DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
16. MIND GAMES
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden
“Ok team,” said the man in the white coat, “We are nearing the base of the evil destructive force. The Children of Sin are in our grasp and soon they will learn the truth about what they have been doing. This will be dangerous. They do not know how to fight honourably, are you all still willing to do this?” “Aye!” the people surrounding him cheered. Each wore a suit of blue leather and purple body armour, their heads covered by blue helmets. Every person in the room wore a shoulder patch that showed a broken cog, the letters ‘AMF’ printed over it in brown.
The man in the white coat looked towards the view screen of the shuttle carrying his team, glaring hatefully at the oncoming LPF satellite HQ. “Machines of death,” he muttered, “Our revenge is nigh. Long live the Anti-Mecha Faction!” “Aye!” the armoured cohorts cried out, “Long live the Anti-Mecha Faction!”
The wall of the base exploded, leaving a gaping hole. The armoured soldiers of the AMF poured in as LPF security staff came in with their shields and guns. “They’ve got Nekovians sir,” said an AMF soldier. “Kill ‘em all,” said the leader, his armour a darker shade of purple, “Humans, Nekovians, androids, anything, kill all of these scum.” With that the battle was on.
Peter found himself trapped in the Great Chamber, gripping an Uzi in his right hand. “Haven’t you guys heard of moderation?” he asked jokingly to the surrounding dozen AMF soldiers. Suddenly, the head of a soldier exploded in red. “Get away from him,” growled the voice of Maria Rodriguez. “There’s the leader!” another soldier cried, pointing his rifle at her. “Come an’ get me boys,” Maria stuck her tongue out then ran off down the corridor, pursued by the soldiers. At regular intervals she spun and opened fire from both her magnums. However, as she turned a corner something hit the back of her head and she lost consciousness.
Falling…
Hurting…

Dying…
Discomfort…
Anger…

Hatred…

Menstruation…
Panic…
Maria opened her eyes and screamed out into the room she now inhabited. It was blank and made of metal, the only things in there being a bed and window. Maria had been stripped of her regular clothing, now just covered by a grey robe with ‘Prisoner – 9867’ printed on a badge attached to her right breast. Maria turned to the great glass door of the cell and began banging her fists on it, “LET ME OUT! LET ME OUT!”
“You need some anger management,” said a voice. Maria looked at an angle to see a man in his mid-30s, dressed in a grey suit covered by a white lab coat. “Who are you?!” Maria demanded. “I am the one who will liberate you from your evil,” said the coated man. “Evil?!” Maria snapped, “What do you mean by evil?! I’ve been fighting for good!” “You pilot mecha,” said the man, “You pilot a creature made to mimic a God, you are evil and must be liberated from these sins.” “You idiot!” Maria roared, pounding even harder on the cell, “You complete and utter idiot!”
“You’ll thank me for this when you see other mecha pilots go to Hell,” said the man, “Nurse Nino, I believe this patient needs to be relaxed.”
“Yes Dr. Mashima,” said a nurse in her mid-20s. The nurse punched a code into a machine on the side of the cell and the door slid open. “Now just relax honey,” said Nurse Nino. Maria let out a screech and ran at the nurse, throwing a punch forward. A metal arm shot out of the wall, grabbing her wrist and holding her in place. As Maria struggled furiously, Nurse Nino rolled up the girl’s sleeve and jabbed a hypodermic needle into her shoulder, injecting a blue liquid into her system. Maria coughed before becoming limp. The nurse left the cell as the door slid shut. The metal arm came away and the auburn girl collapsed onto her bed.
“Peter…” she whispered, “…Help me…Peter…Jimmy…anyone…help me…Peter…Peter…Peter!” She tried to sit up but her body refused to move. “Lycan…” she whispered, “…Lycan! Help me! LYCAN!” Soon, her entire body gave in to the powerful anaesthetic and she fell into a restless sleep.
Maria found herself in a forest, burning torches attached to the trees. Four people stood before her, covered by black robes. Maria suddenly realised she was naked and covered her chest with her arms. “What’s going on?!” she demanded. “She who pilots Lycan,” said one of the robed people in a familiar voice, “It’s time for you to be what you are.” The people removed their hoods, revealing Angel, Jimmy, Peter and Felicia.
“Guys?!” she cried out in surprise, “What’s going on?!” The four suddenly tilted their heads back and let out a hideous howl. Maria cried out in pain and fell to all fours, dark fur sprouting all over her body. Her nose and mouth extended into a snout and whiskers extended from it. Maria threw her head back and howled with bloodlust. 

