DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
08. COLD INTENTIONS
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
Lake Windermere.
At the lakeside, a young couple were sitting just outside their tent. A little campfire was burning brightly in the night as the girl of the couple turned to her companion, “Let’s go swimming.” She stood up and quickly undressed before running naked into the lake. Her boyfriend noticed the fire beginning to die and called out, “I’m just gonna go get more wood for the fire!” “Ok!” his girlfriend called back. The boy got up and walked a short distance away, not noticing the two mad eyes watching him. A glint of moonlight shone on the 9 inch carving knife gripped in the stalker’s hands. With silent yet rapid precision, he ran for his prey and before the boy could even turn, he was dead. The killer, dressed in the torn remains of a biker’s suit and a clown mask, looked down at the bloody mess on the ground then turned to catch his victim’s lover.
Cyan McCormack watched the news report in concern. “It seems that escaped murderer Wraith Dandini has struck again,” said the newsreader, “Dandini, the son of Italian crime lord Marius Dandini, was charged with the rape and murder of 6 teenaged girls in November 2000 at the age of just 18. The murderer escaped incarceration only a month ago and has since been marked once again for his earlier crimes. Last night, Dandini is believed to be the killer of 16-year-old Joe Gardener and raped Gardener’s spouse, Heather Storm. Surprisingly, Ms. Storm was left alive and when questioned, this is the result…”
The screen showed a video of a beaten girl, her hair and face sticky with blood, her eyes so wide they threatened to pop out of their sockets. The only thing covering her was a blanket supplied by her rescuers. Her voice came out hoarse, choked with tears, “…I was just…swimming…Joe went to get firewood…and never came back. So…I got out of the lake and went to look after him…when this…man in a hideous clown mask jumped out at me. I thought I was doomed. He pushed me down and I tried to get away but…he used his own body to pin me…he was so strong…and he…he…” A police woman could be heard saying, “There, there, calm down honey.”
The screen changed back to the newsreader, who looked at the audience and spoke flatly, “…Very disturbing. Wraith Dandini has been known to travel across a country in record time so we do advise you keep all windows and doors barred and do not go out at night alone. This is Ovid O’Sullivan, signing off.” Cyan hit the remote, switching off the television. “What kind of a monster forces someone through that?” she asked herself. Suddenly, the phone rang, causing the young woman to shriek in surprise. Carefully, she reached for the phone and picked it up, “H…Hello? Cyan McCormack speaking.”
The voice on the other end was hoarse and dry, the breathing deep as if behind a mask, “Hey…whatcha wearin’ cutey?” “Who is this?” Cyan demanded shakily. “Aw come on, ya mean ya don’t know?” the voice giggled, now sounding clearer, “You were just callin’ me a monster.” Cyan’s breath caught but after a moment she managed to gasp, “…Oh shit.” She had left the window of the kitchen open for some fresh air. “I’m in the house,” the voice of Wraith Dandini laughed, “I’m like the wind that way. I can’t be caught. I’m invincible. I’m undefeated.” “Oh God…oh God…” Cyan slammed the phone down and she turned quickly to go to the kitchen. As she emerged from her living room, she ran hard into someone. “No…no…” she uttered in choked horror at the clown-masked man above her. Wraith Dandini held the carving knife in his right hand, his dark eyes twinkling with delight. Before the LPF technician could move, the psycho pushed her into the living room, forcing her into the corner. 

Wraith reached for Cyan’s indigo nightgown and tore it open, exposing her breasts and stomach. He proceeded to tear the rest of the gown away and picked up the crying, choking Cyan by the neck. The girl was slammed against the wall, finally managing to scream as Wraith stole her maidenhood.

When he finished with her, the psycho allowed her naked, gasping, coughing form to slump onto the floor before turning away. “…I won’t kill her,” he murmured, “…Too pretty even for my taste.” With that, he left the room. Cyan curled into a foetal position and whispered through her tears, “…I was saving myself for marriage…”
Bolton-2 was almost completely restored from its prior destruction. Angel Arrow stood in front of the rebuilt Bolton-2 Academy, Jimmy beside her. “I don’t care how well they redo it…” the pink-haired girl whispered, “…It’ll never be the same.” “Maybe you’re wrong Angel,” Jimmy looked at her, “Come on, let’s go inside and look around.” Angel nodded quietly and the two teens walked into the school. Their shoes made loud, echoed noises on the marble flooring of the entrance plaza, even more so as they began to climb the ivory stairs. Soon, they were walking down the beautifully crafted hallway, statues of angels and the like were lining the corridors, a great golden monument to the world’s best scientists settled in the third floor one.
