
TRANSFORMERS: The Realm

Chapter 1 - The Device

            
                  It was massive. It features towered over the rest of the landscape,
casting shadows here and there. Whiterod started making brief scans with his
optics, hoping to pick up some kind of energy signature, but instead came up
with nothing. He completed his scanning efforts, then transformed back to his
automobile mode and tore down the hill, heading towards the large, towering
city, wondering what it contained.
                  As he made his way to the bottom of the large hill, he turned on
his scanners again as he slowly approached the outskirts of the city. Something
faint registered on the scans. It seemed to be several reading of a Cybertronian
metallic alloy. Whiterod came to a quick halt at the city limits, then transformed
back to robot mode, and walked into the city, optics glowing.
                  After a few cycles of wandering, he rounded the nearest corner,
making his way past an extremely large building, once prominent, but now
charred and damaged, much like the other buildings he had seen so far. What 
came before him was a little startling. Predaking, one of the most powerful
combiners, was lying in a charred, smouldering heap, the damage to him quite
extensive. There were signs of weapons fire all around him. Whiterod
wondered what could do this to a combiner. 
                   He made a brief check of Predaking, and determined that he was
still functional, but barely. Whiterod placed a magnetic power pack onto
Predaking’s chest plate, and then left, opting to come back later. He continued
his survey of the deserted city. After a few megacycles of surverying, he found
a few more damaged Decepticons, but none were functional. He also turned up
two Autobots, who had seemingly suffered the same fate.
                  It was obvious there was some sort of battle fought in this strange
land. A place where the sky was red, and the silence could be overwhelming.
After more surveying, and nearly completing the run of the city, he headed back
to where Predaking lay, hoping to get some answers. As Whiterod re-approached
the damaged Predaking, he took the power pack off that he had placed earlier,
and waited. Suddenly, Predaking’s optics began to glow again, and the giant
combiner began to speak.
                  “We.....still.....function.....” he managed to say, the strain in his voice
more than evident. Predaking tried to get to his feet, but failed, falling back down
with a loud thud. It would take a while for his power levels to rise to their minimum
levels. A few short minutes later, and the massive Predaking was on his feet again,
his giant form towering over Whiterod.
                   
                   “We were beaten. We are NEVER beaten!!!!” yelled Predaking, the
sound echoing throughout the dead city. He glanced down at the smaller robot
that had seemingly saved him from oblivion. “Why do you help us?” he
asked, his troubled mind trying to understand. The smaller Decepticon
took a step closer, then looked up. “I need to know what this place is, and
how to get back to Cybertron. There is no one else for me to ask.” 
                   Predaking pondered this. He had not known what had brought
him here. The five Predacons that he comprised of were scrounging
around for energon, when they noticed a large red ‘hole’. Before they
could take readings, it pulled them in. Next thing he knew, he was combined
as Predaking, fighting off an assailant he couldn’t see. “We do not know. 
We have only been here a short time.” said Predaking.
                   The smaller robot spoke again. “The perhaps we should find
our way out of here together.” Predaking thought for a moment, then replied,
“Yes. A wise decision indeed.” said his booming voice. Predaking decided
not to split back into the Predacons for now, not until he was back on
Cybertron himself. 

                   Whiterod nodded, then began walking again, with Predaking
following closely behind. Within a megacycle, then had reached the opposite
boundaries of the city. The two robots left the city behind as they kept
walking, Whiterod’s optical scanners checking for anything that seemed
unusual. For a while, it didn’t seem like they were going to find anything.
The brown, barren landscape seemed to go on forever.
                   But that’s when Predaking noticed something. He pointed
ahead. Whiterod looked hard, not seeing anything at first. But then it
struck him. The land seemed to end a few metres ahead. He walked up
to the end, and barely kept his balance before stepping back. The land didn’t
end, rather, it was the egde of a massive cliff that stretched from horizon
to horizon. He was about to comment, when a scan of Predaking’s picked
up something at the bottom of the gorge.
                   It was a small crater, containing a large, round metallic structure.
‘Well,’ he thought. ‘There’s only one way to get down there.’ He looked to
Predaking. “Time to go down there.” he said. Predaking just nodded, and
waited. Whiterod took one more look down the gorge, then leaped off the
edge, plummeting down to the bottom. Predaking did the same, and began
his own descent into the unknown.

                   Whiterod landed with a loud thud on the floor of the gorge, and
was about to look up, when he heard another dull thud behind him. Predaking
had landed. He motioned to Predaking to follow, and headed to the circular
structure. As he walked up to it, he noticed a large, round door of some sort,
the only lines on the structure’s smooth surface. He again used his optical
scanners to determine what was on the other side, but detected nothing.
                   He cautiously poked the door, but had no idea how to open it.
Finding no kind of mechanism, he drew his plasma rifle, aimed it at the centre
of the door, and fired. The door exploded into small fragments, the inside of
the structure now visible. Whiterod walked in first, bumping his head and
muttering while doing so. Predaking looked at the size of the corridor beyond,
and decided to give in for now and split into his five entities. With a loud
series of mechanical noises, Predaking was now the five Predacons.
                   Razorclaw, Rampage, Tantrum, Divebomb, and Headstrong now
stood at the opening, and walked through. Whiterod glanced back at them,
nodded, and kept on walking down the dimly lit corridor, it’s gray walls not
reflecting the light given off by his optics. He continued on, and a few cycles
later, came to the end of the corridor, which became a moderately sized
room, containing a large metallic table, a computer workstation, and some
parts strewn about. 
                  Whiterod walked up to the table, and noticed a peculiar looking
device, smaller than what was once the Matrix. He picked it up, and as he did
so, the computer terminal came to life. “Sequence activated.” said the computer.
Before Whiterod could react, green energy paralyzed the him and the Predacons.
He couldn’t move. His chest plate uncoupled, and slid upwards, the small
device now in the grasp of a robotic arm, heading towards him.
                   A clicking sound, and power hissing through his systems told him
the strange device was now inside him, his chest plate locking back into it’s
place. Still trapped, a panel on his left forearm now opened, and something was
being welded into place, and connections were being made. A cycle later, 
Whiterod and the Predacons were free of the green energy, and Whiterod began
to examine his forearm while they stood there, confused.
                   Where an empty space had been for energon grenades, was now a
control panel. It was black, with several green buttons, a squarish blue button,
and a triangular red button. His internal computer told him it was an 
inter-dimensional phase shifting device. ‘Whoa.’ he thought, and began to
remember the information he once received about teleportation. He looked 
down at the control panel again, and pondered it.
                  He decided to test it. Whiterod pressed the large blue button, and
was immediately immersed in a field of shimmering energy, it’s silvery colour
bright and brilliant, before vanishing, the whole process taking mere seconds.
He re-appeared a short time later, far away from the structure, in the middle
of a flat area of the terrain. He glanced about for a cycle, then decided to go back
to where he was. He tapped the blue button again, almost as if he knew how to
work the device without a thought, and disappeared again in the bright glow of
the mysterious shimmering energy. 
                  The Predacons stood there, and were about to leave when it happened
again. A bright flash of shimmering energy ensued, and Whiterod re-materialized
in front of them. Headstrong looked shocked. “What....what is that??” he said.
Whiterod grinned. “Phase-shifting technology.” he said. “However, it seems that
this ‘planet’ has a dampening field. We’ll have to find another way out of here.
The Predacons nodded, and all six Decepticons vacated the structure, and continued
their trek, hoping to find a means of escaping the red planet.



                                             *              *             *             *

                    Minirod examined the area of ground in which the vortex of red
swirling energy had been. He had heard of things like this happening, but
wasn’t that much of a believer up until now. Confusion was an understatement,
as he had no clue as to how this happened. But he knew he had to get
Whiterod back as soon as possible. In the three days that Whiterod had been
absent so far, Megatron had imposed martial law on Cybertron, trying to keep
the Decepticons in place. Some had fled, along with most of the Autobots to
regroup and formualte a plan.
                    Minirod, and most of Whiterod’s minions had stayed behind, 
taking refuge in the secret hidden bases in the cities of Polyhex and Telex.		
For the first time ever, Minirod starting contemplating joining forces with
the Autobots to overthrow Megatron, who was not acting like the Megatron
of old. This Megatron was careless, reckless, and didn’t seem to care about
order and discipline. He only wanted to destroy whatever didn’t meet his fancy,
or comply with his wishes. 
                    After a few more quick scans of the area, Minirod folded up the
small scanning device, transformed back to his automobile mode, and left.
He began his trip back to the main part of Polyhex, back to base to analyze the
data he had accumulated. He wasn’t sure how, or how long it would take, but
he was determined to get his boss back, no matter the cost.

