DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
09. ALL’S NOT FAIR IN LOVE AND WAR
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
As always, the ominous spiked sphere that was the GWG HQ hung in space. In the now fully repaired lower tiers, Deputy Commander Connor Chester made his way to the mecha hangar. The Jamaican man’s seemingly permanent frown was even deeper than usual. He, the near-most-powerful man in all the GWG had been bested more than once by mere children. Growling, Chester burst into the hangars and looked up at the mecha held fast by the metal restraints. It was similar in design to the basic Falcons but it was darker and looked far more brutal then its predecessor model. Chester walked towards the ladder leading to the mecha but one technician stepped in his way.
“I’m sorry sir,” the technician said, “But I can’t let you near the Kestrel.” “Out of my way you fool!” Chester boomed and pushed the technician with force, the smaller man hitting the nearby railings. Before anyone could stop him, Chester made his way up the ladder, grabbing a flight harness and helmet as he did so. Strapping on the harness, Chester knocked away the gaggle of technicians and scientists blocking his path. He was far too strong for any of them and any resistance was futile.  Chester finally came to the area situated behind the head. The GWG vice commander stepped through the open doors, seating himself in the command chair. The chair vanished down a tunnel in the floor and stopped in the artificial heart of the Kestrel. Chester grabbed the controls and smirked, “Time to put an end to those foolish children.”
The technicians could only look on in shock-horror as Kestrel proceeded to tear itself free and its wing mechanism activated, allowing the metal monster to vanish up the exit shaft above. “We should alert Commander Delgado…” said one. 
“I already know,” said a voice. The team who had constructed Kestrel turned around to see a shadowed figure in a dark business suit; the digits of his pale right hand had silver armouring over the knuckles and fingertips. On the back of his hand was a silver panel, which was attached to the other pieces via thin, silver, hydraulic pistons. Delgado flexed his fingers three times before speaking, “If Chester is so eager to fight, let him. But he has sealed his own fate. For if he returns...heh…he will be executed.”
Destinizer Manta stood in the plain, grey, dusty field. Located on the moon, opposite side to Lunarbridge and the colonies, this was the Destinizer training area. Maria stood at the edge of the field, a computerised clipboard of sorts in her hands. “Ok Simpson,” she said into her com-link, “Target practise commending in 10 seconds. Ready your weapons.” The two panels in Manta’s shoulder blades opened and the silver cylinders extended and moved to rest on the robot’s shoulders before converting to cannon mode. Maria pressed a button on her clipboard and a metal copy of a Falcon popped up. Manta opened fire, obliterating that target as another one emerged only to be destroyed.
For several minutes, Manta’s guns were blazing, reducing the metal targets to scrap iron.

“Excellent work Simpson,” Maria acknowledged as she punched in a code on her clipboard, the results of the test being sent to the LPF databanks. “Thanks…” Peter replied, relaxing into his seat. Suddenly, a particle beam came from above, knocking Manta onto its face. Maria looked up in shock at the powerful mecha descending towards them. It resembled the Falcons but it looked more brutal by far. The LPF lieutenant stepped back, gasping in slight horror. Her harness was back at base so she couldn’t activate her DI Suit, thus she couldn’t remotely bring Lycan to her aid.
The dark Falcon’s hand shot down and grabbed the girl tightly, her arms pinned to her sides. She was raised towards the mecha’s cockpit area, a panel opening to reveal the pilot. “Conner Chester…” Maria scowled. “Greetings Lieutenant Rodriguez,” Chester laughed, “So glad I could find you. Ya see, I’m a little tired of you children somehow defeating me and my warriors…now I’m going to kill you with this. The Kestrel!”
“Put her down you freak!” Peter cried out as Manta righted itself. Kestrel’s free hand wagged its finger at the opponent, “Move one inch boy and I’ll squeeze Ms. Rodriguez like toothpaste.” Peter scowled, shaking in frustration. With Chester’s cruel words, the young pilot saw the terrifying image of Maria being squeezed until her innards emerged from her mouth. Manta’s fist clenched and as a warning, Kestrel added pressure on Maria’s delicate frame. The girl let out a gasp of discomfort as the metal tightened around her. “On second thoughts…” Chester smirked, “I’m going to kill her anyway.”
“Don’t do it Chester…” Peter growled.

“Slowly…and painfully.”

