DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
13. THE BEAUTIFUL DANGER
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden – excerpt
The monstrous new Tracks glared at Lycan, both Destinizers staring each other down. The half-organic/half-machine Tracks growled lowly, its claws clicking together in preparation. Lycan opened its missile and grenade whip compartments, Maria clenching her hands in angered frustration…or was it fear? Both of the shin compartments opened and twin blasters flipped out. “I’m sorry Angel…” Maria whispered, “…But there’s no other way.” Lycan flicked its grenade whips tightly around Tracks, the explosions doing nothing but dazing the creatures. The red-and-black robot charged forward, firing from its shin cannons, Tracks leaping and dodging each shot.
“Shit…” Maria growled, “…She’s too fast…” Tracks suddenly vanished and came down from above, gripping Lycan’s head between its clawed fingers. “GET OFF ME!” Maria cried out, Lycan grabbing the fingers and forcing them off. The Destinizer’s hand then shot upwards, grabbing Tracks by the neck and bringing her down. “Sorry Pussy Cat,” the pilot spoke, “But there’s nothing else.” Tracks growled with a choke and the visor exploded off, revealing more fur underneath with the cat-like eyes. More chest armour went with it, revealing the other breast and some of the Destinizer’s shoulder. Tracks’ claws shot up and plunged into Lycan’s chest. Maria let out a cry as blood began to dribble from her bosoms.
“You…bitch…” she coughed before tossing Tracks away and holding her chest in agony. Tracks shot back and knocked Lycan over, biting down on its stomach and clawing its shoulders and neck. Inside the downed Destinizer, Maria was twisting and writhing with pain. “Stop killing me…” she said through her tears, “…Someone please help me…someone help me…please…Peter…help me…” Lycan’s faceplate began to open but Tracks forced it shut with fury, smashing off some of the metal. Maria became completely still as her mouth became numb, her skin becoming dry and cracked around it. The young pilot closed her eyes as the energy began to fade from her body. “If only I could tell Peter…” she whispered, “…Or maybe…it’s better this way.” Tracks jumped back as Lycan vanished in a rain of fire.
In Vision-1, Peter let out a scream that chilled the blood of all those present, “MARIA!!!” “Get a recovery team down there now!” Dr. Kane shouted, “I want you to tranquilize Tracks and bring it back along with any remains you find of Maria and Lycan!”
A small fleet of LPF recovery shuttles took off from the base, each carrying a launcher with a tranquilizer missile and on the bottom of each one were four crane-arms, folded up. Harry Wilde looked at his older brother, “Anthony…why did Tracks turn into that monster? I thought they were on our sides.” “You were only on weapons detail so it makes sense you don’t know,” Anthony replied flatly, “…That thing has always been inside Destinizer Tracks…each of them the same.” “So…the Destinizers are giant monsters?” Harry asked. “…You could say that,” Anthony muttered after a moment of silence. Harry looked back to his controls as the recovery fleet made their descent.
The tranquilizer missiles fired out, hitting Tracks in various parts of its body. The monster/machine fell backwards, collapsing into a deep sleep. The crane arms unfolded from the recovery shuttles, lifting up Tracks and the ruins of Lycan. Inside the demolished Destinizer, Maria opened her eyes slightly and when she tried to speak, all that came out was a tired squeak.
Jimmy was sitting on his bed. All the lights were off. Cyan was sitting in the chair before him. “Start explaining,” Jimmy whispered. Cyan was silent for a few moments before she spoke, “…First…tell me how long have you been in love with Angel.” Jimmy looked at her, “…Since I first saw her. She seemed so pure. Innocent.” “Jimmy, you’ve changed,” said Cyan, “You proved yourself many times to be a diamond in the rough.” “Skip it,” Jimmy frowned, “And tell me what’s going on.”
Cyan nodded and began to explain.

“When the LPF was first formed on the Isle of Wight, we were under the control of the English Secret Service and we were assigned to design genetic enhancements. So we took four animals – a falcon, a cat, a stingray and a wolf. We took samples of their DNA and samples of human DNA, mixing them in gene vats to create four animal-human hybrids. Of course they proved unstable, they began to grow at a rapid rate and went on a rampage, killing many of the staff and ravaging the island. Han Winterheart and a few others knew they had to destroy the Animoids, as they were called.

The British Air Force shot down the monsters but didn’t kill them. Somehow maintaining their youth and ability, the Animoids were placed in advanced containment. Then after 5 years with a new base built on Sherwood Desert, it was decided that we were to start building mecha, as the GWG had formed and were using enhanced robotics against the recently formed colonies on the moon.
“We couldn’t create raw mecha no matter how much we tried and I was only a low-level assistant in the ‘Junior Division’ at the time. However, we decided to put the power of the Animoids to good use. We took Animoid 01, the falcon, and placed it in a specialised holding bay we had constructed for the mecha and its body was reconstructed, armour plating placed over it. Destinizer Sky was born…and due to its ecstatic brainwaves, we needed someone who was equal enough for it to be piloted. When we thought we had a pilot…our slight miscalculation meant that Sky had to force a connection. The pilot decayed and Sky tore up half of the base. We were able to shut it down. And now it’s been proven that when a pilot reaches a certain level of pure blood adrenaline, the Animoids are freed from their bindings.”
Jimmy looked at Cyan with pain in his eyes, “…Does this mean…Angel’s dead?” “No,” Cyan smiled slightly, holding the boy comfortingly, almost like a mother, “But…more than likely she will be within Animoid 03’s heart.”
“We have to save her!” Jimmy cried, jumping up and running out of the room before Cyan could stop him. The woman got up and left, dashing after Jimmy but he was too fast for her and already too far away. She stopped a few moments later for breath, resting her hands on her knees as she panted. “I’m getting too old for this,” she murmured before giving chase again.
In some kind of scientific facility, the words ‘Stream-1’ on a silver wall-plaque, the half robot-half monster form of Tracks lay on a giant metal table. It was strapped down by reinforced titanium chains and plates, the organic parts being targeted by slowly wandering green laser beams as large crane arms above sorted through chemicals for Tracks’ rebirth. Finally, the lasers all came together on the centre of Tracks’ chest. High above Stream-1, in the control box where the technicians were, Jimmy pounded on the windows but to no avail. He could only watch as the lasers carefully cut an incision in the chest, revealing in the heart, Angel’s nude form held by pink, tendril-like appendages that each ended in a beige orb.
“Looks like the Animoid was feeding off the pilot’s very life force,” one of the technicians pondered, “It’ll take a while to cut her free.” Dr. Kane stood behind them all, “And the status of Pilot Rodriguez?” “She’s recovering in the infirmary now,” another technician said. Dr. Kane nodded, looking towards the tendrils as the lasers proceeded to cut through them. Jimmy’s fingertips scratched against the glass around the Stream-1 control centre, thinking, ‘If Angel was overcome by her own Destinizer…am I and the others to face the same fate? No…Sky…is my friend, he would not hurt me. Wait! I just called Sky my friend! What’s going on? Is my connection with it that strong?!’
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM
Next time on Destinizer…
Jimmy goes out alone to destroy a new GWG settlement however he finds himself fighting against an alien huntsman. Who is the strange orange Destinizer who has showed up to help him?
Find out in the next episode of Destinizer: Cat On A Hot Tin Mecha.