                    Smouldering rubble, a few Autobot bodies, and the starry sky
was the sight that greeted Megatron as he walked along the perimeter of what
was once the Decepticon command centre, complete with one end of the Space
Bridge, which once connected Cybertron to Earth. Now inactive, it’s power
source went unused. It’s batteries fully charged for a trip never to be taken.
Megatron pondered the days of old, but somehow, he felt as if the stored data
from his memory chips wasn’t his.
                    For the first time since his initial activation, Megatron didn’t feel
complete. It was if something was making him more brutal, more careless, and
he couldn’t take control of it. Cybertron was in chaos. The Autobots had fled, and
most of the Decepticons wouldn’t follow him. The ones that did only did so in fear
of being blown to bits by the ‘Slag-maker’ himself. He had made examples of 
some, showing the price for disobedience. But it just didn’t feel right to him. He
knew his time was over, but something made him continue down this path. 
Something....that he had put behind him already.
                    It called to him, from beyond, it’s voice low, but eerie. “Megatron....
You instill fear once again.” said the voice. “My summoning you back was
indeed a wise idea.” it said. Megatron whirled about, looking for, but not seeing
the origin of the voice, his plasma cannon pointed outwards. “Nobody summons
me, not now, not ever!” exclaimed Megatron. Just then....pain and agony began
to affect every system, a pain he knew too well.
                  “AAAAAAAH.....THIS....IS.....NOT.....POSSIBLE.....” he screamed,
the agony almost overwhelming. The voice spoke again. “Megatron....as long as
part of me survives, you belong to me. Never forget that.” he said. Megatron, on
the verge of pulling his own optics out due to the pain, yelled back. “YOU.....
WERE DESTROYED! I BELONG.....TO....NO ONE!!” Then, as quick as the
pain had started, it ended. The voice spoke once more. “We shall see, oh ‘Mighty’
Megatron. We shall see.”
                    All was normal and quiet again. Megatron left the command area,
and leap into the air, soaring off to his own headquarters. He had work to do if
he was going to reshape Cybertron in his own image. Everything was clear to him
now.....so very clear....

                                                ------------------------------------


                   

Chapter 2 - Unlikely Assistance

                  
                    In the four days that Whiterod had been on the strange red planet,
he finally saw the stars above, the back night sky stained with faint lines of red,
their glow a reminder of how different this place really was. His admiration for
sky became interrupted when his optics picked up something on his latest scan.
The scan had revealed another round structure ahead, but this one was open, 
and it’s walls weren’t nearly as high.
                   Whiterod and the Predacons slowly made their way closer to the
object. Then, Headstrong spoke up. “That thing looks like the Space Bridge
back on Cybertron!” he exclaimed. Whiterod walked into it, the doors jammed
open for some reason. He checked the control panel. “It’s malfunctioning.” he
said. Divebomb looked serious. “Eh, can we fix this thing?” he said.
Whiterod pondered for a minute, then replied. “It’s gonna take a while to get
this thing operational, so let’s get started.” he said, optics blinking once.
                    The work on the Space Bridge began, with two of the Predacons
scrounging around for spare materials, while the others started repairs, and
Whiterod worked on the computer and the rest of the systems. He knew that
this Space Bridge might be their only way back to Cybertron. He also knew
he might have to keep an eye on the Predacons, should they decide not to need
him anymore. He decided to worry about that later. 

                    There must be something more to do at the moment than rechecking
the supplies every few cycles, thought Tracks. He was en route to Earth in a
shuttle with Hoist, delivering some supplies to help in the upgrades to Autobot
City. The trip was taking longer than usual, due to some scientific research that
Hoist was working on, which meant their speed was reduced for the time being.
Tracks did another quick check, then made his way back to the shuttle’s
cockpit, where Hoist was sitting in the copilot’s seat, making a few minute
adjustments to some of the shuttle’s equipment.
                     Suddenly, the shuttle jolted, and started to shake. Tracks jumped
into the pilot’s chair and began checking the controls, trying to figure out what
was going on. He was about to try something, when Hoist called him over to
the computer screen at the science console. What they saw surprised them, for 
they had never seen anything like it.
                     It was a large, swirling vortex, red in colour, and it was pulling
them in. Hoist tried reversing the engines, but to no avail. Tracks was unable to
bring the shuttle about, and shunted more power to the reverse engines. He hit
the igniter, but it wasn’t enough. The shuttle began a slow spiral into the vortex,
out of control. As the shuttle became enveloped, the vortex closed behind them.
Tracks checked his readouts. “We’re spiraling towards a small red planet.” he said.
“I can’t slow us down! We’re going to crash!” he yelled.
                     Hoist just shook his head as his optics flashed, and braced himself.
He knew he could survive a crash with minimal damage, but what of the shuttle?
Either way, he surmised, he was going to find out in a hurry. The planet was coming
up fast, and the shuttle just kept spiraling, and there was nothing either of them
could do about it. Spiraling out of control....                  
                   
                    Razorclaw and Rampage had been searching the area for megacycles,
and hadn’t found much in the way of useful parts. This red ‘planet’ they were on
had more sand and rocks than either of them wanted to see. They both came to a
halt, and Rampage looked to a large boulder a few meters in front of him. He drew
his laser weapon, aimed, and let loose a bolt of energy. It impacted quickly, and 
the boulder blew apart into many smaller pieces. 
                   Razorclaw walked up to Rampage, a sinister grin on his face, 
nodding his approval at such destruction. He was about to comment, when he
heard a really loud sound, almost like a shriek, and looked up into the sky to see
something glowing a bright orange come crashing down from above. The 
glowing object slammed into the ground with a loud boom, and the two Predacons
were temporarily knocked off balance.
                  They quickly got back up, and made their way up to the crashed
object. Rampage identified it as an Autobot shuttle, and both immediately drew
their weapons. Suddenly, a hatch on the side of the shuttle blew out, and two
Autobots emerged. Rampage opened a quick comm channel, knowing that if he
opened fire on them, the same might happen like the last battle the Predacons
had on this strange planet. “Rampage to Whiterod.” he said. “We got an Autobot
shuttle that just crashed, and two Autobots.” he explained. “Hold your fire for
now, I’m on my way.” said Whiterod, then the comm shut off.

                  Tracks and Hoist stood there, staring down the barrels of the lasers
that were pointed at them by two Decepticons who looked as if they had problems
of their own at the moment. Tracks was about to draw his own weapon and
start shooting, but what he saw next confused him a little. The Decepticons
lowered their weapons, and just stood there, staring. Tracks looked to Hoist,
who looked back at Tracks, equally confused at the current turn of events. 
“Weird.” mumbled Tracks.
                  Hoist was about to reply, but a bright flash of shimmering energy
appeared between him and Tracks, and the two Decepticons. Then, just as fast
as it had appeared, the bright flash of energy was gone, and was replaced by
another Decepticon, one who they recognized as an ex-Autobot, Whiterod. Now
the two Autobots were really confused. First, their shuttle gets sucked into some
kind of red vortex on their way to Earth, then, they crash onto a planet with
Decepticons who don’t open fire right away, and finally, an ex-Autobot appears
out of nowhere in a bright flash....

                  They were confused. Unsure of how this was all happening. And why.
He figured it was about as good a time as ever to speak. “Greetings....Autobots.”
He said. “Apparently, you are prisoners on this ‘rock’, as are we.” he continued.
“Perhaps we could come to some kind of....agreement?” he said, a small grin on
his face. The two Autobots looked to each other, and then back at him. The blue
Autobot, Tracks, spoke. “What did you have in mind?” he asked.
                   Whiterod thought for a moment, then spoke. “Well....I propose that
we work together in getting off this planet.” he said. “You have a shuttle that could
be repaired, and we have found what resembles the Space Bridge back on Cybertron.”
He finished. The two Autobots looked to each other, spoke silently for a moment,
then turned back to him. “Agreed.” said the one named Hoist.
                    Whiterod nodded, then looked to the two Predacons. “We’re going to
need that shuttle brought to our base camp.” he said. Razorclaw nodded, and sent
a quick message to the other three Predacons. Within a few cycles, Tantrum,
Divebomb, and Headstrong had arrived on the scene. Whiterod addressed all
five of them. “We need that shuttle taken with us.” he said. All five of them
nodded. Whiterod was amazed that the Preds were following his orders. They
were known for being a little bit independent for the most part.
                   With a handful of loud mechanical noises, the Predacons combined
to form the massive Predaking once again, some of his damage repaired. The
gigantic robot picked up the shuttle with his powerful arms, and started off
towards their temporary base next to the Space bridge. Whiterod transformed
into his automobile mode, and sped off after Predaking. The two Autobots did the
same, still confused at the whole turn of events.

