DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
17. COLD INTENTIONS II
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden
In a lab deep inside the GWG HQ, a giant figure of a man was lying on a metal table. Grunting, the man forced himself to sit yet his body was tingling all over. “Where am I?” the man muttered. “Ah, you’re awake,” said a voice, “It’s been a while Mr. Dandini.” “What?!” the figure of Wraith Dandini demanded, “Why did you bring me here? Who are you?” “My name is Luke Delgado,” said the masked commander as he emerged from the shadows, “Leader of the Galactic Warfare Guild.”
Wraith jumped off the metal table, hearing metallic shifting sounds as he moved. In surprise, the man looked down at his hand and saw his own reflection staring back at him. Yet it wasn’t him – the face was covered by a metal skull with a shock of dark hair on top.
Wraith glared at Delgado, “What did you do to me?!” “I made you better,” Delgado smirked, “You are now stronger, faster, better than you were before.” “And that’s gonna help me strangle the life out of you!” Wraith lunged at Delgado but the GWG leader grabbed the killer by the neck, bringing him to his knees. “I am still superior to you,” the obviously stronger man sneered, “I am your master now. You serve me!” “I serve nobody,” Wraith spat. Delgado smiled viciously, pressing a panel on his right arm, sending blue electricity coursing through the cybernetic Dandini.
Wraith gripped his head and fell to his knees, “Stop…stop…I will serve you…master.” “Good,” Delgado smiled, “Just you keep in mind I have full control of you. You are my puppet now.” “Yes sir…” Wraith muttered in pain. Delgado rubbed his hands in glee, “Perfect.”
Jimmy was lying on his stomach on a common room couch, lazily listening to his CD player. He suddenly felt pressure on his back and switched off the player, looking over his shoulder. Angel was sat on his back, grinning at him. “I dunno if this is heaven or hell,” Jimmy grunted, “Can ya get off my back?” Angel tilted her head then knelt down beside Jimmy, staring into his eyes. The American stood up and Angel moved up to eye level with him. Jimmy grabbed her shoulders and kissed her passionately, Angel allowing herself to melt in his hold.

The door slid open and Peter entered, “Um…I’m not interrupting anything am I?” He seemed to go unnoticed so shrugged and left the common room, now hearing sloppy wet sounds coming from within it. “Lucky git,” the older pilot smirked before starting off down the corridor. He heard the familiar sound of Maria’s shoes against the floor and vanished into his own bedroom, quickly taking a spot within his works. Maria poked her head into the open door of the room, “Simpson? You here?” She noticed a statue of a young man holding a vase.  The eyes were closed and the face looked defiant. Wrinkling her nose for a mere moment, Maria left the room and walked away. As her footsteps grew quieter, the eyes of the statue opened and Peter let out a snicker.
Peter hopped down from the statue pedestal and walked over to a half-finished portrait, picking up his pallet and continuing his work on it. A mix of greens and oranges and many other colours were spattered over the canvas, lifeless blobs that had yet to take shape and form of their own. But the talented brushwork of Peter Simpson would soon take care of that.
But as he was about to put paint to paper, the alarm klaxons all over the LPF HQ went off. In frustration, Peter through his pallet to the wall, tore up the canvas and stormed out of the room towards Vision-1. Angel and Jimmy were already making there way ahead of him and it was more than likely Maria and Felicia were already there.
The five pilots all stood assembled in Vision-1, Dr. Kane facing them to give the report. “We’ve picked up reports of GWG mecha on Easter Island. The settlers are in a panic and the priceless artefacts there are in danger.” “We’re on our way,” Maria nodded, leading the other pilots to the docking platforms below. Now in their flight harnesses, the five prepared to transform.
“Activating Digital Interface Suits now!”

Maria twisted the dial on her wristband and red energy flashed around her. The rounded shoulders moved outwards and slid down to cover her hands, leaving black jumpsuit sleeves over her arms, black gloves covering her hands with red armour over the fingers. A red belt snapped onto her waist from behind, an ‘L’-shaped buckle appearing in the centre. The rest of her black jumpsuit descended from beneath her chest armour, covering her torso, waist, legs and feet. Red armour appeared over her feet. Maria then held her right arm over her chest as a black helmet materialised over her head, her face still exposed. The helmet had a black antenna on both sides and a red ‘L’ on the forehead. Finally, a red visor slid down, covering her face.

Felicia twisted the dial on her wristband and orange energy flashed around her. The rounded shoulders moved outwards and slid down to cover her hands, leaving black jumpsuit sleeves over her arms, black gloves covering her hands with orange armour over the fingers. An orange belt snapped onto her waist from behind, a ‘J’-shaped buckle appearing in the centre. The rest of her black jumpsuit descended from beneath her chest armour, covering her torso, waist, legs and feet. Orange armour appeared over her feet. Felicia then held her right arm over her chest as a black helmet materialised over her head, her face still exposed. The helmet had a black antenna on both sides and an orange ‘J’ on the forehead. Finally, an orange visor slid down, covering her face.

