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STATUS REPORT: A prison ship from the planet Cybertron has crashed on Earth, and deadly robot criminals – the Decepticons – have escaped.


 

It’s up to a team of Autobots to find them and get them back into stasis. Lieutenant Bumblebee, rebellious Sideswipe and police trainee Strongarm have taken the Groundbridge from Cybertron to Earth to track them down.


 

Along with bounty hunter, Drift, reformed Decepticon, Grimlock, and the malfunctioning pilot of the ship, Fixit, as well as the two humans who own the scrapyard where the ship crashed, Russell Clay and his dad, Denny, the robots in disguise must fi nd the Decepticons, before they destroy the entire world …







 


[image: images]










 

 

 

 


[image: images]



 

 


“DECEPTICON ATTACK!” BUMBLEBEE shouted at his team. “The scrapyard has been breached!” He zoomed through their makeshift Earth headquarters with his high-beam lights flashing and his horn blaring. “All bots to their stations! This is NOT a drill!”

Strongarm was the first Autobot to respond to Bee’s alerts, switching straight from sleep mode to her robot form. The eager cadet was always at the ready.

“I’ll protect the humans, sir!” she said, sprinting toward the vintage diner that Denny and Russell Clay called home. “I can see Sideswipe isn’t up to the task!”

“Hey, this bot’s always got his motor revving,” replied Sideswipe, flexing his gears and shaking out his sprockets. “It just so happens to be the middle of a night cycle, and I was getting my beauty recharge.”

Flashy young Sideswipe flipped through the air and landed back to back against strait-laced Strongarm.

Suddenly, the ground beneath them started to rumble at the approach of pounding footsteps. The two Autobots drew their weapons.

“AWW YEAH, LET ME AT ’EM!” Grimlock roared, stomping his way towards the scrapyard’s front gate. The massive Dinobot was always itching to turn some Decepticons into scrap metal!

Bumblebee screeched to a halt in Grimlock’s path, blocking his stampede. “That’s not the plan, Grim. Follow our breach protocol!”

Bumblebee spun his wheels while the Dinobot complied and turned around. Grimlock joined his team-mates at the diner, grumbling all the way.

Denny Clay stumbled out into the scrapyard he owned and operated, rubbing the sleep from his eyes and tying the belt on his vintage flamingo-pattern robe a little tighter.

“What’s all this racket? It’s after midnight, you know,” Denny pleaded, stifling a yawn. “Humans actually need to sleep, remember?”

Bumblebee quickly pulled up next to the diner and shifted into his bot mode. With his lights still shining, the Autobot leader peered into the darkness of the scrapyard. There were no Decepticons in sight. There was also no sign of Drift, the mysterious former bounty hunter who had recently joined up with them.

“Where’s Drift?” Bumblebee asked. “This drill needs everyone’s full co-operation to work.”

Strongarm and Sideswipe exchanged looks as they slowly realised the ‘Decepticon attack’ might not be as real as they had thought. They returned their weapons to their holsters.

“Um, sir, did you say ‘drill’?” Strongarm asked tentatively.

If any bot understood the need for being prepared, it was Strongarm, but that didn’t mean she appreciated being left in the dark by her commanding officer.

Russell Clay, Denny’s twelve-year-old son, stepped out from behind a row of antique washing machines. He clicked a stopwatch in his hand.

“Three minutes and forty-five seconds, Bee,” Russell said. “Two minutes longer than your goal time.”

“Scrap, that’s no good. And Drift didn’t even show up! I don’t know about that bot …” Bumblebee sighed. “In the case of a Decepticon attack on the scrapyard during typical Earth rest hours, we should all be able to meet at Central Diner Defence Point Delta in under two minutes.”
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Grimlock was still ready to rumble. He looked around and slowly realised what was going on.

“You mean I don’t get to demolish any Decepticons tonight?”

“No, Grim,” Bumblebee explained. “This was meant to be a training exercise, but not all your team-mates thought it was worth their time.”

As the rest of the Autobots went back to bed, Drift calmly joined the gathering, followed by his two faithful mini-cons, Jetstorm and Slipstream.

“Nice of you to FINALLY show up,” Sideswipe mumbled to Drift as he went past.

“It is wise of you to try to train your team, Bumblebee,” Drift replied dryly. “It is clear that they struggle with basic functions.”
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Drift’s insult upset Strongarm, who prided herself on her combat readiness. She was about to argue, but Bumblebee raised a hand to stop her.

“I, however, do not need training. I have survived on my own for many cycles,” Drift continued.

Jetstorm coughed as if to remind Drift that he had been alone except for his mini-cons. Slipstream stepped on Jetstorm’s foot and quieted him. Drift was a stern master.

“I know you’re used to working alone, Drift,” Bumblebee said. “And I’m happy to have you as part of our team. But I won’t stand for you insulti—”

BEEP! BEEP!

An alarm screeched over the speaker system installed on the diner’s exterior.

“Decepticon attack! Please retort … resort … report to the command centre at once!” The jumble of words was the telltale malfunction of Fixit, the Autobots’ mini-con helper.

Denny Clay covered his ears with his hands.

“Is this another drill, Bee?” Denny yelled over the siren. “If so, it’s way past Rusty’s bedtime – and mine!”

“If this is a drill, it’s not one I planned!” Bumblebee yelled back. “We’d better join Fixit and find out what’s going on!”
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ONCE EVERYONE HAD GATHERED IN the command centre, Fixit tapped furiously at his console to pull up a large hologram of the Decepticon that his systems had discovered. The villainous bot had mask-like markings over his eyes and a large tail circled by rings of alternating black and brown metal.
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