                   The shuttle was put back down on the ground with a bit of a thud, the
closest to a ‘careful’ drop that Predaking could do. The Predacons then split back
into theor five respective robots, heading back over to the Space Bridge to
continue working on the repairs. The Autobot Hoist walked over to it, and was
a little amazed as the doors slid apart as he entered, observing the technology.
“Well. I’ve never seen a Space Bridge before.” he said, continuing to check it out.
Tracks was a bit more cautious, keeping an eye on every one of the Decepticons.
                   Whiterod walked up to him. “Something bothering you?” he asked.
Tracks stared for a moment, then replied. “Yeah. Me working with Decepticreeps.”
He said. Whiterod let himself grin a little. “We have an agreement.” he explained.
“Our problem is mutual. Getting out of here is the first priority.” said Whiterod.
He stared at the Autobot, who was obviously considering his words. Tracks 
finally spoke. “You’re right. I’ll cooperate.” he said.
                   Whiterod didn’t feel like pressing the issue. He just nodded and left, 
for the last thing they needed was a fight breaking out, and someone accidently
blowing up the Space Bridge in a fit of rage. He was still trying to figure out why
there was a Space Bridge here, and how it got here in the first place. There were
no records of the Decepticons ever visiting or conquering a place quite like this,
let alone building a Space Bridge here.
                    He was admiring the Space Bridge when he noticed something 
walking up to him from his left side. It was Headstrong. “The shuttle will be
able to fly again.” he said. Whiterod nodded. “Good. We might need it.”
The only problem now, was if the receiving end of the Space Bridge was
operational. It hadn’t been used in a while due to the war. Whiterod hoped
it was functional. The only Decepticon headquarters had taken a bit of a pounding
in the last battle, and the Space Bridge had been put in standby mode to conserve
power in case it was needed again.
                    If all went well, this Space Bridge would be repaired in another 
three days. Whiterod wasn’t a big fan of the red planet, but didn’t have much
of a choice for the time being. He didn’t want to spend more time than he had
to on this world, because as long as he was here, Megatron was going about
his plans back on Cybertron, and who knew what could have happened in the time
Whiterod had been away. Megatron had turned into a complete psychopath. It was
like he was possessed by some higher power.
                    Whiterod also wondered how Minirod and the rest of his forces were
holding up without him. He figured Minirod would be researching the possibility
of bringing him back to Cybertron. Whiterod knew that if Minirod was working
on this dilemma, the problem was how to make it all work. ‘Oh well.’ he thought.
‘All in good time.’ Even though time was somewhat of the essence, he knew he
would have to be patient for the time being. 
                    Seeing as how he had a few spare cycles, he decided to run a few
more tests on the phase-shifter, to make sure it would function well when it had
to. He touched the square blue button with his other arm, and again the brilliant
shimmering energy enveloped him, before he disappeared completely. A
startled Tracks looked up to see him vanish. “New toy...” he mumbled, before
getting back to the repair work.

                    Ah, how the dimensions seemed to be as easily accessible as walking
through a door into another room. He knew he could spend much time in here,
examining and exploring the different dimensions. The interdimensional phase
shift was like nothing he had ever experienced. Granted, simple teleportation was
something of a wonder, but to shift to any place on a planet, as well as any 
dimension that may exist, was something entirely different. He just stood there,
on a plane that had never been visited before by one of his kind, pondering the
serenity of it all. After staring into the distance for a while, he tapped the 
control panel again, and re-materialized back on the red planet, not too far
from the temporary base, but far enough to have some peace and quiet. He drew
his sleek, black plasma rifle, and ran his hand across it’s barrel. He had a burst
of plasma energy just waiting for Megatron. And he knew there was no way in
hell that he would miss....



                                     -----------------------------------------------

			
Chapter 3 - A Common Dilemma


	       They just stood there. Like statues, with nowhere to go, the large,
motionless robots didn’t move. They were awaiting their orders, waiting to find
out their mission, and what it entailed. They’re purpose was to destroy all who
defied, or rebelled against Megatron, his vision of total conquest not at all like the
plans made by the Megatron of old. Even Galvatron, more maniacal and intense
than Megatron ever was, was not close-minded and careless. He had been lethal
when he had to, but never went overboard. 
                   Megatron slowly walked past the main row of the small army of 
robots he had constructed, with the help of the Constructicons, who according to
rumours, were deactivated by Megatron after his new army was completed. They
were the only ones who knew the weaknesses of the new robots, and Megatron
knew that the information could be used to shut them down. He looked over one
of the robots, and nodded his approval. They had all been built identical. His
new force was pretty much a small army of clones. Megatron stopped, and looked
to the sky as he spoke. “Who needs the Decepticons, when I can create an army
of terror, and command them as I please!” he said, and evil laugh in his voice.
                   He looked down upon himself, at the purple Decepticon insignia
that adorned his chest plate, and produced a small energon scalpel. He slowly
scored the top layer of armour around the insignia, before ripping it away, and
throwing it to the floor. No longer was he a Decepticon. Megatron grinned an
evil grin, one of sheer terror and insanity, and began laughing.

                   The tiny camera quickly retracted back into his head, before he left
his perch of choice, and left the area hastily. Laserbeak knew this information
would startle the others, and that gave him more incentive to get back to base
faster. After a few more cycles of insane speeds and dodging tall objects,
Laserbeak swooped in silently behind a larger building, and disappeared into
a hidden passageway, unseen by anyone, or any piece of spy equipment. He was
after all, the best at being undetected.
                    He made his way through the narrow passageway, and arrived
at the base a short time later, and headed to the hangar bay, which was being
used as a meeting area as well. Soundwave looked up. “Laserbeak returns.”
He said in his usual calm, monotone voice. Laserbeak swooped in, and
flew directly into the waiting chest cavity of Soundwave, which promptly
closed upon entry. Minirod nodded, and Soundwave transformed into his
alternate mode, and immediately connected with the main computer terminal,
so everyone in the hangar bay could see.
                    
                   The video feed began playing, with everyone speechless right
up to the very end, with Megatron’s insane laugh and all. The screen then
went back to black, and Soundwave transformed back to robot mode. Minirod
frowned at the dark screen, then turned and faced the rest of the Decepticons
that had been watching. “Well. It seems we have a small problem.” he said.
Air Slash, who was near the back, immediately spoke up. “Small??” he said,
a little loud. “You call this SMALL???” he yelled.
                   Minirod frowned again, and continued. “First thing is first. I name
myself leader until the boss gets back.” said Minirod. He waited a moment,
expecting a challenge, as had happened in past instances when leadership was
up for grabs, but there was none. He quickly surmised that the problem facing
all of them was too great, and the petty squabbles could wait. “Secondly,” he
began again. “It’s obvious that Megatron was humoring us all when he said
that he would lead the Decepticons again. It seems he now has other plans.”
He explained, his optics blinking once.
                  Shockwave spoke up, and asked the question that everyone was
pondering. “What do we do? We can’t defeat the mighty Megatron!” he said.
Minirod thought for a moment, then spoke. “I’m guessing Megatron had help
building those new forces of his.” he said. “We’ll split into two groups. One
group will go search for the Constructicons. The other group will stay here and
defend the base, at all costs.” he finished. The other robots nodded their
approval. To them, it seemed logical, and had merit to succeed.
                  “Shockwave, take the Battle Squad and Constructor Squad, and go
locate the Constructicons. Bring them here.” he said. Shockwave only nodded,
and he walked off to find his team. Everyone else began to check their own
weapons, recharge and rearm, and prepare the base for an assault of mass
proportions. All that was left was to wait.

                  They’re optics lit up, the army of doom kept their pace, surrounding
a large structure in mere cycles, they’re weapons at the ready. It was then that
Megatron landed with a thud on the ground near his troops, and smiled an evil
smile before turning to his troops. “Destructicons, SHOW THEM OUR 
MIGHT!!” he yelled, as they bashed their way through the building’s walls,
and opened fire with their weapons, making short work of the three Decepticons
that were defending inside. Megatron walked over the rubble and into the
building and looked down at the fallen warriors, an evil grin on his face. He knew
he had a force to be reckoned with.
                  Megatron nodded once, and his army of destruction left the building,
then transformed into their vehicle modes, a cross between a sphere and a 
tank. They rumbled on, past their quick victory, and kept going, looking for 
more to destroy. Megatron left the building, then leaped into the air and
soared above them, the sinister grin still on his face.
                  Polyhex used to be a city of beauty. The architecture flowed, as did
the Decepticons that inhabited it. The city was a tribute to all things Cybertronian.
After the last battle, it had become a debris-ridden city, smouldering from
recent weapons fire. Megatron smiled to himself. ‘Polyhex will be a charred
crater.’ he thought. ‘The first step in my quest for total domination...’ his
thoughts trailed off. Something in the back of his mind was trying to tell him
that this whole this wasn’t right, that the destruction of his home planet wasn’t
something he should do. He decided to ignore his thoughts for the time being.
They just got in the way anyway. 

