DESTINIZER
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26. THE END
Opening Theme: ‘Number of the Beast’ by Iron Maiden
“Scanners detect no more GWG disturbances,” said Maria. “Then what do you call that?” Angel demanded, pointing towards the GWG HQ. The great spike-coloured sphere was rattling and light began to pour out of it, the metal covering of the HQ falling away to reveal a black sphere beneath. Two giant, bat-like wings unfolded and the new form that had been hidden within the GWG’s interior workings glowed to life, taking on a humanoid shape as six crimson eyes lit up, seemingly burning with hellish fire.

“Welcome Destinizer pilots,” said the voice of Luke Delgado over hidden amplifiers on the titanic robot’s neck, “Welcome…to the end of everything!” At a staggering 200 metres in height, the giant robot was dominantly jet black in colour with purple trim on its chest and stomach, purple spikes on the shoulders and wrists and three-fingered, purple hands. Its purple feet were sharpened at the end and small wings seemed to protrude from its shins. Protruding from each side of its chest were four black cannons. Its black head resembled a demonic skull with its six fiery eyes and there was a purple diamond on its forehead. Attached to either side of its head was a pair of long, purple, curved horns. The monster was staying aloft by giant, purple-and-black, bat-like wings.
The Destinizer pilots stared in a mix of terror and surprise. “Just what the Hell is that?!” Jimmy demanded, “And who are you?!” “I am Commander Luke Delgado,” the pilot said, appearing over the vision of the pilots dressed in a jet black DI Suit with bronze versions of the DFE armour components adorning it. “And this,” the warlord continued, “Is my very own war machine…Destinizer Vortex, the Satan Machine.” “Delgado,” Maria growled, “So at least we meet…I’ll make you pay for what you did.” Jimmy, Felicia, Peter and Angel turned to her; their leader’s voice was full of such hatred and venom, more than they had ever heard from her before.
“What?” Delgado raised an eyebrow before realisation dawned on him, “Why my God! Little Maria Rodriguez! How you’ve grown dear girl!” “Skip the crap Delgado!” Maria shouted, “I’m going to kill you now! I’m going to kill you just like you killed my father!” “So that’s why…” Peter whispered. Delgado giggled in his throat before speaking, “You’re strong Maria, and courageous…but you’re fuelled by your anger…and you will die along with your father.” His face curved into a sickening smile as he remembered his fight with Professor Rodriguez, shortly before he became the man/machine hybrid he was now.
“You’re mad Delgado, an insane criminal,” Professor Julius Rodriguez snarled, raising his gun, preparing to squeeze the trigger. Rodriguez had just learnt the truth behind the GWG. He had been told it was a military organisation to help change the worlds – he had no idea the change involved wiping out the colonies on the moon and Venus. The GWG…he now knew what those letters stood for…the Galactic Warfare Guild. Now there he was, standing at the end of a hall against the wall that concealed a path to the furnaces. And there was the younger Luke Delgado, standing there with his own pistol. “We need you on the team Rodriguez,” said the commander, “Your skills are perfect. Think about it, we can become the most powerful empire in the galaxy.” “Over my dead body,” Rodriguez said lowly. “That can be arranged,” Delgado squeezed the trigger of his own pistol and with an unexpected result – a wave of blue energy sliced out and crashed into the scientist with extreme force. With a loud cry of pain and shock, Rodriguez was sent through the metal wall and tumbled down the shaft into the furnace.
“Ah I remember that…unfortunate accident,” said Delgado. “Accident my butt!” Maria screamed, “You killed him! You killed him you bastard! NOW DIE!” All of the compartments on Lycan’s body popped open and a volley of firepower roared forward, engulfing Vortex’s upper body but when the smoke cleared, the Satan Machine was unharmed. “No!” Maria let out a gasp. Vortex’s hands shot out and grabbed the red Destinizer, digging its claws deep into the metal body. Maria screamed in agony and forced her Destinizer to move. Lycan fired its grenade whips, exploding them around Vortex’s neck. Apparently stunned for the moment, Vortex released Lycan who began to fall into the vacuum of space. Manta caught the red robot quickly, keeping one arm around its waist and Lycan put its arm around Manta’s shoulders.
“Are you ok Maria?” Peter asked over the com-channel. “Just…peachy,” Maria muttered as her breathing righted itself, “Do me a favour Simpson…let me kill that motherfucker!” “Maria!” Peter snapped, “You cannot rush into a situation like this in a rage! You damn near got yourself killed! I don’t know how but that thing is stunned and we have to destroy it before it can move!” 