The five entered their Destinizers as VTOL engines were attached and the mighty machines were dropped from the LPF satellite towards their destination. “Easter Island,” Felicia muttered then opened a channel to Peter, “Correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t that the place with the giant stone heads?” “That’s right,” Peter nodded, “So we’ll have to be extra careful, those statues are worth millions.” “So we can’t have any fun,” Felicia pouted. “Right now our main focus isn’t to have fun,” Maria said sternly, opening her own com-link channel, “It’s to get rid of the GWG mecha before they cause any permanent major damage.” Felicia growled, “Why don’t you take that iron spike out of your a-”
Maria shut off the com before Felicia could finish her curse. Jimmy sweatdropped, “And she’s meant to be sophisticated.” “I HEARD THAT!” Felicia snapped, “DON’T THINK I WON’T CAME AFTER YOU IN YOUR SLEEP, YANKEE!”
“What’s that meant to mean?!” Angel butted in furiously.
“SHUT UP!” Maria boomed, silencing them all, “We still have a mission and if you idiots can break up this petty argument, maybe we can accomplish it!” At that moment, the five robots landed on the grassy ground. “Prepare yourselves,” said Maria, “And try not to cause too much damage. Either get the fight away from civilisation, or take out the enemy quickly. And…if things get hairy…stay in control. We can’t afford anymore Animoids being released.” “The Animoids are creatures in cages,” Felicia frowned, “If you were in a cage, your body being controlled, wouldn’t you want to be free.” “I…” Maria was at a loss for words then responded with a flat, “…Shut your mouth and do as I say.”
Sky drew its katana, preparing itself as the other Destinizers took combat ready poses. Suddenly, the ground rumbled and with a loud shriek, a hideous new mecha appeared. The brown-and-yellow monster seemed reptilian in design, almost a link between humanoids and dinosaurs. The velociraptor/human Destinizer tapped its clawed toes on the ground as four more of its kind appeared. Snapping their razor sharp teeth and clicking their metal tongues, the monsters came forward. On the chest of each mecha was a hideous looking bronze ‘X’.
Maria watched as a square of light opened on her view screen, showing the leading robot’s pilot in a brown-and-yellow DI Suit. This man was a giant of a figure and his hands seemed to move with mechanical noises. “Well hello,” sneered the enemy leader, “Five little Destinizers against five X-Raptor models. This should be very fun.” “Who are you?” Maria demanded. The visor of the enemy leader snapped open, showing a brutal, scarred man. “My name,” he spoke, “Is Wraith Dandini.” Jimmy and Angel froze in shock – Dandini was alive?!
“That’s not possible!” the pilot of Destinizer Sky cried out, “I shot you dead at the Bolton-2 Academy!”
“There’s such a thing as luck you stupid Yank,” Wraith snarled, “You emptied that gun in me but I survived. Now I’m gonna put an end to you!” Before even a moment passed, the leading X-Raptor shot forward and Jimmy’s world slowed to a halt. Sky was completely still then with a hideous sound, several thick, red fountains sprayed from the blue-and-white robot. In what seemed like a flood of crimson, pieces of armour fell away and finally, Sky fell onto its side. In the cockpit, Jimmy’s lifeless body was lying in a pool of red, completely submerged.
“JIMMY!” Angel screamed at the top of her lungs, “NO!” “An eye for an eye,” Wraith smirked as he positioned his X-Raptor, “Now for the rest of you brats. X-Raptor Attack Force! Go!” The X-Raptors charged towards the Destinizers. Tracks pulled out its MP9 and opened fire, hitting an X-Raptor between the eyes. Lycan fired a volley of missiles then smashed its grenade whips around another one, swinging it into a third. The two colliding X-Raptors stood up and roared. Manta leapt into the air and brought its harpoon through the jaws of a fourth monster, twisting it to pull the head right off.
Jungle whipped its tail right into the eye of another then grabbed its jaws, tearing them in opposite directions. Tracks gripped an X-Raptor’s tail and began to swing it around in the air before releasing it, sending it rocketing into the sky. The pink-and-white robot knelt beside the ruins of Destinizer Sky, cradling it. The lead X-Raptor prepared to attack with its slashing tail but Manta grabbed its neck, throwing it towards Lycan.
The red robot grabbed Wraith’s mecha by the throat but the murderous metal monster twisted its jaws and bit down on Lycan’s forearm. Maria gasped as blood began to drip down her own arm. “Stinking reptile,” she growled and smashed the X-Raptor repeatedly into the ground. Wraith frowned, bringing the X-Raptor’s tail into Lycan’s side. The red robot released the enemy to grip its side in pain. “Maria!” Peter cried out, “Hang on!” The green robot pulled out its green rifle and blasted the X-Raptor’s leg before slashing its chest with the harpoon.
Wraith gripped his chest, coughing up blood, “I’ll be back.” “You’re not going anywhere!” Felicia smirked as Jungle pounced onto the X-Raptor and tore into its metal hide. The orange-and-black mecha leapt into the air and the breasts seemed to fold away, allowing a pair of cannons to emerge. Jungle opened fire from the cannons, spraying acid all over X-Raptor’s form.
“How’s Jimmy?” the Nekovian asked as her mecha landed on the ground again, the breasts in place once more. “I’m…not getting anything on the life signs,” Angel whispered, “Wraith…killed him.” A sad silence fell over the over Destinizers, the pilots watching Tracks. Angel buried her face in her arms, sobbing at the loss of her love.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM
Next time on Destinizer…
The great pilot of Destinizer Sky, Jimmy Hart has fallen to the psychotic Wraith Dandini. To revive him, Angel steals a machine known as the Life Driver but then the team find themselves under assault by a massive flock of Kabutoes. Can the pilots hope to survive this kind of threat?
It’s all in the next episode of Destinizer: Power Of Life.