                  Wondering why this had to happen in the first place, Shockwave
pried open a door that led to an underground facility once used by the 
Decepticons to build secret weapons, and with the two Squads following
closely behind, and stepped into the first laboratory. All that was left of the
first lab was the two robot calibration tubes, and several overturned tables.
He walked over to a computer display, but was unable to get it to work.
‘Power must be out.’ he surmised.
                  Weapon still drawn, he headed down the next corridor to the 
largest laboratory in the facility, where most of the work had been done in
days past. He again pried the door open, and walked in, seeing nothing at
first. Then, as some light flickered in the background, he saw the outline of
something big on the rear wall of the lab. He motioned to Vanquish, of the
Battle Squad, to focus some light on that part of the lab. As the light began to
illuminate the area, it revealed another calibration tube, which had fallen into
the wall and gone offline.
                   With nothing else useful to be found, Shockwave turned and
headed back out into the corridor, and made his way further into the other
parts of the facility. The two Squads followed closely behind, their weapons
drawn as well. The group approached the door to the communications room,
which was wide open and slightly charred, the results of a previous laser blast
that was used rather then the access code. Shockwave cautiously stepped
through the doorway and into the comm room, able to see a little better due to
an overhead light flickering uncontrollably.
                   The comm room looked like a war zone, with charred computer
consoles still smouldering, other stations overturned, and finally, a fallen
robot on the floor. Shockwave looked down at the non-functional robot. It was
an Autobot, who had obviously been able to find the secret facility, only to fall
victim to the opposition at some point. Shockwave shrugged and moved on, 
heading to the doorway at the far end of the large comm room. Shockwave
knew this was going to take a lot longer than he had hoped.

                     Smoke billowed out from the hole as the shrapnel finally landed
on the ground, surrounding the area of impact. Taking refuge behind the
crumpled mass of twisted metal, he fired back, getting off several shots before
the next impact sent him flying backwards into a small pile of rubble. He got
up quickly, and pushed the rubble off, deciding it was time to withdraw and
join up with the others. He transformed into his vehicular mode, but not
before getting off one more shot for cover fire.
                     Speeding away from the area, he found the others a short time
later, and decided on an ambush at their present location. Minirod then opened
a comm channel, and set up a backup plan, in case the ambush failed. After
closing the comm, he motioned to the rest of the Decepticons present to take
up positions behind some of the rubble and wrecked objects. The Aquacons all
nodded, and complied. After a few quick cycles of silence, a faint rumbling was
heard. It started getting louder in a hurry.
                     Minirod peeked out slightly, and used his optics to magnify the
small line of objects that were growing near. Spherical shapes, with massive
tank treads and large cannons, were heading their way. ‘Curious.’ he thought.
‘Where was Megatron?’ he wondered. He also noticed it looked like only half
of the army. Still, he knew they were just as deadly. He quickly ducked back behind
his shelter, and waited, his weapon back to full charge. The rumble got louder,
and the ground began to tremble underneath. He switched his optics to infra-red
mode, and observed the small army come to a halt in the centre of the area that
he and the Aquacons had surrounded.
                      The spherical vehicles transformed into their own robot modes,
and drew their weapons, looking around for they’re prey. Minirod decided now
was the right time. “NOW!!” he yelled, and jumped up from behind the rubble
and opened fire, as did the Aquacons. Direct hits were scored on the large robots,
but the damage was minimal. Then they opened fire. Minirod took a hit to his
upper chest plate, and doubled over with a thud. As soon as the Aquacons saw this,
they decided to try their own plan.

                       Air Slash looked to the others, and raised his weapon up into the
air. “Aquacons, UNITE!!” he screamed, and all six of them got into position.
After a small sequence of mechanical noises, the large warrior, Executor stood
there, towering over his opponents, an evil grin on his face. He opened fire at the
closest Destructicon, and fired, knocking it over like a rag doll. But much to
Executor’s surprise, the fallen Destructicon got back to his feet, and began firing
along with his fellow troops. Executor staggered back from repeated hits.
                       After regaining some balance, he let loose a swift kick to the group
of Destructicons, knocking half of them into a burned out structure away from the
battle. He could hear the crunch of metal on metal. Executor was about to do the
same to the other half, but again staggered back from multiple weapon hits. He
couldn’t take too much more of those weapons. They were just too much, even for 
him to absorb. Just then, his optical sensors picked up something landing. It was
Soundwave! He looked over to Soundwave, whose chest cavity opened up to let
loose Rumble and Frenzy, who quickly transformed, landed on the ground, and
produced their pile-drivers. “Rumble, Frenzy, eject! Operation devastation!” said
Soundwave, in his signature monotone voice.
                     The ground began to shake, and Executor watched as a chasm
opened up in front of the Destructicons, and the tremors made them fall in. He
was about to celebrate, when an explosion caught his optics. The group he had
sent into a pile of rubble had blasted their way out, and were heading straight
at him, unaffected by the tremors.  Rumble and Frenzy looked somewhat
confused, then transformed back to cassette mode, and back into Soundwave’s
chest. Executor knew this battle would not be won so easily. He went over to
the fallen Minirod, picked him up, and leapt into the air along with Soundwave,
heading back to base. He looked back briefly to see the Destructicons emerging
from the chasm, seemingly unscathed.

                      Landing with a dull thud, Executor put Minirod down for a moment,
then split back into the six Aquacons, before walking into the base, with Air Slash
carrying Minirod. The group made their way to the hangar bay to come up with
a new strategy, and were quite startled when they arrived. A large group of Autobots
stood there, with Microrod and some of the others going over a battle plan of some
sort. Soundwave drew his weapon, but saw Astrotrain walk up to him. “Lower your
weapon.” said Astrotrain. “They’re on our side.” he said. Soundwave couldn’t
believe it, and neither could the Aquacons. Working together with the Autobots? 
‘What else could happen?’ Air Slash asked himself, before wandering off to have
Minirod repaired. “What else....” his thoughts trailed off.


                                            ------------------------------------------
                                                    
                       
                       Chapter 4 - Convergence


                      It was almost time. Soon, he would be back on Cybertron. Soon, he
would have his revenge against Megatron. Soon, he would become leader of the
Decepticons. ‘But not soon enough.’ he thought to himself. With both the Predacons
and the two Autobots working on the Space Bridge, they were ahead of schedule.
Another hour, and they would be ready to head home. Whiterod couldn’t help but
wonder if he would ever come back to this strange place, if only to understand it’s
place in the universe. Perhaps he would.
                     He looked over towards the Space Bridge to see the two groups
buzzing around it, making final connections, and testing various circuits, making
sure that they don’t get blown to bits in the teleportation process. Only Divebomb
wasn’t working on the Space Bridge, for he was busy making repairs to the
Autobot shuttle, should they need it. Whiterod was happy that the work was
almost complete, but still annoyed at the fact that even with his new phase-
shifting technology, he still couldn’t get off this planet. ‘Must be some kind of
energy field.’ he thought, unsure.
                   Whiterod glanced at the Autobots. Any other time, and he would
probably have turned both of them into flaming piles of scrap. But this time, it
just didn’t seem right. It was if they had been sent to the planet on purpose, for
some unknown reason. He had destroyed Autobots before, without remorse, or
without hesitation. But now, it no longer met his fancy. He was getting tired
of fighting fellow Cybertronians. The ongoing deadlock seemed to weigh
heavily for robots on both sides. He put those thoughts aside for the time being, 
and returned his gaze to the Space Bridge. 

