jimmy Hart had successfully rescued Angel Arrow while a task force broke in and retrieved Destinizer Tracks before it could be melted down for its materials. It also seemed that Sky had put an end to the psychotic Razorwire.
One month later…

Peter Simpson walked down the metal corridor, limping slightly. He had a serious look in his eyes and was headed for the Great Chamber. When he finally made it in, Jimmy was sitting on the leather chair in the corner. “Hart,” he said flatly. “What? Do you wanna shout at me to?” Jimmy asked timidly, “Lieutenant Rodriguez shouted at me for spending too much time fighting Razorwire, my family shouted at me for putting myself in danger, even Angel shouted at me because I insisted on trying to pilot Sky alone.”
“I’m not here to shout at you Jimmy,” said Peter, “You saved Pilot Arrow and you put an end to a deadly lunatic. I came here to say…good work kid.” Jimmy smiled slightly, “…Thank you.” “You know you make a perfect balance to this team,” said Peter, “You’re a rebel Jimmy. I know about how it went when Maria, Cyan and Dr. Kane found you. You don’t believe in routines and procedures…you sound like a fun guy to have around.” “People have said that on a number of occasions,” Jimmy replied, “But this…that metal monster…it scares me.” “Destinizers are mysterious indeed kid,” said Peter, “But they can never hurt you. Hell, they can’t even move without us. Just remember that the Destinizers are just cybernetic organisms. Robots. They’re not living creatures like us.” “I guess you’re right,” Jimmy nodded, “But…why is the stuff fuelling the machines so much like blood.”
Peter sighed before replying, “I don’t understand completely, I was never much for science. But I know that blood is a powerful fuel catalyst. The fuel contains an artificial copy of human blood.” “So what do you do when you’re not here?” Jimmy asked, looking at the older boy. “Art,” Peter replied, “I’m a modern expressionistic artist.” “Sounds like a load of laughs,” Jimmy said sarcastically. Peter shrugged and left the room.
“How go the repairs on Destinizers Sky and Tracks?” Han Winterheart inquired. He and the deputy commander, Jason Marlon, were in the supreme leader’s office as Dr. Alison Kane stood opposite them. Winterheart was an aged yet powerful figure. His white hair, gelled back, glistened in the light of the ceiling lamps and his dark eyes peered out from chiselled, stern features. “Repairs are just about complete sir,” Dr. Kane replied, “All we need to do is make up for the vital fluids lost in the fight with Shadow Raven, which shouldn’t take more than a couple of hours.” “Good,” Winterheart nodded, “I want all our forces prepared for the next attack.” “On the subject of our forces,” said the much younger Jason Marlon, “What is the status of the fourth Destinizer?” 
Dr. Kane looked at Deputy Commander Marlon. He was little older than she was, probably only two or three years her senior with chestnut hair and yellowish, alluring eyes. It was a mystery how someone barely out of their 20s had risen to the rank of vice commander. Then again, Jason had always been the best. He’d surpassed everyone during even his early training. “…Fourth Destinizer is still undergoing final modifications…it should be ready by the end of the week,” said Dr. Kane. “Good, we’ve put a lot of money into a heavy assault model,” Marlon explained flatly, “What we don’t understand is that those fit to pilot Destinizers are hardly out of puberty.”
“It’s my own hypothesis that the Destinizers have constantly ecstatic brainwave patterns,” Dr. Kane reported, “And only someone’s mind is equally ecstatic is able to find some form of unity with the mecha.” “This is a dangerous operation,” Winterheart murmured, “We’re asking children to put their lives on the line for this.”
Angel Arrow looked at the boy sitting on the chair in the Great Chamber. The pink-haired girl knelt beside him, resting her hand on his forearm. Jimmy Hart shivered slightly at the touch and looked at her. “Oh…hey,” he said with a forced smile. “Hi,” Angel smiled back, her eyes bright behind her glasses, “Look um…I’m really glad you saved me. I really wanna get to know you. So…tell me…what’s living on the moon like?” “Aside from the light being fake?” Jimmy shrugged, “It’s ok…not much different to Earth until you leave the city. That’s when you’re not on the artificial gravity anymore.” “You go out of the city often?” Angel asked. “Nope,” Jimmy shook his head, “The damn establishment put up invisible walls to stop anyone leaving the cities by means other than the connection bridges.”