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” Maria sat bolt upright. Sunlight was pouring through the lonely window in the wall. “Morning sleepy head,” said Nurse Nino as she came into the cell, “Time to go wash your sins away.” Maria did not struggle as she was led out of the cell and down the pristine corridor, her bare feet making pattering sounds as they hit the ground. Soon, Maria was brought to a large shower room, and was disgusted. The people within didn’t have separate cubicles like back at base, they were all just in the middle as one large sprinkler rained down on them. The nurse opened Maria’s outfit and hung it on a hook and then pushed the girl into the fray.
Maria shuddered, her tears mingling with the warm water that was coming down from above. “I have to get out of here…” she whispered, “…I have to.”
Later, Maria was in her cell again, Dr. Mashima knelt opposite her with a clipboard. “Now, let’s go over it again,” said Dr. Mashima, “Mecha are evil. The LPF are evil.” “No…” Maria whispered, “…They’re not evil.”  Dr. Mashima slapped her face hard and repeated, “The Destinizers are evil and so are the LPF.” “No!” Maria shouted. Dr. Mashima slapped her twice more, “Yes, they are. Mecha are metal in the form of Gods and thus, they are blasphemy. You will believe me whether you like it or not.”
“You bastard,” Maria whispered, “We’ve been defending everyone including you, and this is how you repay us?”
“People don’t like being saved by monsters,” said Dr. Mashima in a false sweet tone, “They’d rather die than be saved by monsters. All your work has been for nothing Maria. You’ve been making people feel bad.”
“It shouldn’t matter how it’s done,” Maria whispered through her stinging tears, “We keep people alive. We stop the GWG.” “The GWG are not out concern,” said Dr. Mashima, “We’re not fighting them. But you evil children of Satan and your metal monsters are, and you are what cause the damage.”

Suddenly, the cell door blew open and four figures covered by smoke entered. A hand emerged from the cloud, pressing a gun to Dr. Mashima’s head. “It’s over Mashima,” said the voice of Jimmy Hart, “This is a citizen’s arrest for abduction and brainwashing.” Maria looked towards someone emerging from the cloud and smiled, “…P…Peter.” As Jimmy slapped a pair of LPF standard handcuffs on Dr. Mashima and Angel and Felicia proceeded to round up the AMF staff, Peter picked up the tired form of Maria Rodriguez in his arms. “It’s ok now Maria,” Peter whispered assuringly, “You’re safe now.” “This isn’t over,” Dr. Mashima spat, “I will bring about the end of you sinners.” “Yeah whatever pal,” Jimmy smirked, “No brainwashing for you for about 20 years.” Dr. Mashima growled in his throat, defeated.
Maria was sitting on her bed, wearing her nightgown as she absent-mindedly ran a comb through her auburn hair. There was a knock at the door. “Who’s there?” Maria asked. “It’s me, Peter,” said a voice behind the door. “Enter,” Maria said, placing her comb down. Peter Simpson entered and took a seat beside Maria on the bed. “You okay?” he asked. “Yeah, just still shaken up,” Maria muttered, “I never thought someone could hate us so much that they’d create an institute just for pilots.” “There are crazy people out there,” Peter explained, “It turns out Mashima was just recently released from an asylum, claiming he danced with God.”
Maria suddenly rested her head in Peter’s lap, the boy hesitating before running his fingers through her hair. “Peter,” Maria whispered, “When I was trapped there…I kept thinking of you.” Peter smiled and whispered, “Thank you.” 
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM
Next time on Destinizer…
A new and deadlier Wraith Dandini emerges as a GWG mecha pilot, armed with the deadly new X-Raptor mecha. Can the Destinizers defeat the deadly new dinosaur mecha?
Find out in the next episode of Destinizer: Cold Intentions II.