                   Divebomb wasn’t having that great a time at the moment. Repairing
a broken shuttle wasn’t his idea of fun. But it had to get done, one way or
another. And it was much easier to just do the work, rather than complain, get
a laser blast in the chest, and do it anyway. He was about to close up the panel
he was working on, when the computer display finally came to life, and images
came up on the screen. He didn’t have much of a clue as to what the images
meant. “What the slag is a Q-001?” he said out loud, shrugging.
                   He called Whiterod to come take a peek at what was being displayed.
Whiterod watched for a few cycles, and was about to turn off the display, when
he noticed the code ‘Q-001' and some readings scroll onto the screen. “There’s
that slagging Q-001 again!!” Whiterod yelled. Divebomb looked to the screen,
then back to Whiterod, and shrugged. “Divebomb, did you check the navigation
log?” asked Whiterod. Divebomb shook his head. “No. Hadn’t got there yet,” he
said. “But I’ll check it now.” he finished. “Good.” said Whiterod. “Check for any
course that took them near Quintessa. I have a hunch.” he explained.
                  Divebomb did as he was told. In a short few cycles, the information
flashed on the screen in front of Whiterod, who started cross-referencing the data
with scanning results from the shuttle’s database. “According to this, their scans
of Quintessa picked up the same kind of energy signature that Unicron used to
generate!” said Whiterod excitedly. Divebomb just stared at him, somewhat
confused at all of this, and shrugged, closing up the panel before exiting the
shuttle, and leaving Whiterod to his information.

                  This could only mean one thing, he thought. A return trip to Quintessa,
once he got back to Cybertron and assembled his troops. After all, it was where
they had found Megatron, and that Q-001 thing was never explained, cause
they were all caught up at the time with Megatron’s return. Whiterod knew he
had to go back there, and hopefully find something.
                  But first thing was first, he had to get off this rock, and back to
Cybertron. That was always the first priority. Whether or not the Predacons would
stay allied with him, or off on their own could become a factor, but wasn’t worth 
the worry at the moment. He took out a small data storage device, and recorded
the information from the shuttle’s computer, for future reference. He checked a
chronometer in the shuttle. Not too much longer before the Space Bridge became
operational. He exited the shuttle, and went to check on repairs.

                   A few more connections, and he would be done. Hoist continued
on a few more of the burnt out circuits, and some sparks flew as the connections
were made. He was making excellent progress, and somewhat enjoyed having 
something to do. Everyone working on the Space Bridge seemed to be focused on
their tasks, which surprised Hoist a bit, because he was initially worried about being
shot by any one of the Decepticons. But it never happened. Him and Tracks worked
without interruption, as did the Decepticons.
                  He would like to believe that the hostilities between the two factions
might finally be coming to a close, and that maybe the war would end. He didn’t
want to get his hopes up for nothing, but still, it was something to ponder. Hoist
quickly finished the remaining connections, and closed up the unit he was working
on, then walked over to where Tracks was welding a large metallic cover back onto
the frame of an exposed piece of circuitry.
                  Hoist nodded at how far Tracks had gotten in his efforts, then gave him
a hand with the welding. After a few more cycles of welding, the piece of metal was
in place. Hoist and Tracks looked to the Predacons, who had also finished their
work. They gave the two Autobots a quick thumb in the air, then exited the circular
area for the time being. Hoist and Tracks did the same, exiting the interior as the
doors swished closed behind them. The work was complete, and they were ready to
activate the Space Bridge.
                  
                  Whiterod walked up to the Space Bridge, his optics making a quick scan
of the power converter, just to be sure of it’s reliability. With the Space Bridge ready,
the moment was at hand. It was time to make his return to Cybertron. He looked to
the Predacons, who just stood there, waiting. He then turned to the Autobots, who had
taken the time to retrieve a small control pad from the shuttle, should they need to 
get out of there in a hurry. Whiterod just nodded, and the two Autobots nodded back,
still trying to figure out the Decepticons they had been helping.
                  “Alright everyone, let’s go home.” said Whiterod, as everyone walked
into the Space Bridge, the doors swishing open from the first sign of movement.
They gave each other space, and Whiterod stood at the control panel, still tapping in
commands and coordinates into the computer before setting the activation sequence.
After the last command was entered, he tapped the button that executed the program,
then stepped into the Space Bridge, the doors closing behind them.
                  “I’ve set the coordinates for the old Decepticon headquarters. The Space
Bridge there should be operational.” he explained. “I’ve also set the sequence for a 
delay, so we have a cycle.” he finished. All they could do now was wait for the
program to kick in, and they would be on their way.  They all stood there, waiting 
for everything to begin, and to get back to Cybertron. Whiterod began the countdown.
“5...4...3...2...1...let’s GO!!!” he exclaimed, as power began to surge through the
Space Bridge, the program initiated.
                   The power hummed loudly, and the tops of the modules began to flash
different colours, the sequence underway. But then, just as it seemed the teleportation
would start, the hum died off, and so did the flashes. Nothing happened. Whiterod
looked a little confused, as did the others. ‘A dud?’ he thought. He was about to
answer his own question aloud, when the humming returned, peaking within a
few seconds. The modules opened up, a triangular shaped secondary module 
folding upwards. Then, the ground began to shake uncontrollably, red energy bolts 
shooting out in every direction. Whiterod and the others were having difficulties
keeping their balance. The shaking began to slow a bit, and just when they all
thought it was all over, everything went red as an energy field enveloped the whole
planet. “What the slag......” was all he managed to say.

                                              *          *          *          *

                   Minirod got up off the diagnostic table, his damage repaired for the
most part. Then things started getting a little out of hand. Almost immediately,
the ground started to shake, almost as if it was one giant quake that wanted to rip
Cybertron apart. Minirod grabbed his weapon, and ran to the door, some of the
others already there, heading outside. Minirod noticed how bright it had gotten,
and looked to the sky. What he saw actually scared him momentarily. Fear turned
to astonishment as he kept looking at it.
                   It was a red, spinning vortex, growing larger by the second. Within a 
cycle, the wortex was so large, it almost looked as if it would swallow Cybertron
whole, taking it to another place altogether. Then, the vortex starting to swirl faster.
Something was emerging from inside the vortex, something really large. Then,
just as the vortex looked as if it might close suddenly, a red sphere, large enough
to be a moon or even a planet, emerged, and began it’s own orbit around Cybertron.
With a bright flash of red, the vortex vanished as quick as it had appeared.
                   Minirod and some of his group stared up at the ‘moon’, not knowing
how or why this was happening, but realizing it was. The sinister looking moon
slowly moved along it’s orbit, the ground on Cybertron not shaking for the moment.
This was an interesting turn of events indeed. It wasn’t everyday your home planet
got a new moon for no apparent reason. 

                  His optics finally working properly again, Whiterod got up from the
ground, and looked about. The Predacons were also getting off the ground, as
were the two Autobots. Whiterod exited the Space Bridge, along with the others.
“Still on the blasted planet.” he said. He looked to the sky for no reason, but 
found himself staring at a different part of space, one that was familiar to him....
“LOOK!” one of the Predacons yelled. Whiterod followed the pointed arm, and
was in disbelief at what he saw. Cybertron!!! 
                  Whiterod stopped and thought for a moment. “We didn’t leave the
planet, cause the whole planet was teleported to Cybertron!!! he yelled, a touch
of excitement flowing through his vocal processor. The circumstances were a little
odd, but they had made it home. “The shuttle is damaged from the trip.” it was
Hoist speaking. “It won’t fly this time.” he finished. ‘Oh well.’ thought Whiterod.
He figured they didn’t need it anymore anyways, seeing as how the whole
planet was now in Cybertronian orbit, as weird as that seemed. He shrugged, 
then glanced over at the others, his optics glowing. “Let’s MOVE OUT!” he 
yelled, as they all leapt into the air, towards Cybertron.

                    As the ground finally stopped shaking, Megatron picked himself
off of a computer terminal, and headed outside, only to see a giant, moon-sized
sphere orbiting Cybertron, and a small vortex closing behind it. He didn’t seem
to fathom how this was all happening, but there must be a reason behind it. He
began making optical scans of the ‘moon’ as it was going about it’s slow orbit.
He didn’t make out much, until he came across several small objects in motion,
heading towards the surface.
                    He used his optics to zoom in on the objects. He was immediately
and temporarily startled. Speeding towards the planet was Whiterod, who was
supposed to be gone for good, along with several Decepticons he didn’t
recognize, and a couple of Autobots. ‘This is insane!’ he thought. His whole
plan could be warped due to this. He had to find a way to settle his score with
Whiterod for good. He would not be denied....