“Too late!” Delgado growled as Vortex made a sweep with both hands, swatting away Manta and Lycan like mosquitoes on a hot day.
“Peter! Maria!” Angel cried out before she glared at Vortex, “Take this you bully!” She hit the appropriate button and Tracks’ breast missiles fired, impacting on Vortex’s neck. Jimmy narrowed his eyes and began scanning the enemy. He saw the serious burn marks on Vortex’s neck and smiled, “That’s where he’s vulnerable! Angel! Felicia! Go for his neck!” “Simpson…” Maria frowned when Lycan and Manta stopped spinning, “…When they open a hole in Vortex’s neck…get me inside.” “Are you insane?” Peter frowned. “Simpson…Peter…” Maria looked at him with sorrowful eyes, “…He killed my father for doing the right thing…let me punish him.”
Peter nodded and the two Destinizers flew back towards the battle, Maria opening a compartment in the cockpit wall to reveal a bladeless knife grip. She took hold of the grip and prepared herself. 

“Eat this!” Felicia screamed as Jungle flew around the massive Vortex. The orange-and-black robot summoned its shurikens from the compartment in its back and began to slash at the enemy’s neck with surprising ease, creating sparks and deep slashes in the flexible materials. “Slice and dice!” the Nekovian declared. Jungle spun the shurikens expertly in its hands like a gunslinger before plunging them into Vortex’s neck and opening a hole to reveal the entrance tunnel to the cockpit. “Little maggot!” Delgado growled and grabbed Jungle, throwing it into the others. Sky dodged the flailing hands. However one hand smashed the blue Destinizer across the chest, revealing the mixture of red liquid, metal, cables and giant feathers. Jimmy let out a cry of pain but it quickly passed. “Let’s do it Sky old buddy…we have to keep fighting,” the American said, followed by a smirk as Sky drew its Omega-3 and opened fire. Tracks fired another pair of breast missiles and Jungle tossed its shurikens, opening the now multiple holes in the neck even more.
“Cease fire!” Maria cried out over the com-channels. Before her comrades could find out her reasons, Maria had already exited Lycan which was floating nearby and was rapidly climbing down the rungs of the Vortex entrance tunnel in the neck. Her visor open, Maria was holding her blade grip between her teeth. She came to the last rung and let go, dropping nimbly into the cockpit but she had been expected. Delgado had already stood and fired a shot from his hand-held magnum. Maria took the shot in the stomach but her DFE-enhanced DI Suit prevented any major damage.
“You’re going to die here little Rodriguez,” the GWG commander smirked as his visor shifted away, revealing his metal mask. Maria froze over for several seconds before she righted herself, “If I die…I’m taking you with me.” “No!” Delgado blurted out and wrapped his fingers around Maria’s neck, squeezing her windpipe. Maria grabbed at Delgado’s wrists and tried to pull them off. Squeaks of pain escaped her mouth as Delgado began to bend the girl backwards. “That’s it Maria,” her foe sneered, “Feel as every blood cell pops…as your windpipe is destroyed and as your spine gives away. Give up! You can’t win! You’ll die just like your father!”
Maria could see the fury in his eyes and winced, tears flowing from her eyes as Delgado continued strangling her and forcing her backwards.
For many moments Maria could not bring herself to move but then she did. Seeing the knife grip on the ground, she allowed one hand to come off of Delgado’s wrists and grabbed the grip, applying the appropriate amount of pressure. A vibrating blade emerged and with intense force, Maria brought it up and stabbed it through Delgado’s organic eye. Releasing with her other hand, she jammed the knife in as far as possible. The evil warlord released her and stumbled around as blood squirted from his face. Picking up Delgado’s discarded blaster, she fired a shot that opened a hole in the cockpit and through the surrounding walls. The cybernetic villain was pulled towards the hole slowly, using all his power to remain firm. The intense vacuum was relentless however and Delgado released a low scream as his DI Suit was ripped away, followed by his mechanical components being sucked off. Finally, defenceless and powerless, Luke Delgado vanished into outer space, the airless void reducing him to a soulless corpse.
The magnetic grip of her DFE armour allowing her to remain firm, Maria walked to the hole in the wall, looking at the five surrounding Destinizers. “It’s over…” she said finally, “Let’s destroy this monster and go home.” She swiftly returned to Lycan and the heroes piloted their mecha high up into the sky before opening fire on the now dormant Vortex, the Satan Machine vanishing in a great cloud of flames.
For many moments, as waves of dying energy ripped outwards across the galaxy and faded, the Destinizer felt energy began to falter from them, disabling their DFE armour and most of their weapons. “Energy levels are dropping,” Felicia reported. “Then let’s return to base before all our energy is gone,” Maria ordered and the five robots flew towards the LPF HQ.
Peter sat in the common room, staring at the TV as an old black-and-white horror movie played. It was like many of the old style with annoying cheerleaders and jerky angles. Peter suddenly felt two arms snake around him from behind. He spun around as Maria climbed onto the couch beside him. “Lieutenant Rodriguez?” the boy asked. Maria brought her face close to his before wrapping one arm around his neck and placing the other behind his head.
“W…What are you doing Maria?” Peter asked, his voice slightly shaken. There were several moments of silence before Maria whispered, “I love you.” With that, she pressed her lips to his firmly and Peter’s arms wrapped around her body, holding her.
Two days later, Maria, Jimmy, Angel and Peter stood opposite Felicia, who was now dressed in an official looking orange suit. “It’s been good fighting alongside you,” said the American boy. “Yes, I hope we five can come together in the future,” Felicia smiled then winked, “Don’t wait up for me Jim-Jim.” “Jim-Jim?” Angel raised an eyebrow. Felicia giggled before stepping up a silver rampart into an awaiting space ship. As the ship took off and headed for Neko, Jimmy and Angel turned to each other and shared a warm embrace.
“Jimmy…” Angel looked up at him, “…Are you going to leave me alone? Are you going back to Lunarbridge?” “Yeah,” he nodded before smiling, “And by God I’m takin’ you with me!” Angel let out a shriek as Jimmy picked her up in both arms, grinning from ear-to-ear. Angel blushed brightly before grinning back and kissing the American boy.
“I LOVE YOU ANGEL ARROW!” Jimmy shouted, declaring his feelings for the world. Angel’s blush intensified before she replied the same way, “AND I LOVE YOU JIMMY HART!”

