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“STOP IN YOUR TRACKS, Decepticon!” shouted Bumblebee. “You’re under arrest!”

The Autobot leader blasted his plasma cannon. The moving target leapt from side to side then somersaulted over the Cybertronian lieutenant, landing behind him. Then he shoved Bumblebee to the ground.

“Is that the best you got, law-bot?” he taunted.

“Training’s over!” Bumblebee said. The Decpticon was really his team-mate, the young, energetic and rebellious Autobot called Sideswipe.

“You’re scrap metal!” Sideswipe yelled.

“Enough!” Bumblebee said, with a laugh.

Sideswipe smiled, extended his arm, and helped his sparring partner up off the ground.
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“Pretty impressive,” Bumblebee said. “You’ve got some nice moves, but the tough-bot attitude might be a bit over the top, don’t you think?” The young Autobot laughed. “But you’ve got to be a tough-bot if you want to intimidate those Decepticons, Bee.”

“Thanks for the advice,” Bumblebee replied. “Now, who’s next?”

The Autobot leader scanned the scrapyard that currently served as their team headquarters and training area.

Located on the outskirts of Crown City on planet Earth, the scrapyard belonged to a pair of humans: Denny Clay and his son, Russell. The Clays had befriended Bumblebee and his robot team when they’d arrived on Earth on their mission – to track down and capture the escaped Decepticon criminals from the planet Cybertron.

“It is my turn, sir,” called out Strongarm. The young police trainee dutifully walked over to the centre of the training area.

Back on Cybertron, Strongarm had been a member of the police force serving under Lieutenant Bumblebee. Now she helped to serve and protect anyone or anything that could come to harm at the hands of the Autobots’ evil enemies on Earth – the Decepticons.

“Let’s see if your moves are as good as mine,” Sideswipe said to her. “Not everyone gets the best of Bee. But I did!”

“Show some respect, Sideswipe,” replied Strongarm. “You may have ‘street smarts’ back home, but you’re no intellitron. Bumblebee is your commanding officer, you should treat him with respect!”
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“You’re right,” Sideswipe snapped back. “So I have to listen to him. Not you!”

“Fine,” huffed the police-bot. “Who says I want to waste nanocycles talking to you, anyway?” Strongarm smiled. “I’d have to use smaller words and talk … very … slowly.”

“Enough!” Bumblebee said, exasperated. “We are all on the same team, whether we like to admit it or not. The real foes are out there and we need to be prepared. Something terrible is on the horizon and, by the AllSpark, I sure hope we can handle it!”

“Yes, sir,” Strongarm said. “Let’s continue training.”

“Where are Grimlock and Drift?” Sideswipe asked.

Grimlock was a dinobot and a former Decepticon, but he had joined the Autobots, and Drift was a bounty hunter. They were both part of Bumblebee’s ragtag team.

“Drift has been excused from today’s training,” Bumblebee replied. “He took a Groundbridge to an area with an allegedly high concentration of Energon. You know how he likes his solo missions.”
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“Yeah, Drift sure is a real-deal tough-bot,” Sideswipe said. “I’m glad he’s on our side.”

Bumblebee chuckled. “I asked him to check it out and report back to me,” the leader said. “If there is Energon out there, we’ll travel to the location and harvest the power source right away.”

“Excellent.” Strongarm cheered. “Another mission!”

“I totally understand your enthusiasm, Strongarm,” Bumblebee replied. “Things have been a little quiet around here.”

“Yeah, quiet until the storm hits,” Sideswipe said, slamming his fist into his palm. “I’m ready for whatever the Decepticons have got!”

“I have a feeling the Decepticons will be causing their usual destruction before too long,” Bumblebee replied.

The others nodded grimly.

Strongarm tried to lighten the mood. “Speaking of destruction, what’s Grimlock up to today?”

“He’s recharging on top of a pile of old cars,” a voice answered.

The Autobots turned to see Russell, their twelve-year-old human friend. “Grimlock found a nice sunny spot, and he’s lying in it like a big lizard.”

“Hey, Russell,” Bumblebee said. “What’s up?”

“Shouldn’t you be at lob-ball practice?” asked Sideswipe.

Russell chuckled. “Here on Earth, it’s called rugby.”

“Oh, right,” Sideswipe said, trying to remember the word. “Rug-by.”

“And there’s no practice today. It’s the Easter break,” Russell continued.

“A break?” Strongarm asked, puzzled.
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Suddenly, Fixit rolled into the training area from behind a dented billboard.

“Who’s had a break?” Fixit asked. “It’s about time! I’ve been itching to repaint … repaste … repair something.”

Fixit the mini-con had been the pilot of the prison transport ship Alchemor – the same ship that had crashed to Earth and let loose the Decepticon criminals. Now he was part of Team Bee as the resident handy-bot.

After the ship’s crash, Fixit had developed a minor stutter, but he normally managed to correct his vocabulary with a quick check.

The mini-con weaved in and out between the legs of the Autobots, twitching his digits excitedly.

“No one had anything break,” Bumblebee said, looking himself over. “As far as I can tell.”

Russell laughed. “A break is another way of saying we’re taking a holiday from school.”
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