                    First, he had to search a large facility with no lights, then, he had to
somehow get six Constructicons back to base, and now, the ground started shaking,
and he didn’t know why. Shockwave hated it when stuff like that happened.
Especially to him, while he was on a mission. After finding his way back into
the main room, he sent both Squads back to base, transporting the still offline
Constructicons back to base with them, to get them operational again so they could
provide the weaknesses for the Destructicons.
                    Shockwave exited the facility and made his way back up to the surface,
only to observe something quite odd.  A reddish looking ‘moon’ now orbited 
Cybertron, it’s surface somewhat barren. He started in astonishment, not knowing
how this happened, or why. He decided to return to base, hopefully being briefed
when he got there, to avoid any possible confusion. He hated confusion. He quickly
transformed, and took to the sky, heading back to base will all speed.

                    Whiterod and crew landed with a thud on the main area of Polyhex,
not too far from his base. He drew his weapon, expecting trouble, as did the
Predacons, and the two Autobots. It was quiet. Too quiet. He looked around to see
some smouldering wreckage, charred structures, and a few robot parts lying around.
Polyhex was a mess. It wasn’t nearly this bad before he had left. Polyhex was
usually quite a welcome sight among the Decepticons.
                    He slowly made his way to the hidden entrance for his base, making
sure they weren’t being watched. Within cycles, they were in the base, heading
towards the armoury, so he could recharge, and reload his weapons for the battle
that was going to begin shortly, as he wanted to exact that revenge as soon as
possible. This time, he swore he wouldn’t be as careless as the last time, letting
himself be knocked into that infernal void. This time, he would come out on
top, and achieve victory.



                               ----------------------------------------------                          

			
                Chapter 5 - Chaos

	          “Alright, listen up Decepticons.” he said. Then he finally noticed
the group of Autobots that had joined the fight, along with Hoist and Tracks. 
“Er..” he continued. “Aaand Autobots. Until Shockwave and Astrotrain get the
Constructicons working again, we’ll have to make a stand in central Polyhex
against Megatron and his insane cronies.” he said. Most of the gathered robots
nodded to this. One spoke up. “But, they’ve already shown that they can almost
take out a combiner!” said Screamer, worriedly. 
                        Whiterod addressed this immediately. “I noticed. But if all goes well,
we’ll have three combiners at our disposal.” He knew that the likes of Executor,
Predaking, and Devastator could do some serious damage to anyone’s forces. 
Whiterod looked at the multitude. “Anyone else have something to say?” he asked.
No one spoke up. “Alright. With the exception of Shockwave, Astrotrain, and a 
few others, we’re ready to move.” he said. Whiterod drew his rifle, and thrust it
high into the air. “Decepticons....FOREVER!! He yelled as he transformed, and
headed out, the others doing the same.
                         He decided not to reveal his new phase-shifting ability in this battle
unless he had to. The less anyone knew about it, the better the advantage. The trip
to the central area of Polyhex was a short one, with the Decepticons arriving with
time to spare. Whiterod transformed and drew his weapon, and waited til all were
transformed before addressing them again. “Take up your positions, and be ready.”
He said, as he dashed behind a small structure and waited. The illusionist, Shroud,
just disappeared, his invisibility a great asset.
                          After what was a short cycle, every Decepticon was in position, and 
ready for the imminent battle. Some were checking and rechecking their weapons,
while others just waited, hoping for the smallest glimpse to open fire upon. Just
then, Whiterod’s comm beeped softly. He activated it. “Yes??” he said into it.
“Shockwave here. We have three Constructicons operational.” he said, his voice
a little crackly with static. “Excellent.” replied Whiterod. “Send all six over when
they are all reactivated.” he said, before cutting the comm. He managed a small grin.
‘Good news indeed.’ he thought to himself.

                          There had been reports from one of his Destructicon scouts that
the Decepticons and some Autobots were massing near the centre of Polyhex, but
he didn’t see anything at all. Soaring above, and using his optics to scan the area,
nothing came up as of yet. He knew they were there somewhere. ‘Perhaps they
were using a dampening device of some sort to block scanning?’ he thought.
“No.” he mumbled, for he knew that would be as much of a giveaway as standing
out in the open with a giant flag. Megatron didn’t like this. Not one bit. But 
before he could think about it, he was once again overwhelmed by a familiar
pain, one that he couldn’t seem to be free of.
                         “Megatron.” said the voice. “There is no time for thought. You
will destroy those who oppose. You will.....” the voice trailed off. Megatron
regained his concentration, and the pain disappeared. “I will destroy them all.”
Said Megatron, as he came to a stop in midair, hovering quietly over the central
area of Polyhex. Just then, his optics picked up a faint energy source below. He
knew it was them. And he was going to show them that no one could escape the
mighty Megatron. No one. 
                          He heard the rumbling of his Destructicon army down on the 
ground, moving into the area. They would go right past unless the hiding attack
force was visible. Megatron decided the time was right to start the carnage, and
destroy the opposition once and for all. He aimed his fusion cannon down towards 
the faint power source. “DEATH TO THE OPPOSITION!!!” he yelled, as he let
loose a large bolt of fusion energy upon the area.

                          “One more to go, and they’ll be on their way to the battle.” said
Shockwave, working on the last of the Constructicons, as the other five looked
on, with Astrotrain watching a computer terminal nearby. Shockwave picked up
a tool, and zapped an exposed circuit inside Mixmaster’s chest cavity, then fused
it, before closing up his chest plate. Shockwave then waited for the internal systems
to come back online. Suddenly, Mixmaster’s optics began to glow, and he spoke.
“Eh? ‘Bout time.” was all he said before walking over to the others. Shockwave
just nodded. “Get moving. You’ll be needed soon.” he said.
                           The six Constructicons nodded once, then walked out of the base,
on their way to the battle in central Polyhex. Shockwave wondered how the battle
was going. Astrotrain then spoke up. “Hey, if I can get one of those covert cameras
going, we can watch the battle from here.” he said, and began working away at the
computer terminal. Shockwave shrugged. ‘Whatever keeps him happy, I suppose.’
He said to himself, still thinking about the battle.

                          The rumbling started to get louder, as if the enemy force had
entered the perimeter, and were close to the central area. Whiterod was about
to scan, when he heard someone yell something from above. Suddenly, a bolt
of energy exploded near him, sending debris everywhere. He looked up to see
a familiar figure hovering over the area, his fusion cannon pointed down.
“MEGATRON!” yelled Whiterod. He pointed his own weapon to the sky, and
opened fire, his blasts of plasma energy lighting up the sky.
                          Another bolt of energy rocked the ground, just as a structure
exploded ahead of his group, and the Destructicons rolled in. He knew it was on.
He shifted his attention to the spherical robots as Megatron went out of range.
The rest of his forces had begun attacking as he opened fire on the soldiers
of doom, hoping his weapon would do some damage. A bolt of energy
exploded near him again, and he rolled to his left, avoiding another. He got
to his feet in time to see Microrod take a blast to his upper torso, and fall
over. Whiterod kept firing, in hopes of taking one of them out.
                       In front of him, one of the Autobots left his cover to get a better
position, only to be mowed down in the process by two Destructicons. Just
as Whiterod took up a new position, the Aquacons combined to form Executor.
The large combiner stomped over towards the Destructicons, who had now
transformed, and picked one up before throwing it a into a few buildings. He
thought that the Destructicon was done, but the rubble collapsed, and the very
same robot walked out of it, with only minor damage.
                       Weapons fire continued to go back and forth, with two more
of his forces getting hit and going down. He knew that if this continued, all of
them would be done for sooner or later. Just then, a loud shudder happened
behind them, and he turned to see Megatron standing there, his fusion cannon
charged and pointed right at him. Whiterod stared him down, waiting to see
what would happen. “I’m taking you down Megatron!” he yelled.
                       “Oh really??” said Megatron, letting loose a bolt of energy from
his cannon. Whiterod dived to the left, and rolled, getting back to his feet and
letting loose a burst of plasma energy at Megatron. The bolt caught Megatron’s
right arm, and the fusion cannon flew off his arm, and tumbled to the ground.
Whiterod once again stared down Megatron. “I’ll destroy you with my bare
hands Megatron!!” he yelled, throwing down his own rifle, and launching
himself towards the other robot.
                        It was a good tackle, as it caught Megatron off guard, and sent
them both tumbling into some rubble. Megatron lashed out with a quick right
fist, sending Whiterod backwards into more rubble. Megatron got up and walked
over to kick Whiterod, but instead Whiterod grabbed his foot, and threw him
off balance, staggering backwards. Whiterod grabbed a large piece of debris, and
ran at Megatron and swung it at his head. But Megatron saw it in time to slap
the debris away, and connect with a kick, which toppled Whiterod over.
                        Megatron found his fallen fusion cannon, and walked over to
Whiterod, pointing the large weapon straight down. Whiterod has been able to
grab his own weapon, but not in time. He looked down the barrel of the fusion
cannon. Megatron spoke. “Pathetic fool. You thought you could defeat ME???”
Just then, Megatron lowered his weapon, as if in a trance. His had lost his
concentration.
                       A voice spoke, and this time, Whiterod heard it as well. “Finish
him....NOW!!” said the voice. Megatron replied. “I...I won’t! You....are....using
....me....” he managed to say. Then, he doubled over, as if in massive pain from
something. Whiterod stood up, and pointed his rifle at the fallen Megatron. Then,
the voice spoke again, to him this time. “Puny Decepticon. You cannot stop me,
not now, not ever!” Finally, Whiterod recognized the voice. It was Unicron’s. He
brought his weapon to full charge.
                      Megatron still lay on the ground, and this time, Whiterod wasn’t
about to let him get up and continue his insane agenda. “Your havoc is over.”
He said, and fired, the bolt quickly impacting. Megatron exploded, pieces of him
flying everywhere, and his head tumbling off into some rubble. His spark, free
once again, floated up into the air and left. Whiterod was about to speak, when a
loud thud and a mechanical noise emanated from behind.
                      “Prepare for extermination!!!” yelled Devastator, who had just been
formed, the Constructicons having arrived. He thumped over and used his solar rifle,
tuned to a specific frequency to shut down the enemy robots, and opened fire. They
began to drop one by one. Predaking ceased fire, watching the adversaries hit the
ground and smoulder. Within a few cycles, the entire enemy force had been disabled.
Devastator looked down at the fallen robots. “Nothing defeats Devastator.” he said,
much to the delight of the others. 
                       