“You’re really into this ‘hate authority’ thing aren’t you?” Angel smiled, fascinated by a boy. One half of her told her that Jimmy was no better than a desperate priest doing his best to hold onto a dead religion. The other said he was just a complex figure who wanted more freedom than ‘the establishment’ allowed him. Was he fighting his own personal war? A war for freedom? Perhaps authority had indeed corrupted the minds of the superiors and all those historic battles for control, those victories over the enemies were for nought. Then a dreadful feeling began to fill out in the pit of Angel’s stomach…would victory over the GWG be for nought?
“I don’t hate authority,” Jimmy told her, “…I just…want things to be different.” “We all do Jimmy,” Angel nodded, “We all do. Anyway…I just wanted to say it again…thank you very much.” She pressed her lips softly to Jimmy’s cheek, the blonde boy’s turquoise eyes widening at the contact. Both teens looked at each other, their faces turning a light shade of crimson.
Meanwhile, down on Earth, something rested in a dormant state, deep within a set of catacombs. While covered by shadow, the thin ray of light emitting from an approaching flashlight revealed it was built to resemble a spider. Constructed of grey metal, the letters ‘GWG’ printed in red on its forehead, the mechanical black widow was a thing of pure horror. A man in a black leather suit and facemask emerged from the shadows and removed some sort of controller from his pocket. “Live again Shelob,” he said in a strong Japanese accent, “Live again and reign glorious destruction in the name of your masters.” Shelob’s eight eyes, which were once black and empty, lit up with an evil, luminous red colour. The Japanese man departed before the monstrosity could see him. Shelob clicked its pincers together and pierced the ground above with its front legs, proceeding to climb upwards, forcing the terra firma apart as it continued ascending.
The gaggle of eyes seemed to burn with hatred. Hatred so cruel and unloving that even the Devil would wince. Up above, the roads of Bolton-2 exploded and the giant spider emerged. People watched in terror and in their flurry of panic, they began to run. Shelob clicked its metal fangs together, letting out a metallic roar.
Only minutes later, the LPF had been alerted to this disturbance and the three Destinizer pilots were on the docking platforms in the Destinizer bay. “Pilots,” said Dr. Kane from Vision-1, “The disturbance has been contained in Bolton-2 by our enforcement agents but you must destroy it as quickly as possible.” “Understood,” Jimmy nodded before the trio raised their wristbands.
“Activating Digital Interface Suits now!”
Like before, their harnesses transformed into their pilot suits and their helmets materialised around their heads. The trio stepped onto the now attached escalators which took them into the heads of the three Destinizers. The pilots seated themselves and were taken into the very hearts of the robots.
The holding bay doors opened and the Destinizers emerged, Manta and Tracks descending with attached VTOL engines and Sky taking the lead.
“Dr. Kane,” said Maria, “Can we get a visual on the target?” “Affirmative,” Dr. Kane nodded, “Bring up a visual on the intended target!” The monitors flashed to show the wreckage of Bolton-2’s central plaza and the mechanical monstrosity within it. “Shelob…” the LPF chief technician muttered. “Shelob?” Maria raised an eyebrow, “As in the giant spider from fiction?” “In a way,” Dr. Kane replied, “Shelob was one of the GWG’s first weapons, before we developed the Destinizer programme. We were unable to destroy Shelob but we drove it deep underground and using an electromagnetic pulse, we were able to shut it down.” “So why didn’t you do that now?” Maria asked. “Because Shelob was predicted to build immunity,” Dr. Kane explained, “It was the first machine to show true adaptability.”
“My God…” was all that could be said by the horrified Lieutenant Maria Rodriguez. 

The three Destinizers landed in the ruins of Bolton-2, a revitalised version of a city destroyed in the later days of the Angloman-Darkshot wars. Or at least, it had been revitalised. Now the buildings lay in a mess of debris, concrete, brick and metal littered the ground beneath the giant robots. “So where’s the target?” Angel asked in confusion. Sky readied its modified Omega-3 rifle as Jimmy muttered, “Come on out you goddamn motherfu…” His curse was drowned out by a cry of surprise as Sky was catapulted upwards. The ground split open as the giant spider emerged. “Spider!” Angel shrieked, “I hate spiders! I hate spiders! Get it away!” Peter sweatdropped as Tracks began running away from the battle zone. “Blasted rookie,” the eldest pilot growled as he willed Manta towards Shelob, its shoulder cannons emerging.
