DESTINIZER
Dai Jinzo Ningen Tai Destinizer / Giant Artificial Human Force Destinizer
19. ANGLOMAN KNIGHT, CHARGE TO THE FIGHT
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden
In Stream-1, the still form of Animoid Sky was resting on a giant metal table, its body covered by reinforced metal bandages as medical cranes prepared to reassemble its armoured form. Tracks, Lycan and Manta were in large tanks of thick, green liquid as more cranes were repairing them. Jungle, the only Destinizer that was fully repaired, was held fastened in the hangar, awaiting its next mission. Nobody knew exactly what had transpired the week before with Sky and Tracks embracing in their Animoid forms, because when it was over Tracks was a Destinizer once more. Many said it was some sort of powerful illusion but there were the few who said it was the emotions of the creatures becoming clear. The illusion theory won the preference of many. To them, Animoid development was dangerous to them.
Felicia Kahn boredly walked through the corridors, her hands behind her head and a piece of bubblegum in her mouth. The Nekovian girl began to blow a bubble when Maria Rodriguez walked past with a clipboard, knocking her over. “Watch it Dog-Girl!” Felicia growled. Maria glared at her, “I don’t have time to mess you up right now Pussy Cat.” As the Destinizer team leader walked away, Felicia scowled, “Bitch.” The furry girl got up and dusted herself down, ‘This is boring…I’m gonna go down to Earth.’ She quickly made her way to the hangar where Harry Wilde was making some last minute adjustments to a Destinizer-sized Omega-3.
“Mr. Wilde,” Felicia knelt beside him, “Can you get me down to Earth please?” Harry looked up from the Omega-3, quiet for a moment before nodding, “Sure. Follow me Ms. Kahn.” He led her out of the room to the transport hangar, where a two-man transport jet awaited them. The duo climbed in and Harry keyed in the ignition code. He looked at Felicia, “Any particular reason you wanna go to Earth?” “I’m bored here and need something to do,” Felicia replied, “There’s a direct transport chute to the moon but I’ve seen everything there is down there.”
“I guess that’s reasonable, we will soon be constructing a transport chute to Earth as well,” said Harry. Felicia smiled, “Ok.” Harry took the controls and the transport jet took off out of the hangar towards the blue planet below.

In a dark corridor deep within LPF HQ, Han Winterheart and Alison Kane were walking past several tanks of blue liquid. “These are where the first Animoids were created,” said Dr. Kane, “By a union of human and animal embryos.” “I know all that Dr. Kane,” said Winterheart,” I want to see the first Animoid experiment.” “Sir, if I may ask,” Dr. Kane looked at him, pausing in her steps, “Why did you want us to keep the failed experiment alive all these years.” “Those years are about to end,” said Winterheart flatly, “The current Animoids are developing and five in existence is enough. I don’t want this mockery of life anymore.”
Dr. Kane smiled and sighed in relief, “Sir, I believe that is a good course of action.” They came to the final tank where something floated, curled up like a foetus. It was dark green-and-brown with some kind of spiked shell on its back.
“Animoid Shell,” Winterheart whispered, “The first and the failed. It’s time your cursed existence ended.” He reached for a red key in the side of the tank, where a grey, square device was attached. However, the creature’s orange eyes suddenly opened and it stretched out its body, roaring. Winterheart and Dr. Kane were thrown backwards as the tank exploded and the human-sized Animoid ran down the dark passageway.
“Put all systems on alert!” Winterheart boomed, “I want that thing killed!” “Yessir!” Dr. Kane nodded and smashed the cover of the alert siren on the wall, pressing the red switch within to put the entire base on alert. But it was already too late. The Animoid had found an escape hatch and was plummeting towards Earth, rapidly growing in size. Shell roared once more as the spikes on its back seemed to curve in all directions and gnashing teeth sprouted from its gums.
On Earth, Felicia skipped happily down a street in London, several shopping bags hanging from her arms. Her brown hair was loose, flowing behind her in the breeze. “I love this country!” she cried out, spinning around on one foot. From nearby, a man watched with curiosity.