“Don’t do it.”

“And I’ll record ever gasp and cry as her body gives way.”

“DON’T DO IT!”

Manta fired a blast from its cannons but Kestrel raised the arm of its free hand, a wave-like shield firing out and negating the blasts. Chester smirked and Maria let out a cry of pain as her captor began squeezing. She cried out again, Peter’s frustration growing with every passing second. If he moved, Chester would pop Maria like a zit. Sweat ran down Peter’s head in waterfalls, he was lost and now he was alone. “Maria…” he whispered, a feeling of dread swirling in the pit of his gut.
Manta’s hands clenched so hard that its palms began to bleed and thus, Peter felt his own palms growing wet with vital fluid as it spilt from his jolted vessels. His hands tightened around the butterfly handgrips. Through her gasps and cries of pain, Maria called out, “Fight him! Please! Don’t worry about me! Just stop him Peter!” The boy’s eyes widened, ‘She…she called me Peter.’ Maria never called him by his real name, never. It always Simpson. And because of that, her calling him by his first name struck a deep nerve in the Destinizer pilot. “Maria…” he whispered before his consciousness gave in…
Manta raised its hands and Kestrel stepped back. “Don’t come near me boy, or she dies,” Chester threatened. Manta’s cannons glowed as they began to power up. Kestrel prepared to squish Maria but Manta suddenly raced forward, its hand wrapped around Kestrel’s wrist. Peter was in full control and was growling, “Drop her! Drop her!” Manta squeezed Kestrel’s wrist and the hand fell open, Maria tumbling limply downwards. Manta’s other hand went down, catching her. The shoulder cannons fired, sending Kestrel a few miles away. Manta’s head opened at the back and the robot set Maria inside safely. The green robot turned its attention to the rapidly returning Kestrel and fired a cluster of blasts from the shoulder cannons. Kestrel raised its arms to block the blasts but they still scorched the dark brown metal. The GWG robot lowered its arms, the hands flipping inside to be replaced by metal spikes. Kestrel powered into Manta, shoving the spikes deep into the Destinizer’s chest. Peter screamed in pain as blood spilt from his own chest. Gritting his teeth, Peter forced Manta to move forward, sending Kestrel off. The brown robot shot upwards and began flapping its wings rapidly, creating a hurricane that sent Manta rolling away. 
“Die you bastard…” Peter growled, “…DIE!” Manta’s feet dug into the ground and the robot charged towards Kestrel, its feet leaving deep holes in the surface of the training grounds. “No…” Chester whispered as Manta’s visor seemed not to conceal angry eyes, gnashing teeth emerging from the now open faceplate. Manta bit down on Kestrel’s chest, tearing out a hunk of metal. Chester gripped his own chest in pain as streams of blood poured out. Kestrel’s hands wrapped around Manta’s neck and began strangling the green robot. Peter’s eyes narrowed and he dug his fingers deep into Kestrel’s wounded chest, gripping the heart. With a furious roar, Manta ripped the heart compartment free of the Kestrel, which grew silent, falling away to the ground. Manta staggered up then fell to its knees, the heart beginning to compress under his weight. Chester punched the ejection button and his seat rocketed out of the heart just before it was crushed.
Inside, Peter’s seat elevated to Manta’s head and he gathered up the unmoving Maria in his arms. He cried onto her shoulder, whispering, “It’s gonna be ok…I promise…”
Much later, Chester was forced into Delgado’s office and knocked to his knees. He was being escorted by two burly guards. Delgado juggled a magnum between his metal-covered hands before taking aim at Chester’s head. “You betrayed me,” Delgado frowned, “And betrayal is not something I take easily.” The man stood up and emerged from the shadows, revealing a silver mask covering the upper side of his face, his revealed skin scarred and his hair in long, white dreadlocks. “Sir…I beg of you,” Chester whispered, “Please, spare my life.” “You’ve failed too many times Chester,” Delgado replied, “And this is the ultimate form of treason. So consider yourself…terminated.”
With that, he squeezed the trigger.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM

Next time on Destinizer…
Maria is in hospital and Peter refuses to leave her side. Angel and Jimmy are dispatched to the Floating Island over Athens to defuse a bomb but as the intellectual mastermind begins the operation, her companion finds himself against someone he hoped to never see again…
Catch the next epic episode of Destinizer: Rivalry.