“Take this you piece of junk!” Peter screamed as the shoulder cannons fired off round-after-round towards Shelob but the attacks only pushed the spider back, not doing any damage. Sky came down with its katana but that too bounced off Shelob’s body. The blue Destinizer drew its Omega-3 and fired several blasts but nothing could damage the monstrosity. “None of our weapons work!” Jimmy snapped, “There has to be some way to beat it!” “Manta’s sensors have picked up a weak spot on the target,” Peter reported, “But we’ll need speed to get to it.” “Where’s the spot?” Jimmy asked. “…Underneath it…” Peter replied, “But the hydraulic systems on that thing work too quickly for either of us and now Angel’s done a runner.”
“Then I have one suggestion,” Jimmy smirked, “HIT ‘ER HARD!” Sky flew straight at Shelob, firing a rapid round of blasts from its Omega-3. The heavy attacks collided with Shelob, only making small scorches in the metal. “What the Hell is that thing made of?!” Jimmy demanded in fury. “1000 layers of irradiated metal,” Peter explained, “The only way we can beat it is to hit the sensitive area of soft metal.” “Irradiated?!” Jimmy snapped. “That’s right!” Peter replied, “Don’t let its pincers touch you or you’ll be infected by its venom!” Suddenly, as if loaded by powerful springs, Shelob’s front legs shot up and grabbed Sky, slamming the blue-and-white Destinizer to the ground. The spider turned around as an array of gun barrels emerged from the rear of its abdomen. White strands of metal launched out, binding Destinizer Sky tightly.
“Shit!” Peter growled, “Hang in there kid!” Manta opened fire from its shoulder cannons again, “Damn you Angel, damn you for being such a coward.” Suddenly, one of Shelob’s legs shot out and sent Manta skidding along the ground before the spider turned towards Jimmy and its fangs came down. The needle-sharp points injected into Sky’s chest and Jimmy felt the pain as if it were his own. As the venom moved through his body, his veins bulged with the contamination. “I don’t wanna die…” he choked out, “…Someone…someone please help me…help me…I don’t wanna die…” Hidden behind the wreckage of a building, Angel watched in fear as the venom flowed into Destinizer Sky and Manta lied in a heap nearby. “…I…I can’t do it…” she squeaked, holding her head, “…I can’t…I can’t…I…I…I HAVE TO!” Her voice was full of fury as she pulled the butterfly handles.
As Manta finally staggered to its feet, it had to step backwards to avoid being hit by Tracks. The pink-and-white Destinizer was rocketing towards Shelob at full speed. The female robot came as close as possible and then went into a sliding move, passing under the spider. Angel saw the corroded metal on Shelob’s underbelly and punched a button on the console. Track’s breast-missiles fired from the chest, impacting on the sensitive spot. Now in pain, Shelob stumbled away and fell onto its back. The fangs now gone, the purplish venom drained out of Sky and at the same time, out of Jimmy. Tracks gripped the titanium webbing and tore it open, freeing the blue Destinizer.
“You took ya time,” Jimmy smirked, “But thanks anyway.” “Now!” Peter shouted, taking command, “Finish it off while it’s exposed!” Sky’s wings emerged and the Destinizer launched into the air, coming down with its katana. The particle blade cut into the corroded plates on Shelob’s underbelly and in a glorious hale of fury, the spider exploded.
“So…the plan failed,” Delgado frowned. Chester and the man who had awakened Shelob stood opposite the old man’s desk. “However,” Delgado went on, “It gave us sufficient time to replenish over lost materials. You two will lead the strike force directly on the Venus colony.” “Understood,” Chester nodded. The other man removed his mask, revealing a Japanese face with a black, thin moustache and beard and black hair in a braid. “I, Wong Yi Seraph,” he said, “Will serve you well Commander.” “Excellent,” Delgado laughed.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…
The GWG launches an attack on Aphrodite Cove, the capital of the Venus colonies and the Destinizers are deployed. However the deadly Wong Yi Seraph proves more than a match for the heroes. Can Jimmy, Angel and Peter even hope to defeat a warrior so skilled he can predict their movements?

Stay tuned for the next episode of Destinizer: Way Of The Warrior.