A fortnight passed them by and on a warm afternoon, a trio of people stood before a gravestone that read – Jason Marlon, 1986-2016. A brave soldier, he was loved. The funeral had taken place just three days prior and Marlon had been given a 21 gun salute. Unfortunately, the killer was never found. Nothing had been found at the scene of the crime – no prints, no weapons, nothing. It was the perfect murder. Han Winterheart watched with a dark glint in his eye, stood next to Cyan McCormack and Alison Kane. Dr. Kane had been in love with Marlon and was currently wiping her eyes with a handkerchief, “He was a brave man.”
“That he was,” said Cyan with a nod, “That he was. We’ll never forget him.” “Dr. Kane, I apologise for interrupting this flow of emotion,” said Winterheart with no feeling in his voice, “But with the GWG destroyed, this means the Destinizers are no longer needed. What has happened to them?” “We destroyed them,” said Dr. Kane quietly, “We destroyed the armour that bound the Destinizers to us. The Animoids within are living beings like us…so we moved them to the to-be-established Mars colony. O-Zone has been developed there as well as forest, mountain, ocean and jungle habitats.”
“They suffered more than any of us,” said Cyan, “They deserved to have a happy ending.” “Trust me,” said Dr. Kane with the tiniest hint of a smile, “They’ve had the reward they deserve…I doubt the Animoids have ever been happier.” The trio looked up at the red planet far away as five united roars of pride glided over its surface.
Sky.

Manta.

Jungle.

Lycan.

Tracks.

The five Animoids, the five harbingers of a new civilisation, were free at last.
Closing Theme: ‘Solitary Man’ by HIM