                       The battle had been won. The Destructicons had been stopped, and
Megatron had been destroyed, his spark to float endlessly through space once again.
Whiterod knew the worst part was over, but didn’t relish the victory as much as the
others. He knew there was still one more piece of business left. But before that, he
decided to head back to base and draw up a plan. Whiterod knew it wouldn’t be
easy, even if he took a superior force.
                       “One must try not to be overconfident.” he mumbled. As the others
collected the wounded, he walked over to Microrod’s fallen form, picked him up,
then leapt into the air, following the others back to base. It took only a short time to
return to his base. After dropping off Microrod at the repair bay, Whiterod went to
his master computer in his lab, and brought up information and past scan results of
Quintessa on his display. He had a hunch about that place.
                        Whiterod figured that Unicron’s core consciousness was intact 
inside of the mysterious ‘Q-001' that was on the planet, near where he had found
Megatron. He knew there was only one way to find out. He had to go to Quintessa,
and destroy the Q-001, and possibly Quintessa if he had to. Whiterod was about to
look over the data from the planetary scans when the comm started beeping. It was
Hoist. “The power core of the shuttle back on the red planet has become unstable.”
He said. “It’s going to blow up.” said Hoist.
                         A little confused, Whiterod shut off his terminal, and ran down the
corridor and outside, looking up at the red planet. He didn’t notice anything strange
about the shuttle, his optics scanning it. Hoist appeared next to him. “After the red
planet teleported, something from those energy spikes caused the shuttle’s systems
to degrade.” he explained. Whiterod still didn’t notice anything. Suddenly, the 
shuttle exploded, a small fireball escaping before being snuffed out by space, and
a blue ring of fire, one Whiterod had never seen before began to expand and
consume the surface of the planet.
                         As it spread, the blue flames disintegrated the dirt and rocks, and
revealed the machine surface, the real surface, of the mysterious planet. After a few
more cycles of the flame spreading, the whole surface had been consumed, and the
real surface of the planet was exposed. Whiterod and Hoist stared at it for some 
time before heading back into the base. Whiterod began to wonder if it was a new
moon for Cybertron for good, seeing as how it was almost identical to the first
two moonbases that used to orbit Cybertron, before Unicron had eaten them both.
He began scanning the moon’s surface. The results startled him. It seemed that 
the moon could be configured to serve as a large body, a body big enough to
serve as a new body for Unicron....


                                          -------------------------------------- 
                       

                           
                                      Chapter 6 - Loose Ends                    


	          The large, metallic mass that was the Q-001 stood eerily alone,
power humming throughout it’s towering mechanical mass. On the outside, it was
a massive machine, the last of which built by the Quintessons before their doom.
But on the inside, a consciousness beyond evil, that of the once mighty Unicron
lay in wait. He knew they would be coming for him. So, he decided to have a 
special surprise waiting for them.
                     Power began to surge, and the interior of the large crater outside
began to smoulder more than before, as Unicron went about his dark business,
his evil plan again in motion. Where he had failed with Megatron, he would
succeed with the new threat for the combined forces of both the Autobots and the
Decepticons. A portal opened outside of the structure, and it deposited five
damaged vehicles before vanishing.
                     A large, squarish door slid open, and a blue beam of compressed
energy slowly dragged the five vehicles inside, with the door closing quickly
behind them. Repairs began immediately, as Unicron felt that there was no time
to waste. More energy beams lanced out at the five forms, as mechanical arms
began to slowly repair the damage done from the last battle that these warriors
had last fought in.
                     Almost a megacycle later, the repairs were complete, the five were
transformed. They all walked at the same time out the large door, and into the
smouldering crater. Unicron spoke to them. “I have brought you back. You all
belong to me now. You have the power to carry out your new mission.” said
Unicron. “Now, unite! And prepare to attack the enemy!” he finished. The five
warriors didn’t move for a brief moment, their optics flashing quickly. But then,
they moved into position, and began the transformation, combining to form one
of the most lethal robots ever....
                     
                     The transformation was complete. Unicron spoke. “Behold. Bruticus.”
He boomed. “Destroy those who oppose me.” he ordered. Bruticus’ optics glowed,
illustrating his new purpose.  It had been a while since Bruticus was involved in a 
battle. His body was damaged in his last encounter, and the sparks of his five
pieces, the Combaticons were forcibly removed, and made to wander the cosmos
for eternity. Bruticus was less concerned about exacting revenge, and instead,
really wanted something to blow to bits right about now.
                   He looked around, looking for a quick target, but found none. 
Nothing was moving in the vicinity. All he could do was wait. Bruticus hated
waiting. He was one to rush into anything, and let his weapons do the talking.
But if one thing was clear to him, it was to follow his orders. 

                   Several Decepticons didn’t even wait until the boarding ramps had
extended all the way before entering the shuttles, carrying equipment and extra
weaponry for the trip to Quintessa. The two shuttles, their purple and black paint
schemes quite unique, were being hurried through pre-launch and loaded with
cargo. About an hour later, the last of the cargo had been taken aboard, and some
erroneous equipment had been offloaded. 
                  Whiterod stood before the first shuttle, and watched as his troops
boarded both of the shuttles. Minirod, the Aquacons, and the Battle Squad had
boarded the second shuttle, while the Predacons, Constructicons, Soundwave, 
and himself would take the first shuttle. He didn’t know what to expect when
he arrived on Quintessa, so it was good to be prepared. If massive force was
needed, the three combiners could definitely provide that, and then some. He
waited one more cycle, then boarded the shuttle himself.
                  Soundwave was already on the shuttle’s bridge, manning the co-pilot’s
seat, and finishing the pre-launch. Whiterod slipped into the pilot’s seat, and was
ready. He opened a comm channel to the second shuttle. “Shuttle 2, you ready?”
He asked. The comm crackled to life. “Ready Shuttle 1. All systems go!” said an
excited Minirod. Whiterod nodded to Soundwave, who nodded back. Whiterod
closed the comm, and flipped the engine power to ‘ON’. “Contact!” he exclaimed,
as he pushed the engine igniter to full.
                  The shuttle’s engines roared to life, and it shot out of the hangar bay
and into the sky, on it’s way to space, with the second shuttle not far behind.
After a few cycles, the second shuttle caught up with the first, and the two ships
cruised through space, a little time to themselves before reaching their destination.
Whiterod got up out of his seat, and headed to the aft compartment. When he got
there, he noticed that the Predacons were motionless, and the Constructicons were
busy making adjustments to their weaponry. 
                  Bonecrusher looked up briefly, then returned his focus to what he was
doing. Whiterod again glanced at the Predacons before leaving, and making his
way back to the ship’s bridge. Soundwave looked as if he hadn’t left his seat,
still intent on the controls in front of him, except with Laserbeak perched on his
left shoulder, watching with interest. Whiterod got back into his seat, and studied
the readings he’d missed. After checking, he decided it wasn’t much. He had wanted
to speak to the Predacons about something, but he let is pass for now, seeing as how
it wasn’t overly important.
                  