Down below, a gloved hand hit the switches before smashing a carving knife into the central power box. Deep breathing could be heard as the clown-masked psycho made his way up the stairs and into the Bolton-2 Academy. All over the school, the lights flickered out and the heavy doors leading out of the Academy stood still. Angel squeaked in fear and held tightly onto Jimmy. “It’s ok,” the American boy assured her, “Probably just a problem with the fuses.” “It’s cold…” Angel whispered as the heating systems died, “Hold me.” Jimmy felt a red streak cross over his face as he looked down at the girl huddled to him. After a moment, he placed his arms around her. He resisted the urge to kiss her, an urge he didn’t understand.
Suddenly, a cold wind blew past and that caught Jimmy’s attention. The sound of deep breathing could be heard and fear began to rush through the teens like pulsing blood in a vein. Jimmy’s pupils shrank when he saw that horrible figure emerge from one of the rooms. He was tall, well-built and dressed in the tattered remains of what may have once been an elegant dinner suit. Covering all of his head was a clown mask, its stupid grin and bright, orange hair enough to break the boundary between fear and insanity. Jimmy let out a high, throaty scream as the infamous killer raised his knife above his head and advanced towards them. The American looked down at the girl in his arms, trying to see why she was so quiet. Angel Arrow looked even more scared then him, her face the colour of fresh milk. “LET’S GO!” Jimmy cried out and brought his foot up into Wraith Dandini’s crotch. The Italian let out a long cry of, “OOOOOOOOOOOOOH!” before collapsing, gripping the sore area between his trunk-like legs. Jimmy and Angel began running away, vanishing down another corridor before Wraith stood, picking up his carving knife and saying in a ridiculous, squeaking voice, “I’ll get you brats!”
Jimmy and Angel had run up several flights of stairs, now they were trapped on the second-to-last floor of the Academy. Exhausted, Jimmy wrenched open a closet and pulled Angel inside, locking the door. Sitting there in the darkness, Jimmy sat down on the wooden chair in the corner, holding Angel tightly in his lap. Faint footsteps could be heard on the floor below them.
“Jimmy….” Angel whispered, “…I’m…I’m scared.” “I know Angel…” Jimmy whispered back, “…I’m scared to.” “If we don’t get out,” Angel looked up at him, “I…I…” The gap between them began to close until the teens froze, hearing the loud footfalls. Angel buried her face in Jimmy’s chest. The boy’s hand reached out and suddenly his fingers closed around something. “What the…?” he pulled back his hand and saw the gleaming silver pistol there.
“…This must belong to one of the security guards…” he whispered, releasing Angel, “…Angel, I’m gonna shoot down that freak and when I do…smash one of the windows and scream for help.” Angel hesitantly nodded before taking a step back, allowing Jimmy to stand. The American reached for the doorknob and sprang out. Wraith Dandini stepped back in slight surprise as Jimmy, with lightning reflexes, opening fire and emptying the pistol. For a moment, it seemed Wraith was unharmed until six red gushers began to spray from his body. Jimmy gritted his teeth as the killer fell hard onto his back, cracking the floor under his muscle. Angel ran to the window at the end of the hall, holding the chair Jimmy had been sitting on. The pink-haired girl smashed the window and began screaming.
About an hour later, Jimmy and Angel looked on as Wraith was carried on a stretcher to an awaiting ambulance. His body was still, he seemed dead. Angel buried her face in Jimmy’s chest again, the boy holding her gently. “Come on,” he whispered, “It’s ok…it’s ok…let’s go home.” On the stretcher, the skin behind the clown mask’s right eye began to move and Wraith’s eye opened.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…
Deputy Commander Chester, fed up with his continuing failures, goes out alone in an upgraded Falcon mecha. Maria is caught by the soldier and now Peter finds himself alone against almost impossible odds.
It’s in the next episode of Destinizer: All’s Not Fair In Love And War.