Approximately 30 years of age, he was dressed in a grey T-Shirt, black leather waistcoat, black leather trousers with laces up the sides and black boots with metal caps. On each wrist was a studded cuff and two studded belts hung from his waist. Around his neck was a silver necklace shaped like a bat. His hair was dark blonde with some auburn highlights, held in a loose ponytail down to his waist and on his chin was a dark blonde goatee. Grey eyes watched from behind his dark glasses. “The Nekovian Prime Minister’s daughter,” he muttered to himself, “And I thought Leia was cheery enough…”
The man vanished as the ground shook violently. Felicia dropped her shopping bags as she lost her balance. Looking up, the cat-girl saw what looked like a giant humanoid turtle with vicious, curved spikes all over its brown shell. “Giant monsters?!” Felicia whined, “You’ve gotta be bloody kidding me!” She flicked out her LPF standard com-link from her pocket and cried into it, “We got a situation in the West End of London! Send down Destinizer Jungle and my harness!” “Roger that Pilot Kahn,” said the voice of Anthony Wilde over the device.
Animoid Shell prepared to stomp down but Felicia ducked out of the way quickly, hiding behind a building. “Hurry up,” she growled. There was a loud sound of whistling as Jungle landed on the ground nearby, in a pre-pounce situation. Felicia used her natural cat-like agility to bounce up towards the back of her robot’s head, the entrance appearing before her. She dove in as the door closed again and saw her orange flight harness and bracelet awaiting her on the seat. She put on both items and quickly activated her DI Suit before sitting down and allowing the elevator platform to take her into Jungle’s heart.
Felicia took the controls and Jungle readied itself, staring down its enemy. Shell frowned and ran towards the orange Destinizer, slashing with its now extended claws. Jungle summoned its own claws, slashing Shell across the face and drawing blood. Shell ducked down and the spikes launched out, hitting Jungle in several places and sending the robot spinning before it crashed into the ground. Felicia whimpered at the scratches on her body before piloting Jungle forward, tackling Shell but doing nothing. Shell grabbed Jungle’s head between its thick hands and picked it up, throwing the Destinizer into a building.
“It’s too strong,” Felicia muttered, “But I’ll keep going.”
Down below, the man in black and grey had walked out into the middle of it the battle. Felicia watched in horror and Shell tilted its head curiously. “King Brace!” the man cried out and a circular machine appeared on his wrist. It was golden with a red, stylised ‘AK’ in the centre, fastened on by a red strap. 

“Anglo Henshin!” the man crossed the arm with the device over his chest and flicked the top of the device open, revealing a digital screen and four red, ovular buttons. He pressed the upper right button and cried out, “AngloKing!”
The man was standing in what looked like a palace throne room, a red carpet beneath his feet and gold covering the walls. He spread out his arms and legs as a red jumpsuit materialised over his entire body beneath his neck. His gloves and boots were gold with white lining and around his waist was a gold belt with a white ‘K’. Next, a golden chest shield slammed over him from above, the centre of it showing an engraving of a roaring lion’s head. Flames came down from beneath the back of the shield, forming a long, red cape. A red helmet materialised over his head with a golden headfin on top, a black visor shaped like a shield sliding into place. The man took a combat pose as an ethereal lion roared behind him.
“The Ruling Power! AngloKing!” the man cried out before jumping upwards. Felicia watched in shock as the jump took him all the way up to Shell’s face, allowing him to land a double punch and spinning kick before he began to descend. AngloKing landed safely on the ground and raised one hand, the palm wide open.
“King Leo!” AngloKing shouted and the very ground rumbled once more. Jungle and Shell both turned as a robotic red-and-gold lion raced towards them, the mane seeming almost like a roaring fire. AngloKing jumped again, becoming a sphere of fire that vanished inside the lion’s head. King Leo reared its head back, letting out a loud roar. Felicia turned its attention back to Shell but didn’t move in time as the Animoid dealt Jungle a powerful punch to the jaw, flooring it.
The King Leo pounced onto Shell but the monster launched out its spikes again. The mechanical lion dodged the attacks, the pilot inside had a determined look on his face. The lion’s claws dug into Shell’s skin, tearing out a large hunk of flesh. Jungle stood up and reached behind it, a compartment opening in its back. The feline robot pulled out two silver discs which extended into giant shurikens. Jungle threw the blades, cutting off one of Shell’s trunk-like arms before the weapons returned to it. King Leo’s mane began to spin rapidly, sending a tunnel of wind and flame into the monster. The two cat-robots leapt forward, cutting into Shell with their claws and fangs.
King Leo stepped back, allowing Jungle to slash the monster with its shurikens once more before it turned away, allowing Shell to collapse onto the ground, exploding in a rain of fire. “Woohoo!” Felicia pumped her arms in excitement before opening a com-channel to the King Leo’s pilot, “Thanks for the assistance. Who are you?” “You’ll know me as AngloKing,” the armoured man replied, “Leader of the Angloman Knights.” “Well, thanks again,” Felicia smiled. AngloKing nodded and shut off the channel, piloting the King Leo to walk away from the scene, vanishing in a momentary burst of fire.
“Weird guy…” Felicia muttered, “…I wonder who he really is.”
Down below, the man in grey-and-black walked the street, smiling darkly to himself, “You can’t keep a good hero down.” Just as his machine had vanished, the man seemed to disappear into the breeze, a few flecks of gold-and-red energy hovering in the air for a few seconds.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM
Next time on Destinizer…
The Destinizer pilots are in for the shock of their lives as four villains emerge from the GWG to destroy them. The only problem is…these people are all meant to be dead.

Tune in for the next episode of Destinizer: The Cadre.