                                                             *               *               *             *

                    Mystery. Surrounded in it since it’s beginnings, the planet Quintessa
was more mysterious than any other planet visited by Transformers. The late
inhabitants of this world, the Quintessons, were the ones that created the
Transformers, only to play a hand in they’re near-demise by becoming  followers
and servants of Unicron, the gigantic planet Transformer, who was barely
defeated. Or so anyone thought.
                    What was left of Unicron now resided in a giant machine, which
occupied a small area on Quintessa near where a small group of Autobots had
once crashed, and ended up toppling the rule of the planet, and setting free the
Sharkticons. For Unicron, the events that caused his near destruction were as if
they had happened yesterday, revenge the only thing keeping him going. But
before he could continue with his thoughts, he picked up two ships entering orbit
and descending to the surface, in the same area where they had landed before 
when they had found Megatron.
                     As the two ships began their landing, Unicron reached out to 
Bruticus’ mind. “It is time.” he said. “Go, and let my havoc start with them!!”
He exclaimed. Bruticus only nodded, and headed off in the direction of the now-
landed ships. As he watched the large robot disappear into the smouldering ruins,
Unicron readied his own defences and prepared himself, just in case Bruticus
failed. He didn’t want to caught off guard. But for the moment, all he could do
was wait, and observe.

                    Whiterod and Soundwave made their way down the ramp as soon
as it was deployed, and sent Laserbeak on a reconnaissance flight to scout the
area. A few cycles later, as the other Decepticons deployed, Laserbeak returned,
and immediately transformed, and flew into Soundwave’s chest. Soundwave 
only nodded before transforming, and readying for playback. A second later,
Laserbeak’s report began. “The area to the south, east, and west are clear.” he
began. “But to the north, scanners picked up a large metallic form in transit
heading our way. Object identified as Bruticus, Decepticon combiner. This report
ends now.” finished Laserbeak.
                    Soundwave immediately transformed back to robot mode, only to see
Whiterod looking up at the sky. “Bruticus.” said Whiterod. “I was told of they’re
destruction shortly after Unicron blew up. I don’t see how this is possible.” he
finished. Most of his troops also knew of the last battle involving Bruticus. An
unknown enemy had engaged Bruticus on the planet of Charr, and the bodies of
the Combaticons were presumed destroyed, after pieces of them were scattered
over a large area. Enough debris that equalled forty percent of Bruticus’ total 
mass. Apparently, he survived somehow.
                   Whiterod turned to his army of Decepticons, and spoke. “Let’s move
out, and take care of business.” he said, before raising his rifle high into the air.
“Decepticons, FOREVER!!” he yelled, as he turned, transformed, and headed out,
his troops doing the same, and following closely behind. They were underway in
a hurry, and closing in on Bruticus, who was also in transit. Within a cycle, 
Whiterod saw him stomping around in the distance, and came to a complete
stop and transformed, weapon drawn, as did the rest of his troops.
                  He trained his sleek, black plasma rifle on Bruticus’ form, and
conducted a few scans in the process. It seemed that Bruticus wasn’t worried
about being seen from a distance, his weapon already drawn, or his form 
rustling the smouldering columns enough for them to see from the distance.
Whiterod didn’t understand this, but wasn’t overly worried. All of his troops
were now transformed, and had they’re weapons drawn and trained on the
incoming Bruticus. They were ready.
                  
                  As a bolt of energy impacted into the ground near his postion,
Whiterod knew it was time. He pulled his rifle’s trigger, and out shot a burst
of plasma energy, which exploded on the ground right in front of the charging
Bruticus. The battle had begun. The other Decepticons took up positions, and
began firing. Bruticus had stopped as well, and had took up a position at the
next ridge, and was holding it. Laser bolts and plasma bolts went back and forth,
some exploding into the ground, some missing completely, and some hitting
their targets. One Decepticon fell over from a hit, but kept on firing.
                  That Decepticon, Vanquish, who was one of the Battle Squad, 
didn’t seem to be damaged that much. To Whiterod, this didn’t make much
sense. A shot from Bruticus’ rifle usually inflicted heavy damage. He kept up
his own firing pattern on the big robot, who seemed to be returning their fire
less and less over the course of the battle. 
                  Whiterod and his group kept up their assault, but as the cycles
passed by, Bruticus’ returned fire was almost non-existent. Suddenly, Bruticus
left his position, and again charged towards Whiterod and the Decepticons.
Then, the unthinkable happened. Before the Predacons could merge into
Predaking to counter the charge, Bruticus took a hit to the chest plate. It exploded,
and Bruticus fell to the ground, smouldering like the rest of the area.
                 Everyone immediately ceased fire, and waited, but nothing happened.
The mighty Bruticus had fallen but wasn’t getting up for some reason.. Whiterod and the
other Decepticons made their way over to their fallen foe, their weapons still
drawn, just in case it was a trap. But as they arrived, they saw that there was
something really wrong with the large combiner.
                 It looked as of the gestalt was a shell of his former self. He was still
functional, but barely. “See to him. I want him repaired and reprogrammed.” said
Whiterod to the Aquacons, who had jusr arrived. They nodded and began the
salvage work on the large gestalt. Whiterod the looked to the far end of the ruins, and
gazed at the Q-001, which was now totally visible. 

                “Nooooooooo!” screamed Unicron, his best warrior taken down far
too easily, and he knew why. He didn’t have the power to sustain such a large
robot for too long. Unicron knew it was over. Just then, he thought of something.
“If I am to meet my destiny, then they shall join me!!” he yelled, a hint of evil
laughter in his voice. He made a few quick calculations, then activated a program
he had stored, as a doomsday plan.
                 From the day of his initial activation, he knew his destiny lay elsewhere.
It was not to simply destroy the pathetic planet of Cybertron, but instead, to
exact his revenge from his failed conquest by taking that planet’s future, it’s
inhabitants, to their ultimate doom. He knew that one faction would survive, but
the balance of power would change everything. Even if his spark had to drift for
the better part of eternity, there might yet be a way to return, and wreak more 
havoc than ever before.
                 Unicron stopped pondering for the moment to address the group of
Decepticons advancing on his location. “Attention foolish robots. Your quest to
rid the universe of me will fall short” he said. “This planet will be destroyed
shortly, and you with it. This......is MY revenge, and I will NOT be denied.” he
finished, and just waited for the inevitable. He also took the time to erect a 
dampening field around the shuttles, making it impossible for them to leave.
                 Outside, the ground began to shake, and his machine exterior, the
so-called Q-001 was beginning to fall apart. It wouldn’t be long now til the 
planet exploded from within, and destroyed everything in, or on it’s surface.
Unicron wasn’t worried. If this was to be his destiny, then so be it. But he was
still hopeful that he would be back, in some part, somehow.

                  The Decepticons just stood there, weapons drawn and ready to open
fire, when the ground started shaking uncontrollably. Whiterod did a quick scan
with his optical sensors. “The planet is shaking itself apart!” he yelled. He turned
to his troops. “Decepticons.....TO THE SHIPS!!” he exclaimed, the sound now
quite loud. Some of the Decepticons ran, while some transformed, in an effort to
get back to the ships faster. Whiterod tapped a button on his armpad, and was
immersed in an energy field before disappearing. 
                  He re-appeared a short time later next to the first shuttle, and watched
the others board it. His comm crackled to life a moment later. “Boss,” said Minirod.
“We’re ready here.” he said. “Alright.” replied Whiterod. “Let’s go.” he said, as 
the last Decepticon boarded his shuttle. Whiterod closed the comm channel, and
boarded his shuttle, then made his way to the bridge. On arrival, he slid into the pilot’s 
seat and immediately hit the ignition. Nothing happened.
                 “What gives?” he queried aloud. “Dampening field detected.” said
Soundwave, in his monotone voice. Whiterod mumbled to himself while trying a
few things, but to no avail. Their two ships weren’t going anywhere. “We better
find a way to shut down that field....” said Whiterod. Soundwave only nodded as
he worked the controls, trying to find a way to counteract the dampening field. 
                 It seemed as if the shuttles would never lift off. Suddenly, the control
panel chirped, and Soundwave ignited the engines, the shuttle lifting off the planet’s
surface not a moment too soon. The other shuttle lifted off as well, and they both
rose into space, as the planet began to disintegrate. Both ships laid in a course back
to Cybertron, and engaged their main engines. A cycle later, Quintessa exploded in
a massive fireball, with a cloud of debris expanding outwards, being pushed by a 
solitary shockwave from the explosion. Quintessa was no more, Unicron was
destroyed, and the Decepticons were united once again.

                                                     THE END

